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Letter  ioi.     Carlyle — Birminghani,  2  September,  1824 

nata 
Hii  anxieties  relieved  by  receipt  at  Min  Welsh's  last  Letter. 
Blessed  be  Cadmus,  who  first  imported  letters  into 
Europe ;  blessed  be  Jane  who  makes  so  noble  a  use  of  that 
invention.  She  transports  him  from  the  smoky  furnaces  of 
fiiimingham  home  to  dear  skies  and  souls  that  love  him.^ 
What  a  strange  tragi-comedy  is  that  of  Dugald  G.,  which 
she  describes  so  neatly  and  with  such  graphic  touches  1 
Her  conduct  in  the  affair  a  pretty  mixture  of  mercy, 
gracefulness,  and  female  cunning.  Wishes  to  know  to 
whom  she  is  "  ei^ged  "  :  is  he  a  genius  and  "  elegant "  i 
Is  he  a  poet  or  a  philosopher  or  both  in  one  ? — ^Asks  if 
she  is  deliberating  about  the  task  he  assigned  her;  he 
will  take  no  deni^ — Is  idle  himself ;  Nondum  should  be 
his  motto,  with  Poppies  argent  and  three  Sloths  dormant 
\,  on  a  Tree  disleaved.  Is  growing  quite  an  Asiatic  ;  and 
alas,  this  is  not  "  Araby  the  Blest "  !— Day-dreams  of 
becoming  the  interpreter  of  truth  and  manly  integrity 
and  imaginative  beauty,  with  Jane  his  fair  and  pure  E^ria, 
to  perfect,  adorn,  and  recompense  his  labours ! — Is  going 
bai  to  London,  and  perhaps  into  Kent  with  Mrs. 
Strachey  and  the  Orator. — She  miut  translate  something 
of  Schiller's  for  the  "  Life  " 1-8 

Letter  102.     Miss  Welsh — Templand, 
17  September,  1824 

Has  many  things  to  tell  Carlyle,  had  she  time.  Has  got  a 
new  Brother,  the  handsomest  she  ever  saw  or  fancied, — 
Baillie  by  name.  His  want  of  genius  alone  saved  her  from 
falling  seriously  in  love  with  him.  Baillie  is  to  be  married 
in  a  month  or  two  to  one  of  the  loveliest  and  most  ac- 
complished women  is  England ;  and  Miss  Welsh  has  no 
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pution  for  hanging  bcrecH  in  hn  garters  like  tKe  "tin- 
lortuoate  Mim  BiHcj,"  hex  uiinaakc. — Sbe  it  to  vmt 
Billlie  u  coon  ai  may  be  after  hii  maniage. — !las  beaid 
from  ihe  Ontor,  who  will  invite  K<r  lo  London  ai>  soon 
a  hb  hoDsc  K  ready  for  rhe  accommodation  of  a  lady.— 
Cannot  iranshtc  Sthillcr's  poems  even  inio  prose, — Sec* 
the  anin  "  Benjiiinin  B, ,"  and  U  disiUuiioncd. — None  of 
the  fine  ladies  Carlylc  it  Kcing  can  like  him  half  »o  well 
at  Hk  <3oei  ,.,.,... 
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Letter  103,     Carlvlb — Dover,  5  October,  1824 

Hippy  cSect*  on  him  of  Miis  Wckh'i  Letter*. — Dctcribct 
hi*  journey  to  London :  Siratford-upon-Avon,  Shakc- 
ipcar ;  the  old  monastic  liomea  and  minnrci*  of  Oxford. 
— In  L.ondoR  found  the  good  Orator  aitiing  like  a  bittern 
bjr  the  poob  of  water.  Followed  Irving  in  a  couple  of 
itjt  to  Dover,  and  u  now  one  of  Mm  Kir Icpa  trick's 
gnau.  "  Kitty "  Kirkpatrick,  a  sinftular  and  very 
pleaung  eiealurc:,  full  of  kindliness  and  humour,  not 
unbcautiful,  young  and  rich,  iriMk  and  modctt  as  t 
Quakeiew.— Irving  u  dry-nurse  to  hji  firat-born ;  Nature 
U  Tcry  lovely  ;  piijr  she  tihould  c%er  be  ibiurJ, — Rcjcdccf 
to  hear  that  Min  Welsh  has  found  a  plcasinj;  com- 
paniotL — HopM  Bai]li«  will  bring  her  to  London.  He 
gay  world  will  interest  Iier  fpixit  of  obscrrstion,  but  noi 
ncrbeartoraScctioni.  In  solemn  honn  she  seems  to  him 
like  a  little  Mignon,  »tn)g8ling  for  heaYcnly  thing*  but 
foiled  by  ilic  coaix  world.  Oh !  that  he  were  able  to 
»et  her  on  the  right  paih  ! — Villi  not  scold  her :  his  own 
need  of  scolding  is  greater  than  hcrt     .        .        .         IJ-to 

Letter  104.     Mtss  Welsh — TcmpLind,  1+  October,  1824 

VS'ould  hiTc  jODc  demented  liad  Cailylc's  LcncT  not  come 
on  Monday.  Has  no  pleaiure  in  life  beyond  what  hii 
Letters  afford  her. — Congramlates  Carlylc  on  the  domc*iic 
fclidt)-  he  b  now  CDJoying,  "  f^^M  Kitty  Kirkpatrick ! " 
Lord  what  an  ugly  name !  I*  not  a  bit  jealous,  only 
Cariylc  may  ai  well  dcvct  mention  that  name  ag&ia.^ 
Will  never  be  anything  so  heanlets  as  a  fumoiublc 
wife. — Her  idc»l  home. — Is  loo  idle  to  hive  time  to  open 
s  book,— Caiherioe  G,  to  be  her  pupil.— Dr.  Fyilc  and  hU 
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jeilouay  of  her. — Is  loon  going  to  Edinburgh.     Carlyle 
must  write  at  once  .....         30-25 

Lettek  105.     Carlyle — Paris>  28  October,  1824 

Has  been  penuaded  and  half-forced  to  accompany  Mr. 
Stnche^  and  Miis  KJrlmatrick  to  Paris. — Journey  tiiither. 
— The  confusion,  tumult,  and  hubbub  unequalled. — His 
spirit  flies  joyfully  away  from  this  jingliiig  chaos  of 
frivolity,  to  join  in  communion,  however  interrupted, 
with  the  spirit  that  is  dear  to  it  beyond  all  others. — Sight- 
seeing.— Is  morepatientof  the  business  than  he  anticipated, 
and  in  rather  better  health. — His  impressions  of  Paris  and 
Parisians. — ^Thinks  Miss  Welsh  has  no  cause  to  be  jealous. 
Knows  she  has  hundreds  of  faults ;  but  with  the  whole 
of  them  ten  times  told  she  is  worth  any  twenty  women 
in  the  world. — "  A  heart  and  spirit  like  my  own  Jane's 
I  have  seen  nowhere."  "  Together  we  may  fail  to  be 
happy ;  separate  we  can  hardly  fail  to  be  miserable." — 
Is  meditating  a  full  translation  of  all  Schiller't  works, 
retiring  into  Annandale  or  some  other  dale,  with  the 
necessary  apparatus,  and  there  alternately  writing  and 
^riding,  reading  and  gardening,  let  nature  restore  lum  to 
his  pristine  strength  and  serenity  of  head  and  heart. 
Win  Miss  Welsh  approve,  take  a  share  in  it,  and  become 
a  philosophical  recluse  ? — "  Fortune  will  yet  shine  out 
on  us ;  we  will  force  her  to  shine,  and  we  shall  both  be 
iappy"  25-33 

Lettui  106.     Carlyle — 23  Southampton  Street,  London, 
15  November,  1824 

No  Lener  from  Miss  Welsh  awaited  him  at  Dover.  A  Letter 
from  her  would  be  particularly  precious  at  this  very  time. 
"  These  Letters  of  ours  are  as  it  were  the  food  of  hope." 
— Is  at  last  seated  by  a  hearth  of  his  own,  and  at  liberty 
to  live  according  to  the  dicutes  of  his  own  will.  To- 
morrow he  will  begin  a  meditated  plan  of  life  and  labour. 
— Is  lonely,  but  means  to  be  busy.  Preferred  lodgings 
to  accepting  hospitality  from  others. — ^Expects  the  first 
sheet  of  "  Schiller  "  to-morrow.  Occupation,  strenuous 
exertion,  is  the  panacea  for  the  sufferings  of  a  mortal. — 
Find)  in  his  desk  a  little  paper  heart  with  "  homeless  " 
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wiincQ  OR  it  ia  wtut  he  ukes  to  be  Kti»  Wcbh'i  lurad. 
It  wai  aicixdrnf^y  pitlicdc. — Expc<M  Miw  Wcl»h  ia 
London,  nod  vnll  eicorl  lice  h^me       .         .        .  J3~39 


Lrmii  107.     Mis5  Welsh— Haddington, 
18  November,  1834 

It  roust  hiTC  boni  CiHylc*!  Good  Gcniiu  ttutt  prompted  his 
latt  Letter  :  it  urivcd  just  five  minutci  after  hcrscU,  and 
helped  to  diuipitc  tltc  udQcu  the  always  Icels  on  rcturoiog 
to  Haddington  and  milling  the  wekome  which  once  made 
home-coining  delightful.  liow  often  doCailylc't  Letter* 
bring  bee  comfoit  I  He  can  never  kaow  how  mudi  the 
love*  him,  and  how  ^tefully  >hc  Ecelt  liii  kindncM. — 
The  great  fire  ia  Edinbaigh.  A  headache  made  her 
iueuible  (or  »cveral  hours. — Approves  of  Carlylc'e  plan 
ufcampiigD. — Will  begin  hen  on  Monday. — The  unpack- 
ing of  Catherine  G.'»  enormous  bhck  trunk.— The  little 
paper  heart  teas  her*. — If  the  had  not  loved  Carl^le  better 
than  anybody  ebc  in  the  world,  ihc  would  not  have  writtCD 
lo-oight  at  all ^42 

LtrrtR  108.     Carlyli — London,  4  December,  1824 

Mils  Wclih'*  Letter  found  him  in  hia  jolintdr  and  chccrod 
hii  heart  with  inuges  of  past  and  future  happineu. — AtU 
her  not  to  mock  and  laugh  :  it  ii  ilie  caroeil,  affectionate, 
warm-hearted,  enthusiastic  Jane  that  he  Iwfs  t  the  acute, 
uroutic,  clear-tight  cd,  dcriavc  Jane  he  can  at  bc«t  but 
admin. — Is  already  far  happier  than  hcwat.  "  The  very 
search  for  peace,  in  tome  degree  is  peace. "^His  project* 
fluctuate  from  day  to  day^  and  ntany  of  them  cannot 
be  explainod  in  writing.    One  parunounc  desideratum 

j^  u  to  MTe  a  house  of  hii  own.    If  he  had  land  of  hii  own 

he  woald  become  a  Fanner.     Would  attend  to  his 

(arm  duties,  and  work  at  literature  in  inicrmediatc  hours : 
thus  ^ompfllrJ  to  lire  according  to  the  wants  of  nituK. 
he  would  become  ihc  healthiest  man  in  three  pariihn. — 
Would  not  touch  a  sinecure:  the  law  of  Yarmouth. — 
No  truly  intellectual  pcrwn  in  Irring's  liac  Yet  [^indon 
has  much  in  ii  worth  scdng :  she  ought  to  oomc  toon,  01 
tcaounee  the  project 43-49 
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Letter  109.    Miss  Welsh — Haddington, 
19  December,  1824 

wtam 

On  Irving  and  hit  Sonnet. — ^TeUs  Cailylc  she  cannot  come  to 
London  before  Febnury,  for  two  reasons :  Fint,  she  ha* 
no  fanc^  for  a  joomey  in  the  dead  of  winter ;  secondly, 
she  will  not  be  lid  of  her  pnpO  sooner. — h  sniprised  that 
Carlyle  tods  no  intellectaal  person  in  Irving's  list.  Asks 
what  has  become  of  Johanna  BaHlie,  of  Mn.  Montagn,  of 
the  Hindoo  Princess,  of  Mn.  Strachey,  Bany  Cornwall, 
WUIde,  Coleridge,  and  Allan  Cnnningham.  If,  like  her, 
Cariyle  had  lived  all  lus  dajrs  in  a  litde  Provincial  Town, 
he  would  know  better  how  to  apptcciate  snch  good  com- 
pany. The  main  hindrance  to  her  coming  is  the  little 
dependence  ihe  can  place  on  the  Orator's  and  his  Wife's 
feelings  towards  her. — Catherine  G.'s  mind  like  the  pitchers 
of  the  Danaides.  Advantages  and  disadvantages  of  her 
governess-ship.  Safest!  that  if  Cailyk  is  going  to  tun 
Fanner,  he  might  farm  Craigenpattock  which  is  to  let  at 
present 4^5 


Letter  iio.     CARtYLE—London,  20  December,  1824 

A  pared  of  boob  for  Miss  Welsh  delayed  in  the  sending ;  the 
peccant  Booksellers  are  "  a  consequence  of  the  Fall  of 
Adam."— Printing  of  "  Schiller  "  proceeding  less  tardily. 
— Fdward  Irviug  advises  him  to  stay  in  London.  Irving's 
philosophy  is  to  Cailyle  '*  like  a  gill  of  ditch-water  thrown 
into  the  crater  of  Mount  ^tna."  He  is,  however,  the 
best  fellow  in  London. — On  Thomas  Campbell,  Procter, 
Coleridgc,Thomas  Mooie, — ^The  Montagus,  the  Stracheys. 
— Carlyle  receives  his  first  Letter  from  Goethe,  which 
viras  almost  like  a  message  from  Fairy  Land.  Asks  Miss 
Webh  to  transcribe  his  copy  of  Goethe's  Letter  and  her 
translation  of  it,  into  the  blank  leaf  of  a  certain  Gernian 
paper,  "  that  the  same  sheet  may  contain  some  traces  of 
him  whom  he  moat  venerates  and  her  whom  he  most  loves 
in  this  strangest  of  aQ  possible  worlds." — His  purpose  is  to 
make  tw  further  changes  in  his  sitoation,  aher  the  next 
entire  one,  if  he  can  help  it 5S~^^ 
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Letter  hi.     CABLrLE — London,  9  January,  1825 

lie  bii  lomewhat  to  propose  to  Mia  Wekli,  wltich  may  require 
all  her  love  of  hun  to  look  upon  wiili  favour :  "  Will  ^u 
be  my  own  (or  ever  t"  "  Say  Yci !  And  I  Kad  my 
Broiher  Alict  over  to  tent  that  Nithidale  Farm  for  mc 
witiioui  (!<.'ljLy  .  .  .  and  uke  you  home  to  my  hearth, 
and  my  botom,  Dcvcr  more  10  pan  from  me  whatever 
fate  betide  m  I  " — Lilemurc  u  the  leiru  ot  life  ;  it  will 
not,  cannot  be  its  food.  "  Out  into  the  free  field  !  "  **  Be 
men,  before  attempiiiig  to  be  mrti^j  /  "— Unhappiocss 
of  thoM  who  neglect  locial  and  household  duties  and  en- 
joyncais. — ^Mi»  WcWi  i»  unliappy,  kw  ;  9hc  has  a  deep, 
earnest,  veboncoi  ipirii,  and  ito  earnest  task  ha;  ever  been 
auigncd  it.— He,  too,  hai  wandered  far  and  wide,  "Let 
ua  return  Ugether  /  Let  us  Icata  tbio'  one  another  what 
it  is  to  live  ...  let  ut  grow  under  the  peaceful  iutuhinc 
o(  Nature."  The  nuiicr  of  means  i*  apt  10  be  oser-rated  : 
ihc  essentials  of  even  elegant  comfort  arc  not  difTicult  to 
procure  :  it  ia  only  vanity  that  it  iaiatiablc. — He  will  give 
MiM  Welih  hi$  piojcca  in  detail  when  thry  iw«.— She 
must  not  fear  10  uy  No,  if  her  judgment  so  dctcnninc. 
Out  she  ^411  not  say  no,  fur  ihe  d«tt  love  him,  and  her 
Spirit  bngs  to  be  mingled  wiili  his,  as  his  with  hers,  ihat 
tney  may  be  <Mtf  in  the  sight  of  God  and  roan,  for  ever 
and  ever 6a-^ 


Lm-BR   112.     Miss  Welsh— Haddington, 
13  January,  1S25 

LoTtt  Cailyle,  and  has  told  him  to  a  hundred  timci,  but  u  not 
in  lovt  with  him.  Her  love  for  him  is  a  love  which  influ- 
ttuti  dor*  not  maht  the  dotiny  of  a  life. — Such  temperate 
tcntimeiiu  lend  no  (aUc  colouring,  no  fofy  light  to  liis 
pioiect. — She  doa  not  wish  for  fonunc  more  than  is 
sufficleni  for  her  wants,  but  will  not  marry  on  Ics*. — Has 
Csrlrlc  any  icruin  Uvchhood  to  maintain  her  In  the  manner 
■he  nas  hc«n  used  to  lire  in  ;  any  ^xti  place  in  the  rank 
of  sodcty  she  hdii  been  bom  and  bred  in .' — She  would 
not  spend  a  month  at  Cratgcnputtock  with  an  Angcl. 
He  mn»  think  of  socnething  clic,  and  apply  his  talents 
to  ^d  over  the  tiiGqu.ality  of  thcii  births. — The  only 
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prafoite  the  will  make  a  tlui  she  will  marry  no  ooe  else. 
— If  there  it  any  change  w  be  nude  in  die  tciias  od  whkh 
they  have  so  loog  lived,  it  mutt  be  made  by  tim,  the  raimof 
mal^e  anjr.— Hid  her  decision  been  more  ftvounblc  to 
Cirljile,  her  Mother  might  have  diuffrmeii  it,  but  would 
not  hiTe  opfuid  it 68-71 

Lbttek    113.     Carlvle — London,  20  Januar)',  182s 

Hunks ^t)U  WcUK  hctmljrforKercanckitir.  Her rcsoluicacM 
don  not  oficnd  him.  lie  i\xt  must  be  rctoluic :  the  miser- 
able man  is  he  who  haitt  between  two  opinioru,  who  "  loc^ 
fortbe  mcrchandiK  and  will  not  pan  with  the  pnce."-^Her 
Letter  it  dictited  by  good  icDse  ind  Hinccrity,  but  ihowt 
that  the  Kjs  only  an  imperfect  vitnv  of  his  purposes  and 
lituatiaa.  In  bii  pioporal  there  vrai  nothing  of  the  Lon:- 
and-ontage  theory ;  had  »he  accepted  it,  he  vrould  not 
have  thought  the  battle  n'on,  but  would  have  hailed  her 
aucnt  with  a  striouj  joy  and  solemn  hope.— He  is  not  hurt 
or  angiy :  hit  plan  would  hare  been  no  wiie  one  had  it 
not  included  the  chaoce  of  her  reftual  u  well  as  ter  asient. 
He  ^rees  with  her  about  laciiftcet  felt  to  be  such,  but 
renunds  her  that  the  love  which  will  not  make  cacri&oc* 
b  no  proper  love.  Without  deep  sacrifices  on  both  tidca, 
the  potiibility  of  their  union  is  an  empry  drum. — Gires 
Afu*  Welth  an  outline  of  his  condition,  purpose*,  fcelingi 
and  principletof  Krtion.^Bcgi  her  to  ihirk  of  all  this, 
not  in  any  spirit  of  anger,  but  in  that  ^trit  of  love  and 
noble-mindedness  whicli  the  has  always  shown  him. — If 
tbty  mun  pan  (which  may  the  God  who  made  them  both 
forbid  !),  l«  them  pan  in  tendenicw,  with  the  Uti  wirm 
Idis  of  lore  upon  their  Upi,  and  go  forth  upon  ihetr 
Mrcral  patht.  Lost  to  the  future,  but  in  po^ictsion  of  the 
past.^Asks  her  if  Craigenpuirock  is  rtally  to  be  let,  and 
why  he  and  hu  Brother  should  not  be  her  tenants  jl-9o 

Letter  114.     Miss  VVewh— Haddington, 
39  January,  1825 

Thiab  ibe  may  complain  that  Carlylc  has  mitundetstood 
her  Ian  Letter:  it  wu  certainly  not  her  meaning  to 
reproach  him  with  want  of  scl(-<lcnial,  but  to  cxprett 
ber  canfidciice  in  liis  magnanimity  and  his  willingixH 
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>lwa^  to  prefer  her  happineu  to  his  own. — Thtnb 
Heaven  that  Culjrle  if  "  not  hurt  ot  angry,"  but  fajb 
10  we  that  ihc  hu  given  him  cauic  lo  be  to, — having 
shown  him,  by  decUrinft  that  the  would  mirry  no  one 
clfc,  that  )he  cstccroe>d  hini  above  all  the  men  ahc  had 
c^'cr  icca  or  was  likely  \o  »cc. — Her  inajdmt  ate  ihc  con- 
victiooi  o£  her  judgment. — She  (ccli  thn  ihe  it  capable 
o(  a  love  to  which  no  dcprivaiioo  would  be  a  Mcnfi,cc( 
but  the  all-perfect  mortal  who  couhj  inipire  it,  exiiu 
only  in  the  roaiancc  of  lier  own  tmagioaiion. — The 
aamrc  of  her  lore  for  Carlyk  ii  deep  aad  calm,  more 
like  the  <iuict  river  than  titc  torrent. — As  to  rank  and 
wulih,  the  merely  wi«he«  to  »cc  him  earning  a  frrtsin 
livelihood  and  exerciiing  the  profc«ion  of  a  gentleman. 
She  withholds  her  unmediatc  comcnt  to  h!t  propotal 
bccauK,  independently  of  prudential  cooudcratioos, 
she  is  not  ture  that  her  sentiments  towards  him  are 
proper  ones  for  a  hutbint! ;  but  she  haa  no  doubt  they 
will  become  so,  «  Iier  mind  enlarges  and  her  heart  im- 
proves.— Cirlylc'i  hint  about  fatiing,  \»  surely  meant  to 
be  taken  only  in  a  mciaphi^ricil  >cn5c.  Ho-w  could  she 
pan  from  the  only  living  »oul  that  iindcraiands  hcr?^ 
He  must  give  up  his  wild  scheme  of  farming  Cnigcit- 
puttock:  vrcre  he  to  engage  in  the  conceto,  all  would 
DC  mined  lofiether. — She  hat  been  tormented  with 
headache,  u  usual 80-87 

Lettbji   115.     Cari-YLE — London^  31  January,  1825 

Delighted  with  Mis  Wdah's  btx  Letter,  which  he  ihinb 
tbc  best  she  ever  tent  him. — Hat  wtthcd  a  thomaad 
times  that  she  had  been  Some  hufnblc  maiden,  with  no 
potscssion  but  the  ethereal  spitit,  ilic  true  fervent  licart 
which  nature  gave  her,  tliat  she  might  have  joined  with 
him,  mind  and  tnul,  in  the  great  and  only  ri^^t  pursuit 
of  life,  the  ftii  not  seeming  perfection  of  their  chir^acri. 
"  Alat,  Jane,  we  are  both  far  astray  \  But  we  shall 
tcium.  wc  shall ;  and  be  good  and  happy  after  all  our 
crroTi,"  One  sovereign  remedy  is  tiiutrity.  "  For  tu, 
and  our  nffectioa,  there  it  no  hisi*  but  truth."  In- 
sioceriiy  in  tbc  common  fault  oi  "  the  thing  called 
love."  "  Let  as  team  to  tjcA  truth  to  one  another ; 
.  .  .  it  ii  ilie  fftad  fpcdfic  of  the  son!."— When  be 
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comes  back  to  Scotland,  he  w31  ipend  a  fortmght  In 
lecturing  her,  and  being  lectnred! — ^Hcartilj  rejcuces 
that  >he  caaut  write  a  book  at  proeot.  Writing  foOonn 
,'  cA  conne,  when  the  perfcctioo  of  frattUt  is  attained. — 
The  "  Ufe  of  Schaier  "  i»  now  fairly  off  hi*  haDds.— On 
the  evO  cSects  of  Fame. — Is  leaving  London  with  rcgict 
and  with  the  Hope  of  often  teeing  it  again. — ^Hat  foond 
a  friend  in  Mn.  Strachey. — Sony  Xa  part  with  the  C^tor, 
who  hat  his  own  trials  awaiting  him ....        87-94 

LrrrtR  116.     Miss  Welsh — Haddington, 
14  February,  1825 

Acknowledges  Carlylc's  good  inflneoce  orer  her.  Believes 
it  is  a  ebam  with  which  her  Good  Angel  hat  fortified 
her  heart  aguntt  eviL  Be  that  as  it  may,  his  inflnence 
has  bron^t  her  nothing  bnt  good. — ^DiKoncened  at 
bang  baif-eitgaged  s  bnt  does  not  r^ret  it. — Catherine  G., 
too  tenadoos  of  her  qoanen. — Is  convinced  that  Edward 
Irving'!  much  vanatcd  friendship  for  her  is  nothing 
Eoore  than  a  froth  of  professions. — Advises  Cailjle  to 
"  thrash  "  his  BookxeUer  into  good  behavionr,  if  scolding 
win  not  do. — Dying  to  have  "  Schiller,"  and  to  tec  bcr 
hercuc  Max  and  all  her  bvoarites  with  ox  air  of  Cariyle 
about  them 95-98 

Letter  117.    Camiyim. — Biimingham,  28  February,  1825 

Bat  reached  Birmingham,  on  his  way  home. — Gives  reasons 
for  not  having  written  sooner. — It  it  a  ihame  that  be 
thoold  cause  Miss  Welsh  a  moment's  pain.  "  How 
many  men  are  there  in  England  that  have  mch  a  heart  to 
care  for  them  {  "  He  were  mad  if  he  did  not  prize  it 
above  all  earthly  things. — ^Thc  publication  of  "  Schiller  " 
delayed  by  the  engraver. — On  reviews  and  reviewers. 
"  If  literature  had  no  evils  but  faUe  critics,  it  would  be 
a  very  manageable  thing." — Means  to  send  Goethe  a  coot 
of  thit  "  Schiller,"  he  b  a  man,  not  a  dioarf  of  leturs. — It 
gtnog  to  stay  a  few  days  with  Badams  to  receive  his  final 
precepts,  and  then  hasten  to  Annandate  to  arrange  some 
plan  of  residence  for  himself. — Asks  Miss  Welsh  to  write 
to  Mainhill,  in  a  week  after  receiving  this  Letter       .      9^106 
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LmxR  Ii8,     Miss  VVelw — Haddington, 
13  March,  1825 

Cludct  Carlyk  for  hit  tonj;  ieUtf  in  rciumini;  home— Has 
been  ill  and  Httle  out  of  bed,  ind  couid  not  have  icm 
him  any  wxy. — Never  bciorc  withed  »o  eamotl)'  10  see 
him;  it  seems  u  if  her  duitny  depended  on  his  nut 
imit ;  and  that  they  were  now  to  nndemaod  eich  other 
for  the  fint  time. — Is  punucd  hy  ditquietadn — Kci  the 
right  way,  but  canoot  follow  it.— Hopes  ulunutcly  10  be 
everything— -anything — that  Cail/lc  wialie*.— Has  a  multi- 
tude of  thing*  to  »i\  and  caphin,  which  may  pombly  be 
all  gone  cput  of  her  head  when  he  comei.  Hot  lived  so  long 
unong  people  who  do  not  undentaad  or  lynipiUxue  with 
her  that  she  hat  grown  at  difficult  to  come  at  as  a  snail  ia 
a  shclL — This  dumpling  of  a  Highland  girl,  too,  will  be 
ladly  m  the  way. — Hope*  Cailylc  will  write  Lmtncdiatcly, 
and  from  Edinburgh.  "  So  you  are  for  living  tberr 
now?" IO&--I09 

LrmR  iig.    Cari-vlk — Mairhill,  23  March,  1825 

Hai  BO  icication  of  liking  up  rciidencc  in  Edinburgh : 
towered  duct  with  their  hideous  tumult  and  fonumins- 
tion  arc  a  horror  to  him  till  hi»  htalih  is  rc-cstabli»hcd. 
To  live  in  Edinburgh  is  a  project  a*  yet  dubious  and  a-fxr 
oS. — "  O  immacublc  genmi,  and  why  did'nt  thou  linger 
talking  with  the  Orator,  or  dawdling  in  the  sooty  purlieua 
of  Brummagem  ?  "  Knows  not  but  he  u  yet  too  toon 
for  doing  any  bufincss  in  Edinburgh.— 'Icib  Mia  Welsh 
he  has  rented  Hoddim  Hill.  Deictibe*  ihc  place,  its  at- 
traciioni  and  his  propoxxl  mode  of  life  there.  So  ahc  mnit 
not  revoke  her  approbation  of  a  rural  life,  for  her  sanction 
ii  a  thing  lie  rcijuirci  for  pRMccultng  his  tcheraei  with 
spirit.  l.ikc  Miu  WeUh,  he  looks  forward  lo  their  next 
tneciing  with  anxiety  and  impaiicnce.  Comucls  her  not 
to  let  her  kind  heart  be  troubled.  She  is  to  consider  him 
and  all  that  lie  hat  and  ii,  u  altogether  hen,  10  take  or 
rc>cct,  according  to  her  will  The  strength  or  wealmus 
of  their  means  u  nothing,  if  it  be  rightly  emmatcd  and 
managed.  \\~il\  write  when  he  arrivn  in  Edinburgh,  and 
go  Out  to  Haddington  and  tuy  as  long  is  she  will  let  him. 
_     —"  Schiller "  iaicriptioa 10^116 
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Letter  120.     Carlyle — Salisbury  Street,  Edinburgh, 

6  May,  1825 

r«att 
Ida  sorrow  it  parting  from  Miss  Wdsh. — Onght  to  be  oiiuol- 
ing  her  in  her  sorrows,  not  recounting  his  own. — "  The 
whole  remedy  for  suffering  is  diligent  action,"  *'  After 
all,  where  if  the  bugbear  /  We  are  alive  and  love  one 
another  to  the  end  of  our  existence  :  a  few  more  sad  part- 
ings and  we  meet  to  part  no  more  " — "  Be  diligent  and 
encourage  me  to  be  so,  and  we  set  Fortune  at  defiance." 
— "  In  snmmcr  we  shall  meet  again,"  and  "  warm,  frank 
kindness  shall  be  about  m  both," — Asb  Miss  Webh  to 
write  on  Monday,  for  it  wiU  give  her  solace  as  well  as 
himself. — Urges  her  to  take  great  care  of  her  health — "  Sick- 
ness is  oar  only  foe" 117-120 

Letter  121.     Miss  Welsh — The  Sanctum,  Haddington, 
8  May,  1825 

Can  find  ne  aerds  except  snch  as  seem  cold  and  inadequate  to 
express  to  Carlyle  some  of  the  hundred  things  that  are  in 
her  heart.  No  matter :  "  Yon  know  already  that  I  love 
you  with  all  my  soul ;  and  that  I  am  sad,  very  sad  at  part- 
ing with  you  ;  and  shall  not  be  otherwise  than  sad  tUl  we 
meet  again." — Her  bead  still  aching  diligently,  and  none 
of  her  tasks  commenced. — Has  re-established  order  and 
elegance  in  the  "  Sanctum."  Intends  to  begin  opera- 
tions on  Monday. — No  criudsms  shall  prevent  her  from 
following  Carlyle's  counsels  and  the  dictates  of  her  con- 
science. She  IS  free,  thanb  to  her  love  of  Carlyle,  which 
has  made  her  so. — She  is  sad  indeed ;  for  "  there  are 
ieagaet  of  distance  between  me  and  my  only  friend ;  and 
who  knows  that  I  shall  ever  see  him  again  1 " — Patience ! 
"  It  cannot  be  long  before  I  am  in  Nithsdale  ;  and  then, 
mj  beloved  Brother — O  more  than  Brother ! — we  meet 
again,  and  you  will  take  me  bofiu  with  you,  and  we  shall  be 
happy,  happy  as  the  day's  long." — Declares  that  Carlyle's 
Letters  are  the  only  pleasure  she  has,  and  she  purposes 
to  keep  them  to  hendf  in  fntoie    ....     120-123 

Letter  122.    Carlyle — Mainhill,  22  May,  1825 

Bn^  getting  Hoddam  Hill  ready  tor  occupation.  "  The  eagle 
Itself  must  gather  sticks  to  build  its  nest,  and  in  its  highest 
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souinn  Iccp  an  ejrc  upon  its  crccjriog  pny." — Ii  con- 
*oIcd  oy  hit  incrcaiiug  Litth  ia  Lbc  return  of  hcaltk.  Is 
alreadjr  u-oodcrfuLly  bcucr,  and  ibc  thought  of  ^cming 
completclj'  well  b  "  like  a  second  bojhood  "  to  him. — 
Tlie  advantage}  of  living  in  the  country :  tlic  tnouDtaiQS 
in  ricw,  tltc  giccn  unnunuCactuicd  carpcc,  ibc  fleecy 
doodi,  ihc  azunc  vault,  ind  itic  pure  breath  of  hit  luiive 
Solway  b1owin|{  wooin^lv  thro'  all  hii  Iijunt*. — "Sodetj-  i  " 
There  i)  little,  vcrj-  linic,  of  it  anywhere,  and  "  nnhappr 
k  the  man  whote  own  door  does  nor  eaclMe  what  b  wonii 
all  the  reit  of  it  teo  times  told." — On  ^^lunAly  (Tcna 
day)  a  coniiDgcm  ol  tbcm  files  away  to  Hoddam  Hill.— 
Reception  of  lane's  prc*cnia.^aiitci  Johnstone  and  the 
Haddington  Paxsh  frdiool  ....        133-129 

Lbttrr  123.     Carlyle — Hoddam  Hill,  24  June,  1825 

Rejoices  to  liear  that  Miss  Webh  it  busy  aiKt  conttant  in  Iter 
buUDCi). — The  theory  o[  happy  living  :  "Let  thought 
be  tumod  to  action,  or  dUoii^cd  cntiicly." — Her  arrival 
ia  these  pans  will  (onn  a  ton  of  epoch ;  all  arc  looHng 
forwanl  to  xhii  rey.i2  viiit  at  a  great  afTair. — If  the  can  live 
CODtenti-dly  at  Hoddam  HitI,  she  might  live  at  Cnigcn- 
puttock  for  Km  montht  with  Angel.^  I ntt ructions  how 
to  reach  Hoddara  I  liU, — ttTiit  the  will  tec  when  there. — 
He  will  show  her  Kirbroondl  Ctiurchyard  and  Fair 
Helen's  grave,  will  tatc  her  to  the  top  of  Burarwark, 
and  vrandcr  wiib  fact  tJiro'  wxkkIi  and  lanci  and  laoors. 
**  Earth,  ica,  and  air  are  open  to  ns  here  at  well  ai  any 
where ;  the  Water  of  \ltlk  wu  flowing  thro'  lU  Rmple 
ralley  at  arty  as  the  Brook  Siloa,  and  poor  Repentance 
Hill  it  as  old  OS  Caocatut  itself."  **  The  chanbcn  of  the 
East  are  opened  in  ercry  bnd,  and  the  San  comes  forth 
to  tow  the  Earth  iviih  Orient  pcari  ;  Night,  tlic  ancicm 
MocKcr,  follows  him  with  her  disdem  of  ttan  ;  and 
Arctnnii  aad  Oiion  call  nu  into  the  infinitude*  of  space 
as  theycaDcd  the  Druid  Priritcir  the  Shepherd  of  Chaldei. 
Br^hl  creatures !  How  they  glum  like  spirits,  thro*  the 
shadcnn  of  innumerable  ages,  from  thctr  thronct  In  the 
boundless  depths  of  heaven  1 " — Is  gradually  and  steadily 
rceoverin;;  health. — Hat  not  been  10  idle  or  happy  for 
many  a  weary  year.  The  chtdirtgt  of  coniciencc  un- 
heeded.   "  What  have  knowledge,  money,  glory  done  lor 
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me  hitherto  f  "  Let  time  fly  twice  is  iwt,  if  it  like !  The 
Holy  Truce  or  Piix  Dei. — "  What  more  an  I  say,  except 
that '  I  wonld  gladly  give  my  life  for  thee,  who  woulcUt 
gbdly  h^e  given  thine  for  me  withal ' "       .        .     129-135 

Letter  124,    Miss  Welsh — Haddington,  3  July,  1825 

WCA  write  instantly,  tho'  she  is  in  the  dullest  of  all  moods. — 
Has  been  seriously  ill. — Expects  to  set  out  for  Dumfries- 
shire in  a  fortnight. — Thinks  she  would  be  quite  well  if  she 
were  beside  Carlyle  again. — Reminds  him  that  1^200  a- 
year  is  not  to  be  gained  by  hoeing  cabbages. — Correspon- 
dence with  Mn.  Moougu,  whom  Miss  Welsh  has  told 
in  luminooB  English  that  lier  "  heart  u  nof  in  England  but 
in  Annandale." — Wishes  that  Mrs,  Montagu  would  not 
flatter  at  such  a  rate. — Does  nothing  at  present  but  recline 
on  a  sofa  and  read  novels,  or  drive  about  the  country  in 
a  gig. — Wishes  thai  Dr.  Carlyle  could  give  her  a  recipe 
to  cure  her  vexatious  headache  .  ...     135-138 

Letter  125.     Carlyle — Hoddam  Hill,  4  July,  1825 

Longing  for  Miss  Welsh's  Letter  with  much  eagerness,  but 
would  not  force  her  to  write  before  her  time.  A  Letter 
from  her  is  like  a  little  rose  in  the  garden  of  love :  we 
must  wait  with  patience  till  the  Sun  and  the  dew  have 
unclosed  the  bad  and  sent  forth  the  leaves,  not  pluck  it 
unripened  and  mock  the  procuse  of  its  blushing  fragrance. 
— Knows  that  she  will  come  to  Hoddam  Hill,  and  that 
kind-heartedness  and  affecrion  will  make  amends  for  her 
poor  accommodation. — Alick  has  bought  her  a  little  pony. 
— Carlyle  loves  her  in  the  secret  of  his  spirit ;  it  mil  be 
long  before  he  (xases  to  love  her, — "  Poor,  miserable  sons 
of  Adam  1  There  is  a  spark  of  heavenly  hre  within  us, 
for  it  was  the  breath  of  God  that  made  us  living  souls  ; 
but  we  are  formed  of  the  dust  of  the  ground,  and  our  lot 
is  cast  on  Earth,  and  the  fire  ties  hid  among  the  ashes  of 
OUT  fortune,  or  bums  with  a  fitful  twinkle,  which  chance 
not  we  can  foster.  It  makes  me  sad  to  think  how  very 
small  a  part  we  are  of  what  we  might  be." — Auricular 
confessions  with  the  man-within. — Miss  Welsh  has  a  belief 
in  the  omnipotence  of  affection  which  he  for  some  years 
has  partly  lost,  "Let  us  study  not  to  wreck  a  prospect 
*M.n — i 
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which  has  in  it  so  much  of  Hmvcd,  honvver  clogged  and 
cumbered  bj- the  clay  of  Einh  "  138-I4] 

Lettir  126.     Miss  Welsh — Haddington,  19  July,  1825 

Tclb  Culyle  he  is  1  miser  of  hii  Letters,  to  count  hii  l»t 
u  one  after  malcinft  a  shon-  of  throninft  it  into  the  lur- 
eaiiL— ^Kc  muEi  submit  ia  tbii  a^  in  A\  things  clac. — la 
nurticd  and  ttill  poorly,  but  tlicfriildng  pony  and  the  sight 
of  Carlyle  will  put  all  to  righit. — Ha»  become  reconciled 
to  the  Rennics  of  Phaniuiic. — Hcc  money  matter*  ate 
all  arranged,  and  now  ilie  b  at  po<ir  i>  Carlyle.  He  will 
not  like  Jier  vrorse  bccauEC  she  is  ptxx. — Telb  Carlyle  that 
his  name  appears  in  hci  IFiti,  ind  that  her  Lawyer  lias  seen 
it.  *'  Why  should  I  be  ashamed  of  showing  an  afieoion 
which  I  am  not  ashamed  to  feci?"  .         .  1^4^146 


LErrea  127.     Miss  Welsh — Tctnpland,  24  July,  1825 

Writes  with  shame  and  tears ;  and  encloses  Mn.  Montagu's 
Letter  for  Carlylc  10  read. — Hat  deceived  Carlyle  in  telling 
him  that  she  did  oot  care  for  Edward  Ining:  the  atuf 
loTcd  Kim  pAinanately.— She  cannot  ev«n  plead  the  merit 
of  a  voluntary  dis«luitire,  for  she  ha»  been  snored  to 
boDcsiy  by  Mrs,  Mnnugu. — AsbCarlylc  to  reply  initanily, 
and  let  her  Lnow  her  fate, — He  was  never  so  dear  to  her 
ai  now  when  she  b  in  danger  of  lotiag  his  aSeaion  and, 
what  is  siill  moic  precious  to  her,  his  rcspca  146-148 

LrrrER  128.     Carlvle — Hoddam  Hill,  29  July,  1825 

Assure)  Mist  Wclxh  she  exaggerate*  the  nutter  greatly :  it  is 
an  evil,  but  it  may  be  borne. — I^t  It  go  to  strengthen  the 
schooling  of  experience. — The  heroism  of  her  present 
baakncss  ought  to  cancel  all  thai  u-ent  before.— This 
KTuggUng  of  a  pure  soul  to  escape  from  the  contamitia- 
tjons  tliat  encircle  it,  is  but  the  more  touching  to  him, 
that  its  succcsfl  is  incomplete. — Cotijvrcs  her  to  love  truth 
and  priw  it  bcyoitd  all  fame,  power,  and  happiness. — The 
Kappy  man  was  never  yet  created  :  the  viVtwiu  man, 
tho  clothed  in  tag*  and  sinkins  under  pain,  u  the  jewel 
of  the  Earth.— A*»ures  Miw  Wcbh  that  she  it  even  dearer 
to  him  foi  this  painful  drcumsLaacc ;  but  deeUrcs  that 
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■lie  does  not  know  him,  that  no  living  morul  seemi  to 
know  Mm. — Connsels  hei  to  leave  him.  The^  will  saSn 
to  the  heart,  but  time  will  teach  them  to  endure  it.  No 
affection  u  ujialterable  or  eternal. — He  knows  her  generous 
heart ;  but  it  is  Fate  not  she  that  can  save  him. — Repeats 
that  she  does  not  know  him.  Asks  her  to  come,  see,  and 
determine.  "  Let  me  hear  you,  and  do  you  hear  me.  As 
I  am  take  me  or  refuse  me :  but  not  m1  am  not." — She 
is  to  write  and  say  when  she  will  arrive, — "  You  are  for 
ever  dear  to  me,  in  spite  of  all  I  say  and  feel "    .  iJO-iSS 

Letter  129.     Miss  Welsh — Tcmpland,  30  July,  1825 

Asb  Carlyle  if  he  means  to  kill  her.  Is  it  right  to  keep  her 
so  long  in  doubt  i  She  may  have  merited  his  displeasure 
and  perhaps  his  scorn,  but  not  this  terrible  silence.  Were 
she  strong  enough,  she  would  come  to  him  this  very  day, 
and  her  tears  wotjd  make  him  forget  everything  but  the 
love  she  bears  him.  "  O,  I  do  love  you,  my  own  Friend, 
above  the  whole  Earth :  no  human  being  was  ever  half  so 
dear  to  me, — none,  none." — It  is  inhuman  to  leave  her  in 
this  suspense. — "  Be  your  answer  what  it  may,  I  wiU  love 
yon  and  venerate  you  to  the  last.  You  may  be  no  longer 
mine,  but  I  will  be  yours  in  life,  in  death,  through  all 
eternity" 156 

Letter  130.    Carlyu — Hoddam  Hill,  10  August,  1825 

Owes  his  dearest  little  Ruth  many  thanks  for  her  uoflinching 
love  of  him. — So  they  are  not  to  part. — "  O  my  Darling, 
how  could  we  ever  part  ?  Do  we  not  love  each  other  ? 
Does  not  your  fervid,  tremblii^  spirit  cleave  to  mine  as 
to  its  pillar  of  hope  in  the  darkness  and  tempests  of  life  ?  " 
For  lum  to  give  her  up  would  be  a  sacrifice  of  nearly 
all  that  still  binds  him  to  the  world  by  any  tie  of  hope, 
that  still  tinges  his  sky  with  a  streak  of  dawn  in  the  gloom 
that  ovenhadows  him.-^In  calm  hours  hope  has  not  yet 
forsaken  him. — More  perverse  destinies  than  theirs  have 
changed  to  smoothness  and  serenity. — Why  should  they 
murmnr  ?  Are  they  not  rich  in  better  things  than  silver 
and  gold,  or  the  vain  babble  of  stupid  men  ?  Heavenly 
trust  of  soul  to  soul  can  soften  all  afflictions. — O  that 
Hoddam  HQl  were  a  palace  of  the  Fairies,  with  rosy 
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gaideot,  vdvci  Uwni  and  tuiniy  chamben !  She  triU 
cone  to  k,  however,  and  her  lore  of  Mm  mil  nuke  it 
plcasa&u — "  Cotnc,  tiuiiu  Lkite  !  I  long  to  tec  ihy  bir 
taceagata" iS7-i6a 

LettBx.  131.     Carlylb — Hoddam  Hill,  30  August,  1825 

**  On  ThorKb}'  nigliti  >t  3  qaancc  before  eiglit,  I  thall  be 
waiting  for  ynu  it  tiie  end  of  the  Hoddam  Bridge  Road, 
with  Mmc  ton  of  qiudrupcd  to  bring  yoa  hitlicr."  So 
mikc  ha$tc,  oiy  Ctiild  I  "  1  loDf;  to  behold  thcc  once  more, 
and  press  ih}'  heart  to  oudc  *' 162, 163 

Lbttbr  132.     Miss  WtiiM — Kelhead  Kilns, 
2  September,  1825 

b  bill«icd  in  a  snug  litt1«  cott>sc  by  the  myride;  wOl 
Ctrl^,  with  all  poniblc  lutTr,  come  and  fetch  her  i 
If  the  pony  b  engaged,  she  on  walk  two  milei  in  pleauot 
company 163, 164 

Lrrrui  1 33.     Mrs  Welsh — Dumfries,  20  September,  1 825 

She  cannot  lie  down  to'night  until  ihe  has  arittm  to  Carlylc 
the  farewell  and  blesiing  which  the  wis  crudly  prevented 
from  fpraking. — ''  Oh,  what  a  ud  heart  it  mine  this 
night  I "  "  W1at  I  vrould  g^vc  to  have  you  here,— withia 
my  arms  for  one,  one  moment ! "  "  Oh  G^d  !  tKix  vi 
falling  from  the  azuie  heaven  on  ihe  mir^'  earth !  When 
shill  I  be  so  happy  again  as  I  hare  been  in  these  last 
weeks  f  '*  "  God  Almighty  bless  you,  soul  of  my 
existcncG  I  I  shall  iliiidc  of  you  every  hour  till  we  meet 
again" l64-i')6 

Lbttbi  134.     MissVVelsh — Dutiifrics,2i  September,  1825 

Sends  a  nccicichief  to  Carlyle.  He  will  be  (oioed  to  ihink 
of  her  cTciy  time  he  pau  it  oa         ....    166. 167 

LETTBI1135.  Miss WKLSH—Tcmpland,  22  September,  1825 

Writes  about  the  letting  oi  Craigenputtock.— Wonld  preier 
Carole's  biothei  Alkk  as  ttnont,  "  iallnitdy.  before  any 
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Other  man."     Bannesa  wiQ  be  an  exciue  for  CaHyl^s 
coming  to  (ce  her 167,  168 

Letter  136.     Carlyle — Hoddam  Hill,  i  October,  1825 

Expresses  his  disappointment  in  not  being  well  enoogh  to 
come  and  see  Miss  Welsh. — May  be  able  to  do  so  on 
Thnnday.— Is  ver^  unhappy,  but  loves  her  as  his  life, 
and  far  more 168,  169 

Letter  137.     Miss  Welsh — ^TempUnd,  6  October,  1825 

Her  disappointment  that  Craigenputtock  b  let  to  a  stranger. 
— SoUdtons  about  Carlyle's  ill-health;  her  grief  that 
she  was  not  near  to  nuise  and  comfort  him. — Has  been 
expecting  hiin  at  Templand.  Hope  deferred  till  she 
was  half-distracted  with  fear  of  some  disaster.  Her 
anxiety  fearfully  multiplied  since  her  existence  was  con- 
ncaed  with  his ;  but  does  not  wish  it  otherwise,  for  it 
is  better  to  suffer  with  him  than  to  live  happy  alone. — 
Asks  Carlyle  to  come :  her  Grandfather  and  Aunt  will 
give  him  no  freezing  reception ;  her  Mother,  too,  if 
she  happen  to  be  in  her  present  humour,  will  be  glad  to 
see  him.  And  her  own  heart's  welcome  will  not  fail  him. 
He  will  come  for  her  single  sake         ....     169-171 

Litter  138.     Carlyle — Hoddam  Hill,  19  October,  1825 

Had  a  melancholy  journey  home  (from  Templand),  with 
the  thoughts  of  bygone  joys  for  his  companions. — Wiitfid 
lecollectiong. — There  is  a  miseTy  beyond  the  sharpest 
parting  sadness,  the  misery  of  a  heart  grown  dead  to 
sadness  as  to  joy.  This  also  he  has  felt ;  and  ought  to 
rejoice  that  he  feels  it  no  more.— How  is  he  again  to 
mingle  in  the  coarse  turmoil  of  men,  and  gather  from 
their  selfishness  and  harsh  contradiction  the  means  of 
happiness  i  "  Up  1  Up !  thou  sluggard  !  not  to  plan 
but  to  execute  what  is  already  planned." — Has  worked 
two  days  at  Tieck,  in  other  ten,  hopes  to  be  done  with 
him. — ^Tells  Miss  Welsh  not  to  fear  utterly,  "  Life  is  yet 
all  before  us,  and  many  proud  hours  when  we  shall  with- 
stand in  true  and  closest  affection  all  its  storms  and 
peiib,  and  be  more  to  one  another  than  all  the  Unireise 
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bcddej."^SAtf  with  the  long  bbck  mirling  lodx  u  not 
here  '.  "  lict  u3  tmit  Uiat  thisc  '  Sabbath  weeks '  were 
but  an  emblem  ot  the  long  Sabbaih-yean  we  are  to 
tpcai  together  forcrcr  and  ever." — Imcrview  witi 
Edw^ard  Irving  at  Annan.  MoUi&cd  by  the  sight  of  the 
poor  Orator. — "  Be  not  aniious  about  roc  or  yourself, 
mj  ovm  Jane  !     Wc  love  one  another,  and  the   mosi 

frcciou*  part  of  onr  happinctt  ii  out  of  the  power  of 
oriucc" 171-177 

LiTTTR  139.     Miss  Weuh— Templjuid,  25  October,  1835 

Carlj^le't  last  Letter  Tciy  rontoUtorr  to  her  who,  dwelling 
"  BSiid  wind  and  wnJJt  and  iU-humour,"  ttands  sorely 
in  need  of  oontolaiion. — Reports  her  Mother'*  diatribe 
agaiiut  Carlyle,  which  ihe  declares  to  be  "a  pack  of 
(Umced  nonicnsc  the  whole  of  it."  "  Truly  the  his 
seen  her  own  temper  hare  a  hundred  l!mca  worse  effect 
on  fflc  tfaao  cTcr  yourt  had." — "  1  am  not  afraid  that 
my  happinets  will  be  wrecked  upon  this  rock ;  nor  is  my 
Mother  either,  it  iJic  trutli  were  told."  She  will  con- 
tinue 10  love  and  adniitc  Carlylc,  iho'  the  whole  world 
thould  bbrae  her  choie«.  "  I  have  told  this  to  my 
Mother,  once  for  all,  ia  a  tone  of  decision,  which  »hottld 
prevetu  further  remonstrance. "—"  So  Edward  Irving 
U  gone !  gone  without  sct-ing  me !  Well,  times  arc 
chund,  and  wc  arc  chan^  ia  them."— laiciruptcd 
(at  tnts  point)  by  her  Lancer  Cbunn  (James  BailL'c] : 
"  Sach  an  air,  lach  a  voice,  such  a  prohiiion  of  little 
dogi ! " — Cailvle  has  no  cause  to  be  jealous  of  Iiim,  "  a 
men  painted  Dutterfly  fluttenr^  awt  the  flowery  surface 
of  the  Earth,— the  creature  of  a  tua-thiny  day." — Asks 
about  "  LUvrtat,"  &c.,  and  the  mono  ot  tlic  buming 
candle >77-'^ 


Lettzr  140.    Carlyle — floddatn  Hill,  ^Novcmba-,  1825 

SjTnpathiscs  with  Mia  Welsh's  distresses,  opposite  as  they 
aic  to  his  0WIL — "  Let  ui  be  padcnt  and  resolute,  and 
trust  in  oundves  and  each  other." — Maintains  that  the 
highest  welfare  of  every  human  being  lies  within  htnticlt. 
-^o  know  our  duty  and  to  do  it  b  the  cs-crlsMing  rock 
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of  man's  Jccnrity. — Her  Mother  u  not  wise  in  spoiling 
Mils  Welsli'i  stinted  enjoynientB.  "  Her  views  of  me 
and  my  connection  with  you  I  cannot  greatly  blame; 
they  coincide  too  nearly  with  my  own."  "  But  after  all 
where  is  the  mighty  grief  I  Is  it  ruin  for  yon  to  think 
of  giving  younelf  to  me  ?  "  She  is  to  consider  this,  not 
in  the  poiple  light  of  love,  but  in  the  shaip  chill  light 
of  pmdena.  He  is  ready  with  alacrity  to  forward  her 
aatidpated  happiness  in  any  way. — If  her  love  of  him  was 
no  girlish  whim,  but  the  calm,  deliberate  self-ofiering  of 
a  woman  to  the  man  whom  her  reason  and  her  heart  had 
chosen,  she  cannot  love  him  too  much.  "  Love  me,  my 
Dearest,  and  let  the  Devil  and  the  world  chatter  over  it 
as  they  like !  " — Has  finished  Tleck ;  is  translating  Das 
Mahrchen,  and  intends  to  make  "  Meister's  Travels  "  the 
third  volume  of  "  German  Romance." — Thrown  by  the 
ungrateful,  untoward  nag,  Larry. — Explains  the  motto 
for  her  seal. — "  I  love  thee,  and  am  thine  forever."  "  I 
shall  wear  thee  in  my  heart  of  hearts  "    .  185-190 


Lettbk  141.    Carlyle — Hoddam  Hill,  28  November,  1825 

Miss  Welsh  has  not  done  as  Job's  wife  counselled  Job.  She 
is  still  alive,  still  loving  him,  and  hoping  to  see  good 
things  with  h'm  in  this  world  after  all.  "  If  you  were 
to  die,  either  blessing  God,  or  any  other  way,  .  .  .  where 
would  the  living  heart  remain  that  I  would  long  to  incor- 
porate with  my  own  f  " — "  Love  me  truly,  and  all  will 
yet  be  well," — Miss  Welsh's  Letter  received  by  his 
Mother,  who  "  has  not  the  pen  of  a  ready  vmter,"  and 
live*  "  with  a  most  voiceless  thought." — Regrets  the 
threatened  irruption  of  puppyism  at  Haddington. — 
Advice  how  to  treat  her  gay  Lancer  Cousin. — Has  him- 
self been,  for  three  weeks,  the  most  busy  man  in  Annan- 
dale, — mingling  in  fit  proportions  bodily  and  mental 
exercise. — Items  for  "German  Romance." — His  anxieties 
aroused  by  brother  Jack's  report  of  Miss  Welsh's  health. 
"Oh,  my  Darling,  the  bare  idea  of  miseries  that  might 
too  easily  occur,  fills  my  whole  soul  with  darkness  ! — 
Never  tUl  I  had  loat  thee  should  I  know  how  deep  and 
abiding  was  thy  dwelling  in  my  heart." — She  is  not  to  be 
ahum^  about  him  and  the  ungracious  beast  Larry  .     191-196 


XXIV 


CONTENTS 


LeTTER  142.     Miss  Weish — Hadtiington, 
8  Dcccmlxr,  1825 

nMW 
The  "  irmpiion  ol  puppyiim"  all  gwnc— "This  hu  been  a 
more  terrible  inSiction  tlun  utything  that  befeU  oot 
{rieiiid  Job." — Slic  b  riill  alive,  ttill  bicuing  God  for  all 
His  meicics, — most  of  all  for  the  great  **  icmponl  bleaing  " 
she  enjoji  in  Carlylc.  What  cooibinaiion  of  evils  could 
nuke  ha  wretched,  while  it  is  K-iitten  ai  wiib  a  smibeam 
OD  her  soul :  "  He  tovcs  me,  be  it  mine  1  "—She  has  at 
Lut  lound  tomcihui^  better  than  fame :  "  I  now  know 
that  the  deep  blesscdnfss  of  two  souls  that  live  in  and 
for  each  other,  u  best  of  all  that  earth  aru!  hc^vea  can 
bestow,"-— Her  Couiia  Batllic  i*  (be  cuci  ima^c  of 
Milton't  Belial. — It  canvauing  for  Jamet  Johmtonc.— 
The  pioapect  of  Carlyle's  ooming  to  Edinburgh  does  not 
delight  her  to  much  as  it  might  bare  done ;  for,  if  her 
Mother  doc«  not  alter  in  her  precat  condiKt  towards 
her,  ihc  cannot  luffer  him  to  covnc  hither. — Lockhan 
going  to  be  Fditor  of  the  "  QHanerlj'  Review  "    .     196-199 

Lettm  143.     Carlyle— Hoddam  Hill,  1 1  December,  1825 

Ai  proud  of  Mi»  Wclth's  last  Letter  as  he  would  have  been 
of  Bish's  head  prize. — Tliclicpci  thatiiandinihediiiancc. 
But,  ttep  after  sicp,  will  bring  their  rralizatloa. — Ii  done 
with  MuMiu  ;  two  volumes  of  "German  Romance" 
iransiated.  Would  it  nxrrc  done,  thai  he  mi^t  attempt 
KMnething  ul  more  pith  and  moment ! — "  And  titou,  atj 
Sail  Guardian  Saint,  my  hot-tempered  Aogd,  my  beloved 
scolding  Wife,  thou  shah  help  jne  with  it,  and  icjtuce 
with  me  in  tucocw  or  comfort  mc  in  falluic." — Rejoice* 
to  hcu  Mm  Welsh  talk  as  the  docs  about  tlie  vnlgu 
bubble  Fame. — Goethe  on  fame.— Hie  Farm  of  Shaw- 
hrac '9^^3 


X.m-r.K  144.     Caklylk — Hoddam  Hill, 
a<^  December,  1835 

Min  Welsh  it,  in  good  woth,  a  mott  benignant  liiclc  Gcnliu, 
and  docs  him  mctiagcs  of  all  tons  with  the  promptttodc 
and  dainty  helpfulnett  of  an  AricL     She  might  beseem 
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the  boaom  of  a  chinlnMit  Prince,  uid  poor  be  hu  neitfacr 
chivalry  nor  Priocedom  to  liure  with  her, — "  nothing  bnt 
a  kmtpuck  and  eighteen  flotim  to  ihare  with  any  c»e." 
Honest  James  Johnnane  wiQ  prosper  thro'  her  meant. 
Hd  Epiitle  Recommendatory  in  the  matter  of  Shawbne 
wDl  be  a  new  tie  of  gratimde  between  tbem. — H»  Mother 
on  Sbawbrae  :  "  leaTes  it  all  to  Hia  disposal,  for  what  ii 
good  tbc  Lord  will  give." — It  not  diKontobte  or  in  ttiaia 
about  hii  fature.  **  Faricnre,  the  day  tnll  come,  my  day 
and  yoois,  and  we  iball  know  what  it  b  to  be  happy  with 
nch  happincH  ai  thii  world  can  give,  and  UcMed  in 
one  another  with  a  happinen  which  breatbei  <rf  better 
worldt."— Wm  likely  leave  Hoddam  Hill  for  Edinboigfa 
on  Taoday  morning 204-308 

Letter  145.     Cablylb — 21  Salisbury  Street,  Edinburgh, 
7  January,  1826 

Been  in  Town  two  days. — ^Vcbcmently  wishes  for  tidings  of 
Mils  Welsh,  and  itUl  more  for  a  tight  of  ber  kind  connic- 
nance,  the  fairest  object  that  for  fann  this  Unrvene  holds 
in  its  dranain. — He  does  not  wish  to  visit  Haddington  in 
the  present  aspect  of  aSaiis  ;  be  should  give  little  pleasure 
and  get  Uttk.  Yet  it  does  seem  hard  that  be  cannot  see 
his  own  kind-hearted  Uttle  "  Wcibchen,"  and  she  within 
two  hours'  travel  of  him. — Nevertheless,  he  will  not  aggra- 
vate ber  share  of  the  evil  by  loading  ber  with  his. — Sends 
her  "  Undine,"  and  says  he  has  some  thoogbt  of  including 
it  in  "  German  Romance." — She  is  to  write  to  his  Mother 
and  to  '''■""•If,  and  to  k>vc  him  all  the  days  of  hex  life    208-zii 

Letter  146.     Carlyle — 21  Salisbury  Street, 
14  January,  1826 

Sends  Misa  Welsh  the  two  fint  sheets  of  "  German  Romance." 
— "  Yon  are  not  to  be  here  tiQ  next  month,  and  I  moat 
not  think  of  coming  out  to  see  yon  1 "  Hard !  It  is 
unspeakable. — "  Aie  you  not  mine,  my  own  chosen  only 
Darling  of  my  soul  ?  And  I  must  not  see  yon  i"  "  O 
why  did  yon  jcun  yonneU  with  meP  I  declare  1  could 
sometimes  weep  &>r  you  ;  tho*  1  love  you  as  my  own  souL" 
— Is  tH'^H^g  of  renting  a  Cottage,  in  the  neighboarlkood 
of  p^^lllt^l^Tg^lJ  atyl  Kriiwiwg  ia  hii  tistcrs  Man  and  Jane 
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tolcKpit. — Apropoul  froinMr.Lcilie — not  acoepubk. — 
"  Write  lo  me,  injr  Darling :  I  have  no  friend  bui  ihec. 
VVriic  all  thai  is  ia  thy  true  hart"      ,        .        .     211-214 

Lbttkk  147.     Miss  Welsh — Haddington, 
15  January,  1826 

Had  eerioos  ihougKts  of  setting  out  for  Edinburgh  bsi  lugtit. 
"  I  felt  ai  if  it  would  do  mc  a  world  of  good  juii  lo  fall 
apon  your  ncck  and  weep,  aod  tell  you  oocc  more  whit  I 
have  told  you  10  often  already,  that  you  arc  dcar«r  to  mc 
tbna  atighl  on  earth.  But  it  muit  not  be  1  Things  are 
bad  cnougFi  already." — Doe*  not  approve  of  Carlyle'a 
plan  of  taking  up  bouK  with  htarj-  and  jaac.  nor  of  Mr. 
LesUe's  proposal JI4, 215 

Letter  148.     Carlvle — 3 1  Salisbury  Street, 
17  January,  i8z6 

17«  not  renounced  the  plan  of  taUog  tip  hou«  in  the  viciBity 
of  Eiiinbur^ii. — Muti  have  shelter  from  the  horeon  o( 
Edinburgh  lodKingi. — Uoabta  that  Mi»  Welsh  could  li« 
in  poverty  without  being  wretched  .     216,217 

Lbtter  149.    Carlvle — Edinburgh,  21  January,  1826 

&lits  Welsh  i»  dear  to  him  beyond  the  utterance  of  words  ; 
tbcy  ut  bound  together  by  invisible  ties  and  cords  of 
tnmott  aficction  stronger  than  the  arrows  of  Death.  "  tt 
is  DO  gul'i'fondnat  that  irradiates  my  path  with  tabe  and 
inntient  iplcndour :  it  is  the  calm,  deliberate  love  of  a 
noble-minded  woman  who  lias  given  her  generoot  &elf 
to  nc  without  reserve,  the  inSucoccs  of  whose  fur  spirit 
ihine  over  my  life  with  the  warmth  and  hghi  of  a  mild 
May  Sun." — Who  know*  bm  ilicy  may  be  married  by 
this  rime  twelvemonth  !  "  /\nd  Jane  shall  be  mine,  and 
not  auother't,  and  (he  soft  breath  of  nodded  \ovc  shall 
ihcd  it*  balm  over  u>,  and  refresh  the  thirsty  desert  of 
existence  into  fngraocc  and  verdure  as  of  Heaven !  " — 
The  Literary  Newspaper.  If  it  take  effect,  be  would 
bring  Ln  his  sifter*  10  keep  house  for  him,  till  assured  of 

nicceM,  and  then  bring  in  if  she  would  come  I 

Would  shef — Going  home  on  Tlturxlay  or  Friday, — 
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TtawM 
Sending   Goethe  hii   "Life  of    Schiller."— FaUure   of 
Consuble,  BaUaniyne,  and  Sir  Walter  Scott     .  217-222 

Letter  150.     Miss  Welsh — Haddington, 
25  Juiiury,  1826 

Promises  a  long  Letter  to  Carlj'le  when  he  his  got  home. — 
James  Johnstone  elected. — Hei  Mother  shows  signs  of 
relenting. — "  Oh  yes.  Dear,  all  will  come  right  in  process 
of  time ; — only  I  am  afraid  we  shall  die  in  the  interim  "  222-224 

Letter  151.     Miss  Welsh — Haddington, 
31  January,  1826 

Haid^  knows  whether  to  laugh  or  weep  over  this  last  Act  of 
their  Branu. — She  is  now  actually  basking  in  the  April 
sunshine  of  her  Mother's  smiles. — Long  and  confidential 
dialogue  with  her  about  their  leaving  Haddington. — Re- 
solved :  "  Yon  are  to  Hire  the  said  nice  little  cottage  .  .  . 
and  next  November,  we  arc  to  —  hire  one  within  some 
dozen  yards  of  it ! !  io  that  we  may  all  live  together  like 
one  family  until  such  time  as  we  are  married,  and  after." 
—Her  Mother  wished  to  give  up  everything,  and  go  and 
live  with  her  Father  at  Templand. — "  Should  you  not 
like  to  have  such  agreeable  neighbours  ?  "  "  To  me  it 
seems  as  if  the  kingdom  of  heaven  were  at  hand  "  .     224-227 

Letter  152.    Cablyle — Hoddam  Hill,  5  Febniary,  1826 

Is  ciceedingly  busy. — No  moment  of  his  waking  hours  unoc- 
cupied.—Shawbrae  lost.— Trying  for  Scotsbrig, — Heartily 
rejoices  at  Miss  Welsh's  reconcLQation  with  her  Mother, 
and  prays  that  it  may  be  permanent  and  cordial — What 
a  bright  project  Jane  has  formed  !  Matured  in  a  single 
night,  tike  Jaefi  Bean  in  the  Nursery  Tale,  and  with 
houses  in  it  too !  Fears  it  will  never  answer  half  as  well 
in  practice  as  it  does  on  paper.  It  is  impossible  for  two 
households  to  live  as  if  they  were  one. — He  will  never 
enjoy  her  company  till  she  is  all  his  own.  Would  the 
number  of  partus  and  formal  visitors  be  diminished  or 
bettered  in  quality  by  her  scheme  ?  His  first  use  of  a 
house  will  be  to  sLm  die  door  of  it  in  the  face  of  nauseous 
intrusions  of  all  sorts  which  it  can  exclude. — ^These  are 
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hu  fim  Cnidc  thooghu  on  the  buiincn;  if  Mist  Wckh 
it  aciious  in  her  inicniion,  be  wiU  willingly  ie»ume  tliicin, 
aod  vtty  6nd  nun}-  thinga  co  alter    ....     227-132 

Letter  153.     Miss  Welsh — Haddington, 
21  FcbnuiTjr,  1826 

Siirprt*ed  tliat  Caiiyle  b  not  tnuuported  hy  her  project. 
Thinks  hint  hxid  to  pieue.  Crudes  him  for  nan-coimpiiaDtx 
with  her  projtcti;,  whiU  she  has  10  readily  complied  wiili 
all  h'n.  •'  SoppoK  we  take  different  roads  and  try  Kow 
that  answcTt.  — SuggeTO  xhn  Carljrlc  would  be  adminbl/ 
M-cU  ofF  with  Citherine  Aurora  Kirkpatnck ;  while  she 
Riij;hi  better  her  fonuncB  in  many  quartcn. — Enumerate* 
her  lovers. — "  But  what  am  I  ulbng  aboat  f  as  tl  we 
wcrenoi«lr«ulviiurncJ, — alas.marriodrpMt  rrdemption !  ** 
At  timca  the  a  to  disbcartcncd  that  ihc  sin  down  and 
weeps ;  and  then  at  other  lifflci !    Oh  Heat-eiu !    .     133-236 

Letter  154.     Carlioe — HoddamHill,26Fcbmarj',  1826 

Hat  noticed  more  ihjin  once  that  Min  Wdsli  has  privately 
formed  .t  judgment  by  no  mcani  larouiablc  to  his  pr«ent 
mtt  and  conversation.  Such  criticitnu  from  her  aScct 
him  with  a  sharp  distress.  lie  tliuughl  they  were  me  i 
he  Gndi  they  are  still  ttm^—Me  can  in  no  niae  accute  him- 
eeU  of  iluciuations  and  cEun^  u(  purpose.  It  seems  to 
him  that  he  baa  walked  forward  in  one  path  with  more 
3od  more  steadiress,  and  with  at  leait  no  ib»ug,bt  of  fluctua- 
tton.  And  he  inicods  to  continae  so  till  hts  end  ts  at- 
tained.— I  lis  reception  of  her  plan  (of  living  as  one  (amHy 
in  two  cottafi^)  ought  not  to  mislead  her :  he  regarded 
it  as  only  a  brief  whim,  one  night  old  when  dispatched 
to  him,  and  probably  dead  of  a  natural  death  before 
he  Tcecivcd  it. — He  knows  the  conild  make  many  |:ood 
matches ;  thinks  himwU  the  toorst  ihc  ever  thought  of. 
He  reminds  her  that  tiiey  arc  »ot  married  already,  and 
that  it  depends  on  hcnelf  -whether  they  era  be  married. 
Sa^  thb  not  in  a  tpirii  of  vulgar  dcliaace,  but  in  tlie 
ffiifit  of  diiinlcrctted  affection  for  her,  a»d  of  {car  for 
the  rcpToacheft  of  lus  own  couciencc.  If  tliere  be  any 
other  whose  Wife  she  would  rather  be,  be  call*  on  her 
to  many  that  other  aod  lesTc  him  to  hi*  denlny     .      136-24} 
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Letter  155.     Miss  Welsh — Haddington,  4  March,  1836 

If  her  "  tearfal  tmiles  "  have  given  bo  deep  a  wound  to  the 
heart  of  her  Mend,  hu  tearful  fiown  has  as  deeply 
wounded  hen.  But  she  has  no  right  to  complain,  bong 
the  aggresioi. — ^Assures  Cailyle  ^t  the  has  not,  and 
can  never  have,  the  semblance  of  a  wish  to  part  her 
fortunes  &t>m  his.  He  will  alwayt  be  "  the  chosen  onlr 
Partner  of  hei  heart  and  louL"  How  could  he  ever  think 
it  possible  she  shonld  make  a  new  choice  !  **  Let  me  not 
have  reason  to  suppose  that,  possessing  your  love,  I  am 
unfortunate  enough  to  be  without  your  respect." — In 
truth  she  thinks  tiiin  neither  whimsical  nor  inconstant, 
but  only  noble  and  wise. — Provoked  by  the  fortune  which 
keeps  them  asunder,  she  is  too  apt  to  vent  the  spleen  of 
the  moment  on  him. — ^To  make  her  o&en  of  freedom, 
is  an  outrage  which  she  finds  it  not  easy  to  forgive. — 
"  FarewcU,  my  beloved,  I  am  still  yours  "         .        .     243-248 

Letter  156.     Carlyle — Hoddam  Hill,  7  March,  1826 

Has  found  in  Miss  Welsh's  last  Letter  nothing  but  long- 
sufieiing  meekness,  gentleness,  and  loving,  weeping  ex- 
postulation.— Her  heart  has  taught  her  a  philosophy 
better  than  all  the  schools  will  ever  teach  him. — Has  she 
not  cause  to  feel  displeasure  at  many  things  he  docs  and 
neglects  to  do  (  "  And  am  not  I  your  last  and  only 
friend :  to  whom  can  you  utter  that  displeasure  but  to 
me  I " — "  These  perplexities  come  of  our  living  eighty 
miles  asunder,  and  not  by  each  other's  side."  "  Forget 
them,  my  own  true-hearted  Wife  !  "  "  Ah  !  if  I  were 
beside  you,  I  would  soon  make  up  the  peace."  Propounds 
a  **  wild  scheme,"  a  scheme  of  "  judicious  desperation." 
"  If  I  get  a  house  in  the  country,  why  should  it  not  be 
^un  also  I"  "  Are  we  not  wealth  and  health  and  all 
bleuedness  to  one  another  ? "   .  .        ,        ,     243*252 

Letter  157.    Miss  Welsh — Haddington,  i6March,  1826 

Would  accept  Carlyle's  offer,  without  fear  or  misgiving,  and 
deem  herself  the  richest,  best-lodged  lady  in  the  land ;  but 
she  cannot  leave  her  Mother.  And  her  Mother's  presence 
there  (m  the  Annandale  cottage)  "  would  be  a  perpetual 
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cloud  OTCT  our  little  world  o(  peace  and  love." — Pro* 
poondt  1  counter  K:hem« :  that  a  houie  b«  taken  in  ihc 
vicinit}'  ot  Edinburgh,  and  that  all  three  ihould  live 
tOgetlicr.  li  Carlylc  will  agree  to  this,  ihe  will  propose 
the  plaa  to  hec  Mother 252-156 

Letter  158.    Cari-yi^— Hoddam  Hill,  19  March,  1826 

horn  Silts  Welsh  better  for  her  love  oi  her  Mother,  Her 
plan  u  br^ht  at  the  Ma.j  monuRg  on  one  side :  bat  — . 
"  Think  of  it,  and  Icarc  mc  to  think  of  it ;  and  I  will  send 
you  my  best  d«lirerance  in  due  time." — Sends  her  the 
"  Sower*!  Song  " 356-158 

LrrrBit  159.    Carlvie — Hoddsim  Hill,  2  April,  i8a6 

Before  (lying  whai  he  iKinks  ai  Misi  VVclih'i  tchetne,  he  will 
tell  hei  what  his  own  was :  Having  ucured  Scotabrig, 
and  Enithed  his  transUtion,  he  was  to  Lnccl  down  before 
her  and  alt  her  hand,  then  cany  her  oS  into  ihi^  wolda  of 
AonAndalc,  into  this  Kamischaik^  Miabh»htncni.  Here 
they  might  contrive  to  weather  it  till  the  winter  Kason. 
Then,  ot  at  ttTiinunday,  ihcy  might  go  northward  and 
begin  huuickeeping  oa  their  own  foundation.  He  would 
have  ^100  at  any  raic,  to  begin  wtih.  His  liaier  Jane 
might  have  gone  with  them  and  helped  hcc  ocw  tincr ; 
an  ancient  thrifty  urvant  would  have  completed  the 
cttablithntent. — TJtc  grand  objection  to  Ntisa  Welsh's 
plan  would  be  the  pincncc  of  her  Moihci :  *'  The  man 
ihould  bear  rule  tn  t^c  house,  and  not  the  woman  "     2j8-i6$ 

Lettir  160.     Miss  Welsh — Haddington,  10  April,  1826 

TeUi  Carlylc  that  Iier  Motliei  does  not  object  to  her  wedding 
him  in  his  actual  ciicotnatanccs ;  on  the  contrai)-,  her 
Mother  thinb  it,  all  thing)  cooadcred,  the  best  she  can 
do;  nor  docs  she  object  to  her  living  with  Mm  in  hit 
Faihcrbnd. — Her  plan  (of  the  three  living  lo^hcr)  could 
have  had  no  pcnoiDeDcy,  for  her  Mother  will  be  required 
at  Tcmpland  ere  long.  In  going  now,  ihc  is  only  antici- 
pating what  must  be  her  uliimatc  dntixution. — "Arc 
you  happy }  You  must  be  the  mott  nngmtcful  of 
mortals,  if  you  are  not,  in  the  prospect  of  having  la^h  a 
Wife :  "—Two  posTScripti,  otic  by  Mrs.  Welsh,  the  other 
by  Miis  Welch 265-368 
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Letter  i6i.     Carlyle — Hoddam  Hill,  32  April,  1836 

r4cn 
Discusses  plans  for  a  residence. — Would  much  prefer  to  retain 
the  Haddington  house  3  little  longer,  and  live  there  for 
a  short  time,  to  taking  ap  house  in  Edinburgh. — He 
would  not,  however,  restrain  her  projected  removal  from 
hei  native  Town.  "  The  fancied  happiness  of  living 
there  was  founded  on  the  thought  that  70U  too  would  be 
happier ;  without  this  Haddington  was  no  heaven  to  me 
ci^er."  He  thinks  Miss  Webh  and  her  Mother  should 
go  to  Edinburgh,  since  their  tastes  are  so  decided  against 
Haddington;  but  for  him  and  Miss  Welsh  to  take  up 
house  there,  would  for  the  present  be  delusion.  "  Be 
kind,  be  tolerant,  be  just  to  me,  till  j^ou  have  bfard  me. 
If  we  are  wise  and  true,  all  will  yet  be  well "    .        .     371-276 

Letter  162.     Carlyle — Hoddam  Hill,  6  May,  1826 

Remonstrates  with  Miss  Webh  for  her  long  silence.  "  Write 
to  me  without  delay,  if  our  common  interests  are  still  dear 
to  you."  "  Nothing  that  you  can  calmly  propose  to  me 
win  not  find  a  ready  and  wistful  hearing."  "  O  my  Be- 
loved, you  are  forever  dear  to  me,  betide  us  what  may.  I 
could  write  volumes,  and  this,  as  always,  would  be  the 
meaning  of  them  " 277-279 

Letter  163.     Miss  Welsh — Haddington,  9  May,  1826 

Has  been  long  silent  because,  *'  In  the  state  of  helpless  uncer- 
tainty into  which  you  and  my  Mother  together  had 
plunged  me  back  from  what  seemed  the  very  summit  of 
waking  bliss,  I  felt  myself  utterly  at  a  loss  what  to  say  or 
do  next."— " Ceased  to  love  you!  O  thou  of  little 
faith !  " — Discusses  ways  and  means ;  refers  to  the  delicate 
rclatioa  she  stands  in  with  her  Mother      ,        ,        .     280-283 

Letter  164.     Carlyle — Hoddam  Hill,  13  May,  1826 

Discusses,  he  hopes  for  the  last  time,  the  house  problem. — 
Gives  reasons  against  their  taking  up  house  at  Scotsbrig, 
Forebodings  from  his  Father  and  Mother  that  it  would 
be  difficult  for  them  to  live  there  even  in  summer,  in 
winter,  impoisibte. — Why  he  had  thought  Haddington 
preferable.    Has  no  special  love  for  that  Town.    Would 


XXXIl 


CONTENTS 


rtam 


infilUTetf  prefer  a  Iioiik  in  Edinburgh,  on  the  ume 
ariltctptei. — Alb  it  Miu  W«bb  cannot  procure  sack  a 
botiK  ia  Cdiaburgh,  or  rcvbc  her  judKiaeat  as  to  Hul- 
dington.  If  the  caimoc,  they  mntt  just  wait  till  their 
iD«am  incroK^  or  ihcy  liJivc  leirncd  to  be  contmt  with 
thete  u  they  arc — The  dctcrmirution  mts  with  her 
and  her  Mother 38j>393 

Letter  165.    CARLrLK—Scotsbrig,  18  June,  1826 

How  miny  thouund  (houghu  nught  Miss  Wclih't  L>ett<cr 
(now  hn)  give  tue  to !  "  We  ore,  it  seems,  to  b^in  thit 
nondcrful  mamcd  life ;  a  tccnc  «o  nrai^  to  both  of  us, 
BO  fdl  oi  hizards,  and  it  miy  be  of  bi^iett  happiona  J 
May  the  Fatw  award  the  latter;  as  they  will,  if  we  dc«crvc 
it."— He  hai  not  been  10  happy  for  many  a  year,  a  once 
he  began  thii  uiulert»king  {"  German  Rominci;  ")  on  hii 
own  strength  and  in  his  own  home, — "The  next  book 
I  writ^  dMt&er  ihall  hdp  mc  to  correct  and  arrange !  " 
"  let  us  not  despond  in  the  life  of  honourable  toil  whidi 
lica  before  ua.'*  "  In  bbour  lie*  health  of  body  and  of 
mind ;  in  soffiitiiig  and  difficulty  it  the  kmI  of  all  virtue 
and  insdom."  "  Let  us  be  true  and  good,  and  we  have 
Dotlung  earthly  to  dread." — Agrees  with  Miw  WcLh  ia 
heartily  recoiling  from  the  fuss  and  formalities  of  the 
Wedding  ceremony, — Ai\s  her  to  tell  hira  about  the  house 
she  haa  taken. — Has  about  the  hith  part  of  hb  lui  volume 
doDc 393-399 

LtTTCK  166.     Mus  WEI.SH — Haddington,  28  June,  1826 

It  will  be  our  own  faults,  if  the  arrangement  does  not  do 
excellently  welL  "  Our  anticipated  happiness  ...  is  no 
k)Tc-drcam  from  which  wc  must  awalx  the  fint  year  of 
our  marriage." — *'  tt  is  now  five  years  tince  we  firtt  met — 
five  blcMed  yean !  During  all  that  period  my  opinioa 
of  you  has  iktct  tMvtrtd,  but  gone  on  kU'Iibciatclr  rising 
to  a  hi;iher  and  higher  degree  of  regard." — Says  that 
Carlylc  has  loved  her,  not  in  blindiMis  of  her  faults,  but 
in  s^itc  of  theoi,  for  her  one  redeeming;  Riacc,  her  faith 
in  hitn.  "  Oh,  without  doubt,  wc  shall  be  happy  at  the 
day  is  long  ;  happier  in  our  linle  houK  at  Comley  Baolt 
than  Idags  and  queens  amid  ilie  gilding  of  palaces.  Are 
j>ou  believing  f     I  could  easily  convince  you  with  my 
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utd  kinet ;  but  Ink  words  ire  w>  indoqneat  I " — 
Carljrle  a  full  dctcriptioa  of  31  Cotnley  BuiL     i^i^yyz 

Lettbr  167.    Carlvlb— Scotsbrig,  19  July,  1826 

Had  iticy  been  jrounj;  lovcn,  Jane  nughi  hare  had  juit  csbm 
of  offence  st  hit  tong  liloicc  in  rctum  ior  10  kind  aod 
altogcthrr  biimj  a  Letici  as  her  ksi.  But  xhey  are  old 
lorcrt,  juti  finbhing  the  pnxcM  of  couruhip,  and  going 
to  be  ma  rrxd,  to  he  itaods  nrcrd-proof  before  bcT,  tludded 
in  ber  own  anns  nguast  ill  pmU.— The  tiulh  »,  the 
loager  he  is  in  writing  the  wooer  he  M-ill  be  with  her.— 
He  bis  been  OTcr'^'orlcin^  and  injuring  his  bt-alth.  bat 
is  Icantisg  to  lelix  a  little. — ^Tlie  laoni  of  the  "  Two 
Swallowt,'*  who  hxvc  built  a  hoax  (not  at  Comlej  B*nk}, 
and  sre  bringing  up  a  family  in  ihe  higfaeit  cantentmenc 
"SoTcIf.  Jane  Wc1>h  and  Thomas  Carl^,  here  aa  xbcy 
stand,  have  in  them  coDJunctly  the  wiidom  of  roan/ 
swallou-s !  Let  them  exercise  it  then,  in  God's  naine, 
and  live  happy  as  iliesc  birds  of  patsagc  ate  doing !  It  u 
not  Nature  tJiai  made  tncn  nnhapp/ ;  but  tbcir  own 
despicable  perversties." — "  Let  ui  not  be  foolish  but 
fRN,  ud  ail  will  be  wcU !  "  ....     302-307 

Lnrsfi  16S.     Carlyle — Scotsbrig,  12  August,  1836 

Has  been  forced  to  disappoint  both  Miss  Welsh  and  timsclf 
by  not  writing  sooner.  **  At  any  rate,  what  is  the  maticr 
whether  I  write  or  not  t  Are  you  not  always  in  my  l»«rt 
and  thoughts,  and  am  not  I  alvravs  in  yours,  my  little 
Dearen ;  and  arc  wc  noc  toon  to  he  Joined  in  the  holiett 
and  closest  bonds  forevcmore  ?  " — "  What  more  can  I 
lay  t  Kiss  thee  with  a  trae  tisi,  which  menu :  Look  in 
thy  oiro  heart,  there  tbou  wih  read  it  all "    .       .     308-313 

Lbttzii  169.    Mus  Welsh — Tcmp]and,3t  August,  1826 

Anired  at  Templand  tn  such  a  ihattcrcd  cooditian  that  she 
would  hang  benelf  bu  t  for  cenain  oooiiderationf.  "  From 
Siltii^,  tJicii,  Good  Lord,  deliver  us  !  " — '"  Mercy  1  to 
think  wc  have  not  seen  each  other  for  a  wliole  year ;  and 
OODC  no  more  than  dxteen  British  miles  betwixt  ns !  Ob 
gloiious  imtaiKc  of  patience  and  long-suffering!  And 
I  the  annals  of  our  courtship  afiord  many  neb.  But  >n 
the  other  and  bctici  world  wc  are  about  10  caicT,  thesQ 
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Job-inftictioRi  will  be  all  forgotten,  or  remembered  merely 
u  a  pitung  dreiRi." — The  honie  at  Camley  Bink  at 
length  completed.  It  looki  pTcity,  convenient,  >nd 
Vkar  to  answer  well.— Mn.  Montagu's  kind  mesiige  to 
C"lrfc S"J.3>4 

LtTTEK  170.    Carlyle— Scocsbrig,  4  Sepiember,  1826 

WiW  see  Mi»  Wchh  at  TempUnd,  and  diicuu  the  wEiolc 
mpttry  of  their  FortuRe,  now  one  and  indiviiible.— 
**  Good-night,  Darling !  And  OMy  the  Giver  of  all  good 
be  with  you  ! " 315,  ji6 

LETTBtt  171.     Cauvls — 19  September,  1826 

Writei  "in  haste  and  headaeJic." — Has  been  ancndlng  to 
bunnns  afiain. — Can  they  d^crid  on  getting  Pojt-honci 
and  chaisej  all  the  vny  to  Edinboigh,  or  would  it  not  be 
better  to  take  Man  in  the  coach  for  tomc  pan  of  the  waj' I 
"  At  all  ei'cno,  tell  mc  your  tasU  in  the  business ;  for 
the  coach  ii  jutc  i(  the  other  a  not." — "  There  will  be 
neither  peace  nor  rest  till  we  wm  are  «w,  till  I  have  my 
own  true  jane  far  away  from  a  ihoutsjid  grating  cir- 
cumttances  that  have  long  oppTO*ed  her  heart  and  have 
embittered  mine  ihe  initant  I  cartic  within  their  sphere." 
— "  I  swear  we  shall  be  happy :  for  I  love  thee ;  and 
Willi  all  my  faults  can  never  cease  to  love  tlicc  in  heart, 
and  in  heart  10  long  for  thy  good.  Believe  this,  for  it  is 
true ;  and  let  ii  be  an  anchor  of  the  soul  both  sure  and 
KKtdiisx  u  thy  bvc  is  of  mc"     ,  .       .     317-521 

Lkttsk  172.     Miu  Wbuk — Ttnnpland, 
23  September,  1826 

l^annot  nametheWcddins  day  till  she  hear  from  her  Mother, 
who  hat  gone  to  Edinburgh  to  get  white  gowns,  which 
might  have  been  got  with  all  convenience  when  they 
weic  there  last  RK>Dth.  But  wme  people  arc  wi^e,  and 
•ome  are  otherwise. — \V^U1  be  glad  to  get  the  gownt  in 
any  way.  It  would  be  a  bad  omen  to  marry  in  mourning. 
**  \Vhen  I  put  it  on  six  yean  ago,  I  thought  to  wear  i[ 
fetever.  But  [  have  found  a  Mcond  Father,  and  it  would 
be  ungntcful  not  10  *how  even  cxictiully  how  mttch  I 
rejoice  in  him."— Would  much  prefer  a  private  chaise 
to  the  public  coach  for  their  journey  lo  Edinburgh. — A 
faiotoess  and  cold  ihudder  come  over  her  at  the  thougfai 
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of  that  odiout  ceremon^.'—Siie  mil  mile  do  oeedleu 
demoiutratioiu. — Hopes  Caxlyle'i  Mother  ii  praying 
for  her 321-323 

Lbttir  173.    Caw,ylb — Scotsbrig,  27  September,  1826 

Is  reading  Kant's  tmucendeotal  Philoeophy,  in  this  wind- 
bound  portioD  of  hii  voyage,  with  a  view  to  initructiiig 
his  benighted  countTyinen  on  the  merits  of  this  sublime 
lyttem,  at  some  more  propitious  season. — But  he  is  fallen 
from  die  pure  regions  of  Art  into  the  bc^gy  Syitis  of 
Session  Oerks,  Taibrs  and  Post-keepers.  There  is  no 
literary  projection  possible  in  his  present  drcnmstanccs. 
—He  bdieves  they  are  taking  the  impending  ceremony 
too  much  to  heart. — "  Take  courage,  men,  my  Darling ; 
and  let  no  '  cold  shudder '  come  over  you,  and  call  not 
this  an '  odious  ceremony,*  bat  rather  a  blessed  ordinance, 
sanctioning  by  earthly  laws  what  is  already  sanctioned 
in  heaven,  uniting  two  souls  for  worldly  joy  and  woe, 
which  in  God's  sight  haye  chosen  one  another  from 
amongst  all  men.  Can  any  road  be  dark  which  is  leading 
thither  ? "  As  to  the  arrangements  generally,  he  tells 
Miss  Welsh :  "  Let  me  know  your  wiU,  and  it  shall  be 
my  pleatore ;  and  so  by  the  blessing  of  Heaven  we  shall 
roll  along  side  by  side  with  the  spewl  of  Post-horses,  till 
we  reach  Comley  Bank." — Stipulates  only  that  he  may  be 
allowed  to  smoke  three  cigars  oy  the  way. — His  Mother's 
prayers  (to  speak  in  all  seriousness)  will  not  be  wanting  to 
either  himself  or  Miss  Welsh. — His  Mother  "will  have 
one  good  greet  when  we  set  off,  and  then  be  at  peace  "    323-327 

Lettul  174.     Miss  Welsh  (to  Mrs.  George  Welsh)— 
Tempknd,  i  October,  1826 

Tells  her  Aunt  that  her  Intended  possesses  all  the  qualities 
she  deems  essential  in  her  Husband :  a  warm  heart  to  love 
her,  a  towering  intellect  to  command  her,  and  a  spirit 
<rf  fire  to  be  the  guiding-star  of  her  life.  "  Will  you 
like  him  i  No  matter  whether  yon  do  or  not,— since  I 
like  him  in  tKe  deepest  part  of  my  soul "      .        .     328-330 

Letter  175.    Miss  Welsh — TempUnd,  3  October,  1826 

"  Unkind  that  yon  are  ever  to  suffer  me  to  be  cast  down,  when 
it  is  so  easy  a  thing  for  you  to  lift  me  to  the  Seventh 
Heaven !    My  soul  was  darker   than  midnight,  when 
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ywix  pea  utd  *  I«  there  be  lighi.*  .  ,  .  And  now  1  am 
resolved  in  iptrit  and  even  ji^oL'' — "  Oh,  my  Dureu 
Frieod,  be  always  to  ^ood  to  me,  and  1  ihall  make  tKc  best 
and  happiest  Wiic." — She  a  going  to  be  really  a  vtiy 
neek-iempeted  Wiie. — "And  this  is  my  Utt  Letter! 
How  icmblc,  and  yet  full  of  blm !  Vou  will  love  me 
forcTcr,  will  j-ou  ix»,  inji'  own  Hutband  i  And  I  will 
alwa^  be  your  trae  and  afiwtioiuie  jane  Wclth  "    .     3)0-334 

Lettkr  176.    CARLVU—Scotsbitg,  9  October,  1836 

Received  Miu  Wcbh's  "  Lait  Speech  and  fsafrymg  worda  " ; 
and  **  truly  a  mwt  ddightful  and  nnn-Ule  tnelodj'  w*t 
in  thctn  ;  a  tendernoa  and  warm  devoted  tnut,  vronhy 
of  lucfa  a  maiden  bidding  faicwcll  to  the  (unmarried) 
Earth,  of  which  she  was  the  fairest  ornament.  Dear 
little  Child !  Kow  b  it  that  I  hare  dc*cn-cd  thcc ; 
doenrcd  3  purer  and  nobler  heart  than  falli  to  the  lot  of 
million*  I  1  swear  I  will  love  thee  with  in^  whole  heart, 
and  think  my  life  well  ipeni  if  it  can  nuke  iliinc  happy." 
— He  has  got  the  certificate  of  celibacy,—"  Would  we  were 
off  and  away,  three  inonthi  before  all  tliew  obicrvaaces 
of  tJie  ceremonial  law !  Yet  fear  not.  Darling ;  for  it 
must  and  will  all  be  accoropliibed." — "  1  could  tay 
much  ;  and  what  were  words  10  the  >ca  of  thought*  that 
rolls  thro*  mj"  heart,  when  I  feel  that  thoo  art  nune,  and 
that  1  am  ihinc,  that  henceforth  we  live  not  for  owr«c)vei 
bvt  tor  each  other '.  " — "  My  laat  blcuiitg  aa  a  [.over  ii 
with  you ;  thii  ij  my  titt  Letter  to  Jane  Welsh :  my 
fint  blcMing  as  a  Huibaod,  nay  first  Lis*  to  Jane  Cirlyte 
b  at  hind !  O  my  Darling  1  I  will  alwayi  love  thee. 
Good-Dtght  then,  for  the  bst  time  wc  have  to  part !  In 
a  week  1  »cc  you,  in  a  week  you  arc  mv  own !  Adieu, 
mthuEignti"      ....;..     3J5-337 
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THE  LOVE  LETTERS  OF  THOMAS 
CARLYLE    AND   JANE    WELSH— II 


THE  LOVE  LETTERS  OF  THOMAS 
CARLYLE  AND  JANE  WELSH 

Letter  ioi 
r.  CarlyU  to  Miss  Baillie  *  FFelsh,  TemplanJ 
BiRUtNGKAH,  2  September,  1824. 

Meine  Liebe, — Your  Letter,  you  will  easily  be- 
lieve, delivered  me  from  a  thousand  perplexities. 
I  could  have  sworn,  when  old  Barnet  came  tottering 
in  with  it,  that  some  dreadful  calamity  was  to  be 
revealed ;  that  you  were  sick  or  unhappy,  or,  what 
was  little  better  for  the  time,  that  you  were  out  of 
humour  with  me,  and  about  to  give  me  my  dis- 
charge. No  one  of  these  fine  things  was  true ! 
You  are  still  good,  still  kind,  still  sending  me  as- 
surances that  you  are  good  and  kind.  Blessed  be 
Cadmus  King  of  Thebes  that  first  imported  letters 
into  Europe  ;  blessed  be  my  true-hearted  Jane  that 
makes  such  noble  use  of  that  invention  I  Tho* 
parted,  we  are  still  together ;  you  transport  me  from 
the  smoky  fiirnaces  of  Birmingham,  home  to  clear 
skies  and  souls  that  love  me;  I  live  with  you  for  a 
season  in  scenes  we  have  both  lived  in,  and  bright 

'  While  at  Templand,  Miu  Welsh  preferred  to  have  her  Ictten 
addtcned  with  Bullie  in  her  name,  because  her  aunt  who  lived 
diere  was  alio  named  "Jeannie  Wclth." 
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2  THOMAS  CARLYLE  TO        U  Sept.. 

recollections  give  birth  to  brighter  hopes.  Bless- 
ings on  your  head  my  bonny  bairn  !  You  have  long 
been  good  to  me :  I  pray  more  and  more  earnestly 
that  you  may  always  be  so. 

What  a  strange  tragi-comedy  is  that  of  Dugald 

G ,  which  you  describe  so  neatly  and  with  such 

graphic  touches  !  Poor  soul  1  one  knows  not  whether 
to  laugh  at  him  or  to  weep  for  hira ;  bis  heart  seems 
so  affectionate  and  innocent,  and  at  the  same  time  so 
very  weak.  1  trust,  for  his  own  sake,  he  will  trouble 
YOU  no  more :  it  is  painful  to  be  the  cause  of  pain ; 
out  with  you  there  is  no  remedy.  "Therein  the 
patient  must  minister  unto  himscli."  Another  year 
or  two  will  show  your  unhappy  friend  that  the  Earth 
is  not  entirely  a  bower  of  roses  and  myrtles ;  and 
that  men  have  many  thousand  things  to  do  and 
to  endure  which  love  has  no  concern  with.  I  feel 
for  the  poor  youth  ;  his  lesson  will  be  hard  but  not 
uninstructive  or  useless.  The  visions  of  eighteen 
are  beautiful  as  the  path  of  Aurora;  but  transient 
and  baseless  as  they  are  beautiful.  A  litde  while 
and  the  glories  of  the  Hast  arc  clean  gone  ;  and  after 
all,  what  matters  it  so  much  whether  one  fell  gust 
of  tempest  or  the  silent  march  of  the  Hours  have 
chased  them  away  ?  Yet  tell  mc  if  you  hear  again 
of  Dugald:  I  love  a  kind  nature,  and  feel  for  its 
sorrows  not  less  because  I  know  that  universal  Des- 
tiny not  single  accidents  is  to  be  blamed  for  them. 
For  your  conduct  in  the  matter,  I  should  admire  it, 
the*  I  had  no  further  intercut  in  it.  What  a  pretty 
mixture  of  mercy  and  gracefulness  and  female  cun- 
ning I  So,  you  arc  tngagtd,  are  you  ?  Would  that 
I  had  a  cast  of  the  Sibylline  Books,  or  the  Linen 
Books,  or  the  future  Session  Books,  or  any  Book 
that  would  tell  me  to  whom  I     Is  he  a  genius  and_ 
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"elegant"?  Is  he  a  poet  or  a  philosopher  or  both 
in  one  ?  Let  him  look  to  it  mat  he  be  a  worthy 
man,  and  love  you  mth  a  faithliil  heart !  If  he  do 
not,  1  myself  will  pull  the  varlet's  nose,  and  tell  him 
that  he  merits  not  to  dwell  upon  our  planet.  Well ! 
crc  long,  old  Time  will  try :  how  many  things  will 
he  tf)-! 

But  1  must  leave  my  speculation,  and  take  to 
practice.  What  are  you  about  in  Nithsda.lc;  what 
are  you  employed  in  or  amused  with?  Have  you 
taken  Into  serious  deliberation  the  task  I  assigned 
you  ?  1  am  still  as  bold  on  it  as  ever ;  I  can  yet 
admit  of  no  denial.  Tell  mc  soon  and  punctually 
what  1  am  to  look  for.  Fear  not  to  speak  to  me 
of  indolence  and  tardiness:  ever  since  I  came  to 
"Warwickshire,  I  have  been  the  idlest  man  myself 
in  the  United  Kingdoms.  SchiJi^r  is  still,  except 
some  vague  ideas  and  a  few  faint  and  altogether 
bootless  attempts  at  translation,  exactly  where  he 
was.  My  learned  Bibiiopolists  are  on  their  side 
not  a  whit  more  active  :  it  was  but  this  very  morn- 
ing that  I  received  their  final  ratification  of  our 
bargain ;  their  books,  from  Bohte  and  other  Ger- 
mans, are  still  to  come  "  in  a  day  or  two."  Blame 
me  not,  dearest  Jane '.  I  feci  deeply  enough  that 
life  is  short  and  art  long ; '  and  Oh  how  small,  very 
amail  a  way  have  I  yet  advanced  in  this  same  art ! 
Nevertheless,  Badams  and  physical  prescriptions 
and  the  Devil  and  my  own  foolish  heart  keep  me 
as  it  were  enchanted  to  the  spot.  Nandum,  should 
be  my  motto,  with  Poppies  argent  and  three  Sloths 
dormant  on  a  Tree  disleaved!  I  do  little  but  ride 
and  sleep  and  read  the  most  unutterable  trash  of 
novels,  cursing  as  I  read.     Badams  says  I  am  rc- 

»  "  Viubreruac,  longtan."— StNBCA,  •'DeBievil.  Vit. 
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covering:  the  perpetual  gnawing  of  pain  with  its 
confused  irritation  and  ot^curation  of  the  soul  has 
in  truth  I  think  somewhat  left  me ;  but  weariness 
and  weakness  and  a  passion  for  repose  have  suc- 
ceeded.. I  am  growing  quite  an  Asiatic;  I  seem  as 
if  I  could  dream  away  my  life  amid  citron  groves 
and  the  perfumes  and  spice-trees  of  the  East;  with 
visions  in  my  silly  head,  such  as  all  poetry  and  all 
painting  and  all  harmony  were  but  feeble  to  express, 
And  alas  1  this  is  not  "  Araby  the  Blest," '  but 
hriclc-builc  sooty  Brumtuhem ;  nor  am  I  a  genie  of 
King  Solomon,*  but  a  helpless  dyspeptical  philoso- 
pher from  the  moors  of  Annandale !  After  all  it 
were  better  for  me  to  be  quiet :  there  is  a  progress 
in  all  things ;  and  if  1  reach  but  the  fiftieth  part  of 
what  I  sometimes  meditate,  I  shall  be  a  happy  man. 
This  pitiful  Book  must  be  printed  in  November; 
then :  "  Tomorrow  to  fresh  fields  and  pastures 
new!"'  I  tell  thee,  our  culture  is  but  as  it  were 
beginning ;  there  are  regions  of  thought  and  feeling 
which  have  scarcely  as  yet  loomed  on  the  edge  of 
our  horizon ;  thither  let  us  tend  unswervingly, 
never,  never  parrii^  by  the  way!  What  may  we 
not  accomplish!  In  hours  of  happy  musing,  I 
figure  myself  as  the  interpreter  of  truth  and  manty 
integrity  and  imaginative  beauty  to  thousands  of  my 
fellow  men;  and   Jane,  my  fair  and  pure  Egeria, 

'  "  Sabc«n  odoun  from  the  ipicy  (hare 
OfAiabf  tbcBIwt." 

"PtnA'aeLoat,"  Bk.  ic.  i6i-j. 
'  Solamon,  King  of  hnel,  in  ad^lition  to  being  "  the  wiKst  tntn 
the  world  ere  »«w,"  ww  credited,  by  some  wriler*  more  recent 
than  thotc  of  the  Bible,  with  having  in  his  tcrvicc  *piiit9  (genii) 
of  the  invitible  world.  — See,  foreiimple,  ihe  "  Arabian  Night*." 
'  •■  Tomorrow  to  &eth  woods  and  postures  new."  —  Miltok, 
"Lycidas,"  193. 
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my  inspiring  Gcxldcss  of  the  Fountain,  to  originate, 
to  perfect,  adorn  and  recompense  my  labours  !  Call 
this  gasconading  and  vain  dreaming:  1  know  it  is> 
my  Dearest;  yet  something  of  it  may  be  realized { 
^^tnd  if  we  both  live,  ihall. 

^■^I  heard  of  you  since  you  wrote  to  me:  the 
^n!)rator  was  here  two  days  ago,  and  said  he  had 
Vbecn  corresponding  with  you.  He  did  not  seem  to 
feel  particularly  gratified  by  the  ditty  you  had  sung 
to  him  :  he  said  "  he  once  thought  you  had  no  other 
view  but  to  laugh  at  him."  By  degrees,  however, 
it  appeared,  he  had  talcen  up  a  more  rational  inter- 
pretation of  the  matter,  and  written  to  you,  assuring 
you  that  you  were  wrong,  and  he  not  less  your 
friend  than  ever.  It  must  be  owned  the  man  is 
nearly  mad  on  some  points,  especially  on  that  of 
writing  Letters.  He  said  he  was  ever  ready  at  a 
moment's  warning  to  do  everything  in  his  power  for 
his  friends;  but  tnat  he  really  had  no  time  or  topics 
\x>  wrife.  I  scouted  the  idea  of  time;  and  told  him 
that  as  to  d^ine,  none  but  Prime  Ministers  and 
Asiaric   Monarclis  could  pretend  to  make  or  keep 

t friends  by   that  expensive  method.     I  teased  him 
and  posed  him,  as  we  rode  along  together  to  the 
Leasowes,   till   he   drew   down    the  corners  of  his 
mouth,  and  growled  in  a  style  too  ominous  for  my 
proceeding  ^rther.     I  do  not  know  that  he  will  yet 
reform  ;    nor  is   it   of  esscntiaJ    moment.     Of  his 
friendship  for  you  and  me  I  no  more  doubt  than  I 
do  of  our  own;  it  should  be  our  part  to  pardon 
him  a  mulritude  of  faults  and  affectations,  as  we 
^ourselves   may  have  a  multitude  to  be  pardoned. 
BTell  me  how  you  feel  towards  him,  and  that  you 
"  have  forgiven    him.     Of  late  he  has  occupied  too 
iny  paragiaphs  of  my  Letters :  but  I  hold  any 
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semMance  of  a  friend,  however  distant  it  may  be, 
too  precious  to  be  parted  with  for  any  price;  and  I 
cannot  rest  till  I  nave  made  the  offender's  peace 
with  you-  Do,  let  us  ell  love  one  another !  The 
world  is  but  a  peopled  solitude,  without  kind  affec- 
tions ;  and  of  these,  how  few  hearts  in  it  arc  even 
partially  susceptible !  This  Orator  will  mend,  must 
mend  in  time,  as  the  carriages  and  coronets  forsake 
him ;  he  is  already  half  recovered  since  1  saw  him 
in  the  north. 

Doubtless,  my  Dearest,  you  will  come  to  London  ; 
and  1  of  course  will  fly  4om  your  approach  as  from 
the  pestilence !  In  London  you  will  find  a  thousand 
things  to  draw  improvement  from ;  characters  to 
study  and  emulate,  modes  of  life  to  investigate, 
knowledge  of  all  sorts  to  make  your  own.  Many 
times  I  wished  and  prayed  you  had  been  there,  tbo' 
it  had  been  only  for  a  little  space ;  f  am  stiil  bent  on 
being  your  cicerone,  still  confident  in  your  employ- 
ing me.  This  matter  must  be  studied  farther:  we 
will  have  it  all  arranged  in  time.  Of  my  stay  in  Lon- 
don, or  proceedings  there,  I  can  yet  say  little  definite. 
My  first  movement  must  be  farther  to  the  south. 
Mrs.  Strachey  and  the  Orator  have  been  combining  a 
watering  party  to  go  down  to  Kent  for  five  or  six 
neeks>  and  I  have  almost  consented  to  be  one  of 
them.  I  expect  we  shall  be  happy  in  some  degree, 
tho'  excepting  these  two  leaders  of  the  expedition, 
there  is  no  other  whom  I  value  very  highly,  Mrs. 
Strachey  must  know  you  in  due  time,  and  love  you 
when  she  knows  you.  She  is  awomanof  no  ordinary 
faculties  ;  earnest,  warm-hearted,  decisive,  contemp- 
tuous of  all  that  is  insignificant  and  mean,  rev- 
erential of  all  that  is  great  and  noble.  She  is  Mrs. 
Butler's  Sister;  but  no  more  like  her  than  the  dia- 


» 
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mond  of  Golconda  Is  to  that  of  Bristol.  She  and 
I  almost  sM>orf  a  friendship  for  one  another  at  our 
second  interview!  This  from  a  religious  lady, 
with  a  revenue  of  five  thousand  pounds  per  annum  1 
In  time,  1  fear  she  will  become  a  sceptic;  she  likes 
Irving>  but  sees  and  laughs  at  all  his  vagaries.  !□ 
three  weeks  I  will  tell  you  more. 

For  the  present,  however,  I  must  be  done.  Tho' 
I  write  in  a  type  almost  invisibly  small,  my  paper  is 
on  the  point  of  ending.  These  arc  but  points  and 
heads  of  intelligence;  I  have  not  Head  enough  to 
put  them  into  better  order.  Pardon  them  for  ^etr 
confusion  and  inanity ;  what  skills  it  how  we  write 
to  one  anotKer^  so  we  write  enough,  and  with  suffi- 
cient want  of  care !  You  will  send  me  tidings  in- 
stantly? Consider,  Lictchen,  by  all  laws  human 
and  divine,  you  are  a  Letter  in  my  debt:  a  fort- 
night also  used  to  be  the  time ;  why  should  it  be 
lengthened  ?  But  is  it  not  already  three  weeks 
since  you  wrote?  Take  your  pen  the  first  moment 
you  can  spare;  about  the  twentieth  of  this  month, 
I  shall  be  leaving  Birmingham.  Tell  me  all  that 
you  arc  doing  and  concerned  with.  What  is  this  of 
the  Doctor  body  ?  I  fear  I  shall  begin  to  hate  the 
Doctor,  if  he  carry  not  his  little  spiritie  in  a  more 
honest  fashion.  What  has  the  thing  been  doing? 
Tell  me  fully  when  you  write.  Perhaps  1  over-rate 
the  matter,  tor  his  deeds  can  scarcely  be  of  any  mo- 
ment :  nevertheless  tell  me.  Has  the  unhappy 
mortal  been  telling  lies  of  you,  or  what?  For  me 
within  very  large  limits,  he  is  altogether  welcome; 
but  for  you  it  is  different. —  What  wise  people  are 

the  W s  with  their  baby  Officer  !      Did  not  your 

heart  leap  for  joy  at  such  a  brilliant  destiny?  Seri- 
ously, these  things  are  more  than  jokes. 
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Tell  me  punctually  about  that  Schiller  and  his 
poems.  Do  not  hesitate;  for  you  rnuj/.  Kixupon 
something,  or  if  you  cannot,  explun  yourself  Killy 
and  I  will  help  you.  It  must  be  done,  Love;  the 
Book  comes  out  in  winter;  and  my  little  "J.  W." 
comes  in  the  middle  of  it.  So  take  your  measures. 
Madam  ;  and  see  you  get  out  of  this  entanglement 
as  best  you  may.  Set  to  work  and  write  your 
verses,  and  mine  will  encircle  them,  and  protect 
them,  and  "deave^  the  flattery." 

How  is  your    Mother,  and   how  do   vou    relish 

Nithsdale?     1  expect  your  news  impatiently.     Will 

you  keep  me  anxious?     No,  you  will  not;  seeing 

you  are  the  best  young  woman  now  alive,  and  I  am. 

Yours  forever  and  ever, 

T.  Carlvli, 

My  kindest  regards  to  your  Mother :  she  is  happy 
with  her  fiicnds ;  let  mc  hope  you  too  find  some- 
thing to  delight  you.  Did  you  bring  books  with 
your  Think  of  5cAi7/rt-,  and  yourseU  and  me,  and 
be  good  and  happy.     God  bless  you.  Dearest ! 


Litter  loa 

Miit  WtUh  io  T.   Cariylf,  C/o  J.  Bajamt,  £/}.» 
Birmingham 

Teuplakd,  17  September,  <  iSiV 

Dearest  Friemd.^I  began  a  Letter  to  you 
last  l*ost-day,  but  it  pleased  the  Devil  I  should 
only  write  a  dozen  lines  of  it :  some  she  people  came 

*  Deafen  or  ttupc^  by  no'ue  or  cUmour. 
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to  call,  and  the  Mail  passed  by  before  I  could  get 
away  from  them.  So  now  it  is  likely  you  will  be 
gone  from  BirmingKam  before  ray  Letter  reaches  it. 
7>/'imperff,  your  Doctor  will  know  where  you  are  to 
be  found. 

I  have  a  great  many  things  to  tell  you,  and  little 
time  to  tell  them  in.  In  the  first  place,  I  have  got 
a  new  Brother !  so  unlike  mc,  and  yet  we  love  each 
other  dearly.  His  name  is  Baillie,  and  he  is  my 
Mother's  Cousin-gcrman.  I  mentioned  him  (I 
think)  when  I  wrote  last ;  but  J  had  then  seen  him 
only  for  a.  day  ;  and  at  the  outset  of  our  acquain- 
tance, 1  hardly  liked  him.  I  could  not  but  admire 
his  figure,  so  gracefully  noble,  his  handsome  coun- 
tenance,—  the  handsomest  I  ever  saw  or  fancied, — 
his  brilliancy,  native  elegance  and  courtly  polish  ; 
but  f  was  magnanimously  resolved  not  to  suffer 
myself  to  be  caught  by  a  dazzling  exterior;  and  his 
internal  qualities  1  esteemed  at  a  vcr)'  low  rate.  I 
mistook  his  fashionable  breeding  for  his  real  char- 
acter, and  as  he  did  not  wear  his  heart  upon  his 
sleeve,  I  concluded  without  the  smallest  ceremony, 
that  he  was  heardess.     Besides  I   had  heard   that 

Lady    Jane    P and    Miss    W ,  who  was 

asked  in  marriage  by  a  Prince  of  the  Blood,  would 
have  given  their  little  fingers  to  get  this  elegant 
Mr.  Baillie  for  a  Husband  ;  and  1  thought  it  would 
be  highly  creditable  for  me  to  be  more  difHcult  to 
please  than  the  highest-born  Lady  and  richest 
Heiress  in  the  land. 

Now»  don't  you  think  I  deserved  to  fall  seriously 
in  love  with  him  as  a  punishment  for  my  sauciness  ? 
I  believe  nothing  but  his  want  of  genius  could  have 
saved  mc  ;  for  in  the  month  wc  have  lived  together 
I  have  found  him  more  and  more  amiable  every 
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dfl.y.  He  is  as  generous  ajid  affecdonace  in  his 
nature  as  the  Orator,  and  more  delicate  and  tender. 
He  has  a  quick  intellecc,  a  most  relined  taste,  and 
wit  more  graceful  and  cood-humoured  than  Mr. 
Terrot's  and  quite  as  brilliant.  In  short,  he  is  my 
,  beau-ideal  in  every  respect  except  that  he  has  no 
genius  I  He  does  not  even  reverence  that  quality 
in  others.  What  a  pity  !  or  rather  what  a  mercy  ! 
for  he  is  to  be  married  in  a  month  or  two  to  one  of 
the  loveliest  and  most  accomplished  women  in  Eng- 
land;  and  I  have  no  passion  for  hanging  myself  in 
my  garters,  like  my  namesake,  the  "unfortunate 
Miss  Baillie."  *  As  it  is  I  am  likely  to  have  much 
enjoyment  in  this  new  acquaintance,  —  provided 
his  Wife  docs  not  prove  a  "dear  Isabella.'  It  is 
settled  that  as  soon  as  may  be  after  his  marriage,  I 
atn  to  visit  him  either  in  London  or  at  his  place 
near  Brighton;  and  there  I  shall  be  introduced  into 
the  Great  •worlds  and  its  novelty  will  doubtless  charm 
me  for  a  time,  tho'  I  am  pretty  sure  it  will  have  no 
abiding  attraction  for  me.  —  Here  is  another  fine 
Chateau  en  Ejpagne  !  God  grant  it  may  not  share 
the  fate  of  the  last!  The  Orator  says  in  his  pathet- 
ical  epistle  to  me,  "That  as  soon  as  his  house  is 
ready  for  the  accommodation  of  a  lady,  I  shall  hear 
from  him ;  or  if  I  have  forgotten  to  believe  him, 

•  In  alluilon  lo  (he  old  billad,  "  The  Unfortunate  Mits  Bailey," 
current  in  xhe  early  yean  of  the  tail  ceniury.      It  begin*  thiu  : 

■■  A  apain  laid  of  Hilibi,  who  rlwill  !n  (ounuy  ijiurun, 

S«dvcfd  )  nuid,  who  huftd  btraif  vn«  nwrnieg  in  licr  gincn. 


Oh,  Mia  Bwler  I     Untorniiuu  Mia  IUI«r  I " 

Byron  cite*  the  hnx  tine  of  thia  ballad  in  the  appendix  to  volume 
i.  of  "Childe  Hirald"  (Murriy.  London,  i8ji).  and  olio  the 
rtfrftio,  "  Oh,  Miis  Bailey  I   Unfortonaie  Mia*  Buley  !  " 
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from  one  whose  constancy  of  promise  and  affection, 
I  as  well  as  he,  have  had  reason  to  admire !  "  Weil  ! 
in  case  of  his  writing  mc  very  kindly,  I  was  plan- 
ning to  stay  a  few  weeks  with  him,  on  my  way  to 
Brighton  ;  but  my  Cousin  says  1  shall  do  no  such 
thing;  that  after  having  lived  with  Mr.  Irving  1 
will  be  blue  and  evangelical  past  redemption,  and 
that  he  does  not  want  me  to  be  instituting  family 
worship  in  his  house  and  reforming  his  whole  mknage. 
I  do  not  know  how  it  will  be  arranged,  or  if  it  will 
be  arranged  at  alt.  I  wish  most  devoutly  it  may  ; 
for  1  am  quite  tired  out  with  my  present  manner  of 
life.  I  think,  for  the  last  six  weeks,  my  Mother 
has  not  once  been  in  the  same  humour  for  two 
hours  at  a  time  ;  and  then  her  jealousy  of  me  is  so 
intolerable  that  I  am  actually  frightened  when  any 
one  shows  me  kindness :  ne  puh,  I  suppose  I  shall 
grow  philosophical  by  and  by. 

You  ask  what  1  am  doing.  Wonders,  I  assure 
you.  I  get  out  of  bed  vhen  '*  the  day  is  aired"  walk, 
trifle,  or  play  chess  in  the  forenoons,  ecarte  in  the 
erenings ;  and  fall  asleep  upon  the  comfortable 
reflexion  of  having  lost  another  day.  I  brought 
Goethe's  Memoirs  and  Schiller's  Gedichtt  along  with 
me,  but  I  hive  made  hardly  any  way  in  either.  I 
liave  not  the  least  hope  of  being  able  to  execute  the 
task  you  assign  me,  as  I  cannot  even  translate  the 
poems  into  prose;  nevertheless,  I  will  try  anything 
you  please  :  it  is  only  failing,  and  one  had  better 
fail  in  a  difficult  enterprise  than  in  an  easy  one. 
Write  me  a  good  round  scold,  will  vou  }  1  stand 
very  much  in  need  of  it. 

1  saw  Him '  as  1  passed  thro'  Edinburgh^  and 
(will  you  believe  it  ?)  I  did  not  like  him  a  bit :  either 

^  Th«  anut  "  Beojunin  B."  —  Sm  ^nff,  Lener  ly. 
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he  is  much  altered  for  the  worse  or  my  standard  of 
men  is  immensely  improved  since  1  saw  him  last. 
I  don't  know  which,  but  certain  it  is,  the  ^rulgarity 
of  his  face  and  the  volley  of  nonsense  he  talked, 
gave  a  shock  to  my  nervous  system,  which  it  did 
not  recover  from  for  four-and-twenty  hours.  —  I 
am  in  great  haste  today  as  you  need  not  to  he  told. 
Excuse  me  this  once,  and  I  wit!  not  send  you  such 
another  brief  and  untidy  epistle  for  twelve  months 
to  come.  Write,  my  Darlmg,  as  soon  as  ever  you 
can,  and  more  largely  than  fhave  any  ri^^t  to  ex- 

f>ect.  I  have  great  need  at  present  of  all  the  conso- 
adon  which  your  aftccdonate  Letters  afford  mc. 
Address  to  me  here :  I  shall  not  get  away  till  the 
Festival,  which  is  to  be  some  dme  in  the  end  of  Oc- 
tober.—  I  must  reserve  my  histories  of  the  G s 

and  the  tittle  Doctor,  till  my  next.  But  keep  your- 
self easy:  he  has  been  telling  no  lies  of  me.  Tell 
mc  all  you  arc  doing.  Vou  arc  not  to  like  any  of 
these  fine  ladies  so  well  as  me,  remember;  for  none 
of  them  can  Viktyeu  half  as  well  as  I  do.  Is  there 
any  decent  review  of  Meister?  I  have  seen  only 
one,'  in  the  London  Magazine ;  it  did  not  make  mc 
angry.  I  should  have  grieved  to  see  you  well- 
treated  in  the  same  p^c  where  Goethe  was  handled 
so  unworthily. 

Forever  affectionately  yours^ 
Jane  Baillie  Welsh. 


'  A  very  imlivouTible  fcricw  of  "  Meister,**  by  De  Qulnccy. 
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LETTEa  103 
T.  Carlyle  to  Miss  Baillte  fFehh,  Templani 

3,  LiviKPooL  TtkitACE,  Dorix, 
J  Ociober.  1814. 

Mv  Dear, —  I  am  sure  if  you  knew  with  what 
eagerness  I  look  for  your  Letters,  you  would  take 
a  pleasure  in  writing  to  me  more  frequently.  For 
some  hours  after  a  Letter  from  you  arrives,  there 
are  few  happier  men  in  England  than  I :  the  dis- 
tresses ana  vexations  chat  keep  up  almost  a  per- 
petual firing  in  my  inward  world,  making  me  in 
general  the  dreariest  and  sulkiest  person  in  the 
parish,  for  a  while  withdraw  thctr  black  squadrons; 
the  sun  of  hope  comes  forth  in  vernal  beauty,  and 
light  and  affection  and  peace  hover  over  the  scenes 
of  xny  imagination.  Is  it  you  that  arc  an  enchant- 
ress or  I  that  am  a  weakling?  Neither:  it  is 
simply  that  we  love  one  another;  and  that  love 
and  kindly  feelings  even  in  this  world  can  make 
crooked  things  straight  and  rough  places  plain. 

Your  last  Letter  found  me  on  a  quiet  Sunday 
morning  at  Birmingham,  meditating  a  speedy  de- 
parture to  the  Soutn,  Had  I  answered  it  then,  as 
I  at  first  proposed,  I  should  have  written  with 
much  more  composure  and  singleness  of  mind  than 
I  can  hope  to  do  at  present ;  but  preparations  and 
arrangements  violently  displaced  my  purpose;  and 
ever  since  my  inward,  like  my  outward  man,  has 
been  hurried  in  speedy  vehicles  from  place  to  place, 
without  leisure  Co  think  of  Jane  or  anything  so 
precious  to  me,  with  the  smallest  continuity.  I 
had  ugly  weather  for  my  London  journey  ;  I  passed 
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thro'  Stratford-upon-Avon,  I  saw  the  house  where 
the  infant  Shakcspear  was  cradled,  the  very  pave- 
ment where  he  spun  his  tops;  I  looked  also  upon 
the  old  monastic  domes  and  minarets  of  Oxford; 
but  sicic  nerves  and  pelting  rain  were  fast  banishing 
all  romance  from  my  feelings ;  [  at  length  retired 
from  the  "roof"  of  the  conveniency,  postponing 
the  picturesque  to  the  comfortable ;  was  annoyed 
to  death  by  the  cackle  of  a  French  blue-stocking, 
and  arrived  at  Pentonville  in  a  state  of  mind  truly 
sulphurous.  The  good  Orator  was  sitting  like  a 
bittern  by  the  pools  of  water;  Isabella  with  Miss 
Kirkpatrick'  and  "him"  {not  your  Aim,  but  one 
whom  I  have  since  known  to  my  cost)  had  set  out 
for  Dover,  carrying  all  the  household  gear  along 
with  them,  and  Icavmg  the  venerable  Pastor  in  the 
desolation  as  of  a  sacked  city,  to  follow  them  two 
days  afterwards.  I  had  books  to  get  and  much 
pitiful  business  to  settle  with  Turks  of  Booksellers ; 
so  I  did  not  follow  him  till  last  Thursday,  and  it 
is  yet  scarce  tivo  days  since  I  recovered  anything 
like  my  usual  frame  of  mind.  The  strange  sights 
and  the  much  cattle  I  have  seen,  1  defer  speaking 
of  till  we  meet  face  to  face,  when  I  will  tell  you 
everything  in  alt  its  breadth  and  length.  My  own 
small  circle  of  present  objects  and  present  occupa- 
tions is  all  I  can  undertake  on  paper. 

We  arc  here  a  very  social  and  prospectively  a 
very  pleasant  party.  The  strength  of  our  forces, 
however,  is  not  yet  arrived.  Mrs.  Strachey  and 
her  Husband  and  suite  do  not  come  tili  Thursday, 
when  some  new  disposition  of  our  quarters  will  be 
necessary,  and  time  must  elapse  before  we  arc  all 
settled  on  a  proper  footing.     For  the  present,  we 

*  For  ■  than  KCoant  of  diit  lidy  »c  Appendix  B,  Noce  Foar. 
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are  all  Miss  Kirkpatrick's  guests ;  that  joune  lady, 
Mra.  Strachey's  Cousin,  naving  gone  before  to 
convoy  "Isabella,"  and  provide  a  house,  and  now 
not  judging  it  suitable  to  be  left  there  till  her  friends 
arrive.  This  Kitty  is  a  singular  and  very  pleasing 
creature;  a  little  blaclc-eyed,  aubum-hur&d,  bru- 
nette, fiiU  of  kindliness  and  humour,  and  who  never 
I  believe  was  angry  at  any  creature  for  a  moment 
in  her  life.  Tho'  twenty-one,  and  not  unbeaudfiil, 
and  sole  Mistress  of  herself  and  fifty  thousand 
pounds,  she  is  meek  and  modest  as  a  Quakeress ; 
with  a  demure  eye  she  surveys  the  extravaganxas  of 
the  Orator,  laughing  at  him  in  secret,  yet  loving 
him  as  a  good  man,  and  studiously  devoting  herself 
with  a  diverting  earnestness  to  provide  for  the  house- 
hold  cares  of  the  establishment.  Good  Kitty !  .  .  . 
Would  you  or  I  were  half  as  happy  as  this  girl  I 
But  her  Mother  was  a  Hindoo  Princess  (whom  her 
Father  fought  for  and  scaled  walls  for) ;  it  lies  in 
the  blood ;  and  philosophy  can  do  little  to  help  us. 

The  Orator  is  busy  writing,  and  bathing,  per- 
suading himself  that  he  is  scaling  the  very  pinnacles 
of  Christian  sentiment,  which  in  truth  with  him  are 
little  more  than  the  very  pinnacles  of  human  vanity 
rising  thro'  an  atmosphere  of  great  native  warmth 
and  generosity.  We  nave  many  and  long  confabu- 
lations :  I  find  him  much  as  he  was  before,  and  I 
suppose  will  always  be;  overspread  with  secret 
affectations,  secret  to  himself,  but  kind  and  friendly 
and  speculative  and  discursive  as  ever.  You  will 
have  much  to  tolerate  and  much  that  will  amuse 
you,  when  you  see  him.  It  would  do  your  heart 
good  to  took  at  him  in  the  character  of  dry-nurse 
to  his  first-born  Edward !  It  is  a  feeble  shapeless 
thing,  as  all  children  of  six  weeks  are ;  yet  Isabella 
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and  her  Spouse  could  not  be  more  attentive  to  the 
infant  Lama,  were  they  high  Priestess  and  Priest 

of  Thibet.  The  waking  and  the  sleeping  and  all 
the  operations  of  "him"  (as  they  emphatically 
name  it)  form  a  most  important  item  in  the  general 
weal.  "  Isabella,"  said  he,  *'  I  think  /  would  wash 
him  with  warm  water  tonight?"  "Yes,  Dear,'* 
said  the  compliant  Isabella;  Kitty  smirked  in  secret; 
and  I  made  bold  to  dissent  totally  from  the  sug- 
gestion ;  declaring  that  in  my  view  this  was  the 
Wife's  concern  atone,  and  that  were  I  in  her  place 
I  would  wash  him  with  oil-of-vitriol,  if  I  pleased, 
and  take  no  one's  counsel  on  it.  Oh,  that  you  saw 
the  giant  with  his  broad-brimmed  hat,  his  sallow 
visage,  and  sable  matted  fleece  of  hair,  carrying  the 
httle  pepper-box  of  a  creature,  folded  in  his  mon- 
strous palms,  along  the  beach ;  tick-ticking  to  it, 
and  dandling  it,  and  every  dme  it  stirs  an  cye-Iid, 
"grinning  horrible  a  ghastly  smile,"'  heedless  of 
the  crowds  of  petrified  spectators,  that  turn  round 
in  long  trains  gazing  in  silent  terror  at  the  fatherly 
Leviathan  !  You  would  laugh  for  twelve  months 
after,  every  rime  you  thought  of  iL  And  yet  it  is 
very  wrong  to  laugh  if  one  could  help  it;  Nature 
b  very  lovely,  pity  she  should  ever  be  absurd.  On 
the  whole  I  am  pleased  with  Irving;  and  hope  to 
love  him  and  admire  him  and  laugh  at  him  as  long 
as  1  live. 

But  enough  of  him,  for  once  I  Let  me  turn  to 
one  far  dearer.  I  rejoice  to  hear  that  you  have 
found  a  pleasing  companion  for  your  rustication ;  I 
hope  that  he  will  prove  as  true  a  friend  as  you  antic- 
ipate. In  one  point,  I  shall  he  his  debtor  deeply,  if  he 
do  as  he  proposes:  do  make  him  carry  you  to  Lon- 

*  ••  PandiK  Lg«>"  Bk.  u.  846. 
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ion,  and  the  South  .'  It  is  a  project  that  promises 
abundantly^,  and  seems  so  easy  of  execution.  For  you 
it  will  be  amusing  and  instructive  to  see  so  many 
novelties  physical,  intellectual  and  moral;  for  me  it 
will  be  delightful  to  know  chat  you  are  near  mc,  to  sec 
you  and  speak  with  you  and  show  you  many  wonders, 
ss  I  hope  to  do  in  spite  of  all  the  artificial  barriers  with 
which  you  will  be  gin  about  among  your  fashionable 
friends.  The  gay  world  will  interest  your  spirit  of 
observation,  but  not  your  heart  or  its  affections. 
That  is  not  the  goal  towards  which  your  ardent  the' 
unguidcd enthusiasm  has  all  along  been  striving:  if 
you  marry  any  of  these  fritters  of  perfumery  and 
small  sarcasm,  I  will  go  far  to  shake  hands  with  you 
for  good  1  A  fashionable  wife  is  not  perhaps  more 
worthless  than  many  wives  are;  but  one  views  her 
with  less  toleration  ;  she  might  be  so  much  and  is  so 
very  little.  Nor  in  spite  of  your  gay  Cousin's 
objections  must  you  cut  the  poor  Orator:  he  confi- 
dently expects  you,  he  loves  you,  and  his  fellowship 
will  do  you  good.  His  affectations  cannot  infect 
your  clear  and  active  spirit  for  an  instant;  and  there 
is  a  fund  of  sincerity  in  his  life  and  character,  which 
in  these  heartless  aimless  days,  is  doubly  precious. 
The  cant  of  religion,  conscious  or  unconscious,  is  a 
pitiable  thing,  but  not  the  most  pitiable;  it  often  rests 
upon  a  groundwork  ofgcnuine  earnest  feeling;  and  is, 
I  think,  in  all  except  its  very  worst  phases,  preferable 
to  chat  poor  arid  spirit  of  contemptuous  perstfia^i^ 
which  forms  the  staple  of  fashionable  accomnlish- 
mcnt,  so  far  as  I  can  discern  it,  and  spreads  like  a 
narcotic  drench  over  all  the  better  faculries  of  the 
soul  in  those  thaientevain  it.  No,  my  Dearest,  that 
will  not  do  for  you !  (J^aturc  meant  you  for  more 
serious  things,  and  in  spite  of  all  your  wanderings. 
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1  you  will  yet  attain  them.  O  that  I  had  power  to 
■fonn  you,  and  form  your  destiny,  according  to  my 
image  of  what  you  should  be!  O  that  I  were  a 
sovereign  and  a  sage !  —  O  that  I  were  not  a  fool ! 
What  iiave  1  ever  done  for  you,  I  often  ask ;  and 
there  is  a  most  beggarly  account,  by  way  of  answer  ! 
I  have  loved  you  three-fourths  for  my  own  sake:  it 
is  only  in  stern  solemn  hours  that  you  seem  to  me 
like  a  little  Mignon,  struggling  with  a  wild  ethereal 
ardour  for  the  heavenly  things,  which  you  know 
not,  and  the  coarse  world  will  not  let  you  know ; 
and  1  call  bitterly  on  Fate  to  put  it  in  my  power, 
once,  once,  to  set  you  on  the  right  path,  and  help 
you  in  a  contest  so  unequal.  But  what  avails  it? 
Fate  is  deaf  and  dead  ;  and  we  remain  shut  up  among 
the  grim  battlements  of  Necessity;  and  time  flics 
over  us,  and  we  are  not  delivered  !  I  often  wonder 
that  you  plague  yourself  with  me  for  another  week. 
My  afTcction  for  you  is  sincere ;  but  it  has  little 
other  vahie.  You  have  more  faith  than  I.  or  I 
should  have  lost  you  long  ago. 

Indeed,  my  Love,  I  will  not  scold  you  a  jot.  I  , 
know  you  will  take  to  belter  courses,  whenever  \ 
opportunity  is  given  you ;  and  in  the  mean  time, 
many  things  may  be  studied  that  are  not  written 
upon  books.  Enjoy  yourself  as  much  as  you  can ; 
assured  that  rime  enough  is  in  store,  when  difficul- 
ties may  be  abscntand  enjoyments  no  longcro6Fcrod. 
You  promised  to  study  the  duties  of  wifehood ; 
which  I  assure  you,  arc  not  confined  to  the  gift  of 
pudding-making,  yet  are  wide  enough  in  their  ex- 
tent: have  you  yet  mastered  them  ?  We  shall  see 
when  you  arrive.  —  My  own  need  of  scolding  is  far 
greater  than  yours;  unless  it  were  pity  or  contempt 
that  you  substituted  for  scolding.     I  have  been  very 
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,  even  now  I  am  not  very  busy,  and  my  health, 
if  recovering  at  all,  is  recovering  with  due  delibera- 
tion.  Nevertheless  I  believe  I  jhall  manage  ulti- 
mately :'long  years  of  constant  pain  have  taught  me 
that  before  all  other  things  1  must  subdue  disease, 
and  to  this  I  mil  direct  my  efforts  dll  it  is  subdued ; 
a  consummation  which  I  can  and  will  bring  about, 
cost  what  it  like_j^  I  think  of  many  plans :  some- 
Htiraes  I  am  for  the  country,  and  a  life  of  mingled 
rustication,  riding,  gardening,  love  and  literature ! 
Meanwhile  I  am  translating  fragments  of  Dfl»  Karlos 
and  the  Moid  of  Orleans,  tnc  paltry  Life  being,  after 
some  sharp  speech  on  my  part,  at  last  determined 
Co  go  to  press  immediately  on  my  return  to  Town. 
Wul  you  translate  me  Hero  and  Leander?  Choose 
any  other  that  you  like  better;  only  try.  I  will  tell 
you  more  next  rime,  if  this  answer  not.  —  Of  Meister 
I  have  seen  no  review  worth  calling  by  the  name ; 
tho'  it  has  been  puffed  and  praised  in  various  quar- 
ters, and  has  met  with  a  reception  far  beyond  what 
\  anticipated.  A  clever  but  careless  man  exalted  it 
in  Blackwood ;  the  Opium-eater  in  the  London  Maga- 
zine has  done  his  utmost  on  the  other  side.  I  have 
not  yet  read  his  "  Article,"  at  least  not  fijrther  than 
a  hasty  glance  at  the  first  three  leaves :  but  I  design 
to  do  it ;  tho'  the  man  seems  ill-bred  in  his  remarks, 
and  sufficiently  shallow,  there  may  be  a  grain  of  in- 
formation in  that  dusty  chaff,  znd/as  est  el  ab  hoste 
dsceri  [It  is  right  to  Icdrn  even  from  an  enemy] .'  On 
the  whole,  to  be  reviewed,  I  find,  is  a  mighty  simple 
matter ;  one  of  Badams's  emollisnts  is  as  bad  as  fifty 
"articles."  — 

Now  you  promised  a  large  hatch  of  news ;  when, 

pray,  am  I  to  have  it?    Do,  write  immediately,  and 

»  OvtB,  "  Meum.,"  vr.  418. 
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St  exceeding  great  length.  Tell  mc  about  your 
journey  hichcrward,  about  all  you  think  of  or  care 
for.  For  this  once  I  have  done:  farewell,  my 
Dearest!  V^aU  et  me  amaf  1  am  yours  forever, 

T.  Carlvle. 


Letter  104 

Mits  Welsh   to    T.   Carlyie,   z,  Liverpool   Terrace, 

Dover 

TeurLuiD,  14  Ortober,  *  1824.' 

*•  My  Dear,"  — I  do  think  I  should  have  gone 
demented  if  your  Letter  had  not  come  on  Monday. 
While  little  Jock  was  away  at  the  Post-office,  I  had 
out  my  watch  at  least  fifty  times ;  and  when  £  saw 
him  coming  along  the  road,  my  heart  beat  so  loud 
you  might  have  heard  it  at  Dover.  Why  do  you 
put  my  patience  so  often  to  the  test  ?  You  know 
well  enough  it  is  not  my  most  abundant  virtue. 
You  are  continually  chiding  mc  for  writing  seldom  : 
I  am  sure  I  have  reason  to  complain  of  you  on  the 
same  account;  and  this  laziness  is  more  inexcusable 
in  you  than  in  me.  In  the  midst  of  new  scenes  and 
new  friends,  you  have  a  thousand  pleasures  inde- 
pendent of  my  Letters  ;  but  it  is  very  different  with 
mc :  /  have  no  pleasure  in  life  but  what  your  Letters 
afford  me.     Do  think  of  this  I 

I  congratulate  you  on  your  present  situation. 
With  such  a  picture  of  domestic  felicity  before  your 
eyes,  and  this  "  singular  and  verj'  pleasmg  creature  " 
to  charm  away  the  blue-devils,  you  can  hardly  fail 
to  be  as  happy  as  the  day  is  long.  Miss  Kitty 
Kirkpatricfc  —  Lord  what  an  ugly  name  !     "  Good 
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Kitty  "  !  Oh,  pretty,  dear,  delightful  Kitty !  I  am 
j  not  a  bit  jealous  of  her,  not  I  indeed, —  Hindoo 
IPrinccss  tho'  she  be  !  Only  you  may  as  well  never 
^Het  me  hear  you  mention  her  narae  again. 
^^  I  wonder  when  /  shall  sec  this  delightful  "South," 
!  where  everybody  finds  friends.  From  what  my 
Cousin  writes  to  me,  his  marriage  seems  likely  to  hang 
some  time  in  the  wind.  When  it  does  ulce  place, 
who  knows  that  his  Jear  Charlotte  will  approve  our 
project  ?  I  fear  there  is  nothing  certain  to  hope  for 
from  him.  The  Orator,  you  say,  expects  me.  I 
am  willing  to  believe  he  does.  But  the  Orator  has 
only  one  voice  in  the  matter ;  his  Wife  has  the 
other;  and  his  Wife  I  have  obliged  too  deeply  to 
hope  for  kindness  from  her!  Depend  upon  it,  the 
Orator's  good  intentions  towards  me  will  evaporate 
next  season  as  they  did  the  last.  When  the  time 
for  my  visit  arrives,  his  house  will  still  be  "unfit  for 
the  accommodation  of  a  lady." 

Well,  if  I  do  not  go,  1  shall  derive  at  least  omt 
sdvantage  from  my  disappointment :  I  shaJI  escape 
the  danger  of  becoming  "a  ^hionable  wife."  Oh, 
thou  goose  !  to  fancy  for  an  instant  that  1  could  end 
jo  this  !  If  I  marry  a  fine-gentleman  you  will  have 
nothing  morcto  say  tome.  Arc  you  mad,  "Dear"! 
Has  Miss  Kitty  Kirkpatrick  turned  your  head? 
Really,  I  should  just  as  soon  think  of  marryine 
some  inhabitant  ot  the  Frozen  Regions,  who  could 
not  exist  out  of  a  climate  which  I  should  shiver  to 
death  in ;  who  could  speak  nothing  but  a  strange 
tongue  which  I  (iid  not  understand,  and  had  no 
capacity  for  acquiring.  (A  fashionable  wife !  Oh ! 
never  will  I  be  anything  so  heartless  !  I  have 
pictured  for  myself  a  far  higher  destiny  than  this.^  , 
'Will  it  ever  be  more  than  a  picture  ?     Shall  I  ever  v^ 
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'have  the  wish  of  my  heart  fulfilled?  A  "sweet 
home  "  calmly  embosomed  in  some  romantic  vale; 
with  wealth  enough  to  realize  my  ideal  of  elegant 
comfort;  with  books,  statues,  paintings  and  all 
things  suitable  to  a  tasteful,  intellectual  manner  of 
life  ;  with  the  friendship  and  society  of  a  few,  whose 
conversation  would  improve  the  faculties  of  my  head 
and  heart ;  and  with  One  to  be  the  polar  star  of  my 
being, — -one  warm-hearted,  high-minded,  Jear^st 
Friend,  whose  sublime  genius  would  shed  an  en- 
nobling influence  on  all  around  him  ;  whose  grace- 
ful and  splendid  qualities  would  inspire  a  love  that 
should  be  the  heart  and  soul  of  my  life  !  Such 
happiness  is  possible;  and  alas!  ic  is  next  to  im- 
posstbie  to  assemble  the  circumstances  which  com- 
pose ic^  But  nil  dtsperandum!  —  my  motto  is 
Hope. 

And  much  need  have  I,  at  present,  to  keep  it  in 
my  mind's  eye,  that  I  may  behave  with  becoming 
philosophy.  My  life  is  a  continual  sacrificing  of 
my  inclinations  and  opinions,  for  peace's  sake;  and 
there  is  no  peace  after  all !  Eh,  bien!  if  it  please 
God  to  spare  mc  rill  after  the  Kesrival,  I  shall  take 
a  course  different  from  any  I  have  followed  hitherto. 
Hero  and  Leander :  I  will  try  it  as  soon  as  1  am 
settled  ;  but  at  present  I  am  too  idle  to  have  time  to 
open  a  book.  Grace  i  Dieu  !  I  go  to  Edinburgh 
on  Monday.  My  Mother  joins  mc  there  about  a 
fortnight  hence,  with  her  protege  Miss  G.  She  is 
to  stay  with  us  all  Winter!  and  I  am  to  be  her 
governess,  it  seems.  So  my  Mother  has  arranged 
It ;  and  I  cannot  say  that  I  am  particularly  delighted 
with  the  prospect.  Catherine  G.  is  a  very  good 
little  girl,  in  her  way  ;  but  she  is  no  companion  for 
me  :  and  as  a  pupil  she  mil  be  a  grievous  tax  upon 


pretext  tor  her  Brother's  visits; 
her   Brother   is  a  fool,  whom  one  cannot  see  too 
seldom.    Only  think  !  after  he  Ict't  Haddington,  he 
insisted  with    Mr.   Bsillie  that  I    had  fiaxen    hair] 
And   this  is  not  his  only  offence :  he  pesters   me 
li     with  nonsensical,  whining,  ill-spelt  Letters.     How- 
^^ever,    there    is    no    remedy.      My     Mother    is    so 
^kxtravagantiy  fond  of  this  white-haired  couple,  that 
^nhe  seems  to  have  no  aim  in  existence  at  present 
P^but  to  serve  them.     The  only  comfort  I  have,  is  at 
;,      feint  hope  that  Doctor  Fyffe  may  knock  Mr.  G.'a 
1,      brains  out,  and  be  hanged  himself  for  the  murder.    I 
^should  thus  be  quit  of  two  very  great  plagues  at  once. 
^p    You  must   know  the   poor  little    Doctor  is   as 
^jealous  of  me  still  as   jf  we  were  man  and  wife, 
when  he  saw  the  Highlander*  day  after  day,  going 
ii      into  our  house  and  coming  out  of  it,  he  could  not 
li      maintain  his  majestic  silence  any  longer.     He  wrote 
^mc  in  his  usual  mock-heroic  strain,  imploring  that  I 
^n/ould  meet  him,  curse  him,  and  part  with  him  for- 
^^ever.     I  could  have  indulged  him  in  all  this  with- 
out putting  any  great  violence  on  my  feelings ;  but, 
I     you  know,  you  had  prohibited  me  from  jwearinr 
upon  any  account     Moreover,  he  reminded  me  or 
a  vov>  which  he  had  made  in  one  of  his  paroxisms 
of  despair, —  vid«lice/y  that  if  I   would  not  marry 
him,  he  would  never  marry  another ;  and  it  seemed  as 
"he  would  fain  persuade  mc  that  "  this  sacred  oath, 
lo*  sworn  by  one,  had  bound  us  both  "  ;*  for  he 
'says,  after  heaping  imprecations  on  his  own  head, 

'  Th«t»,  -Dugild  G."      ■ 

'  "  Mow  thou  *n  mine,  th«t  ucred  oiih, 

Though  sworn  by  one,  hath  bound  ui  boih." 

BtBOK,  •■  Bride  of  Ab/dot,"  oqio  i.  349-50. 
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that  but  for  him,  I  might  Hve^  hve  another^  and  be 
hapfy.  You  may  believe,  I  was  greatly  astonished 
to  find  that  such  serious  matters  as  my  life  and 
happiness  depended  on  Dr.  FyfFc!  Poor  little 
miin !  he  really  gave  me  credit  for  more  humanity 
than  I  possessed.  I  was  never  once  discomposing 
myself  about  cither  him  or  his  "  vow."  And  so  I 
toid  him  in  my  answer  to  his  Letter,  assuring  him  at 
the  same  time  that  he  was  quite  at  liberty  to  marry 
whomsoever  he  pleased ;  as  what  he  said  when  he 
was  in  a  tit  of  passion  was  no  more  binding  than  if 
it  had  been  said  in  a  tit  of  drunkenness  or  deUrium. 
Moreover,  I  used  the  freedom  to  suggest  to  him 
that  no  sensible  man  would  shackle  hts  free  will 
with  vows  I  seeing  that  nature  and  fate  already  cast 
too  many  obstacles  in  the  way  of  his  wishes.  One 
might  have  expected  he  would  have  telt  some  grati- 
tude to  me  for  taking  all  this  trouble.  Instead  of 
that,  what  do  you  thmk  the  little  viper  did  ?  He 
packed  up  all  the  scraps  of  my  handwriting  which 
he  had  in  his  possession,  with  a  great  quantity  of 
other  relics  equally  precious,  and  sent  them  to  me 
with  the  worst-bred  Letter  I  ever  read  in  my  life  ! 
It  is  now  all  gone  out  of  my  head,  except  the  con- 
cluding words,  "  When  you  want  a  friend,  and  know 
not  where  to  tind  one,  look  towards  mc  !  "  Mag- 
nanimous Doctor  1  I  think  I  shall  be  badly  off 
indeed,  when  I  (urn  my  eyes  in  his  direction.  Is 
this  his  last  explosion,  think  you?  He  really  hurts 
my  nerves.  — 

And  now  I  must  leave  off;  for  I  have  a  great 
many  parting  visits  to  make;  and  my  trunks  to 
pack  in  the  evening.  Tomorrow  I  go  to  Major 
Crichton's,^  and  from  thence  direct  to  Edinbui^h. 

'  pKior  EC  ihc  Duke  of  Quecniberiy,  living  it  D&bcon,  n«r 
Thorn  luIU 


I824-)  THOMAS  CARLYLE  25 

Will  you  write  immediately,  so  that  your  Letter 
nuy  be  in  Edinburgh  before  the  30th ;  in  which 
case  I  shall  have  it  all  to  myself.  Give  my  love  to 
the  Orator,  and  say  I  was  content  with  his  Letter. 
Do  you  think  he  wishes  to  hear  from  me  again  ? 
If  I  thought  so  I  would  write-;  but  I  have  no  notion 
of  sending  my  Letters  to  people  that  do  not  care 
for  them.  Kiss  "  him  "  for  me.  I  would  not  do  it 
myself  for  five  guineas.  Young  children  are  such 
nasty  litde  beasts  ! 

Address  to  22  George  Square ;  and  for  Godsake 
write  immediately.  You  will  hardly  be  able  to  de- 
cipher this  abominable  scrawl.  I  have  been  imitat- 
ing jrovr  hand  all  the  time>  that  I  might  have  more 
room.  —  God  bless  you.  Dearest :  never  forget 
me.  —  Yours  at^  etoig, 

Jane  Baillie  Welsh. 


Letter  105 

T.  CarlyU  to  Miss  Welsh,  22    George  Square, 
Edinburgh 

pAKn,  Hotel  db  Wagrau,  28  Oaober,   1824. 

"  Paris?"  I  hear  you  exclaim  :  "  Unhappy  soul ! 
what  has  taken  thee  to  Paris?  Art  thou  frantic? 
Art  thou  dreaming  ?/'Or  has  the  Hindoo  Princess 
actually  bewitched  thee  that  thou  hast  brought  thy 
add  vis^e  and  most  atrabiliar  philosophy  into  this 
land  of  Tops  and  pastry-cooks>  where  Vanity  and 
Sensuality  have  set  up  their  chosen  shrine,  and 
every  one  that  &lls  not  down  to  worship  them 
is  an  alien  and  an  interloper !  What  hast  thou 
to  do  with   Pari*  ? "     In  truth,  my  Love,  I  have 
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very  little  to  do  with  it;  yet  here  I  am,  and 
little  less  surprised  than  you  are  at  my  journey 
luther.  The  case,  however,  is  not  very  marvel- 
lous after  all.  You  must  know,  the  daily  sight 
of  the  French  coast  from  Dover,  had  awakened 
the  travelling  propensities  of  certain  of  our  party  ; 
particularly  ot  the  little  fidpety,  higgle-haggling, 
good-hearted,  logic-chopping  Mr.  Strachey,  and  of 
the  fkir  Princess  whose  name  1  must  not  mention ; 
between  whom  after  infinite  consultations  a  trip  to 
Vanity-fair  was  at  length  arranged ;  1  by  dint  of 
multiplied  solicitations  and  persuasions  being  as  it 
were  half-forced  to  accompany  them.  Through 
delays  and  entanglements,  thro'  perils  by  land  and 
perils  by  water,  we  accordingly  proceeded  on  our 
way;  Strachey  and  I  riding  on  the  dickey  of  the 
Fnncess'  carriage,  herself  and  maid  within;  Strachey 
scolding  the  postillions  and  innkeepers  in  French 
chat  would  have  made  even  Rhadamanthus  laugh, 
the  rest  of  us  taking  the  matter  with  extreme  equa- 
nimity and  all  enjoying  such  raree-shew  delights  as 
an  excursion  of  that  kmd  affords.  Wc  arrived  last 
Saturday;  and  continue  I  suppose  till  some  days 
after  next.  The  conhision,  the  tumult,  the  hubbub 
of  our  situation  words  would  give  a  poor  idea  of: 
since  the  building  of  the  Tower  of  Babcl^  I  do  not 
think  it  has  been  equalled.  But  your  thirtieth  of 
October  is  arriving ;  and  I  would  not  let  it  pass 
without  assuring  you  that  here  or  yonder  I  am 
still  thinking  of  you  with  the  feelings  that  be- 
come us  both;  that  my  spirit  flies  joyfully  away 
from  this  jingling  chaos  of  frivolity  to  join  in  com- 
munion however  interrupted  with  the  spirit  that  is 
dear  to  it  beyond  all  others.  Is  not  this  the  chief 
and  most  precious  purport  of  all  our  Letters  f    That 
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we  love  one  another,  and  will  love  one  another  thro' 
ill  the  changes  and  chances  of  our  existence  in  time 
or  after  it  ?  Blessed  truth  !  Glorious  certainty  ! 
The  words  or  ideas  by  which  it  is  conveyed  arc  of 
small  importance,  when  such  a  meaning  is  attached 
to  them. 

In  the  middle  of  such  an  uproar  you  are  not  to 
expect  that  I  should  tell  you  anything  worth  telling 
of  myself  or  the  scene  that  is  still  so  strange  to  me. 
Our  journey,  as  you  have  seen,  was  planned  upon 
a  very  humble  principle^  the  hope  of  seeing  with  the 
bodily  eye  alone ;  and  on  this  small  scale  I  think  it 
succeeds  as  welt  as  could  be  cxpcaed.  France  has 
been  so  beimvelled  and  beridden  and  bctrodden 
by  all  manner  of  vulgar  people  that  any  romance 
connected  with  it  is  entirely  gone  off  ten  years  ago ; 
the  idea  ofsiutfyift^  it  is  for  nic  at  present  altogether 
out  of  the  question ;  so  1  quietly  surrender  myself 
to  the  direction  of  guide  books  and  laquais  de  place, 
and  stroll  about  fi-om  sight  to  sight,  as  if  I  were 
assisting  at  a  huge  Bartholomew  fair,  only  that  the 
booths  arc  the  I'alais  Royal  or  the  Boulevards,  and 
the  Shews  the  Theatre  Fran^ais  instead  of  Punch, 
and  the  Jardin  des  Plantes  instead  of  the  Irish  giant 
or  Polito's  menagerie.  For  a  few  days  such  a  life 
is  tolerable  enough ;  in  a  month,  I  think  it  could 
not  fail  to  kill  me  with  utter  tedium.  Of  my  ad- 
ventures and  impressions  I  will  talk  to  you  for  many 
days  when  wc  meet;  nay,  you  and  I,  you  know, are 
to  go  and  see  all  these  curiosities  in  company  :  but 
for  the  present  I  must  occupy  my  sheet  with  other 
matters.  Suffice  it  to  observe  that  I  am  moderately 
patient  of  the  business,  far  more  so  than  I  anriei- 
pated ;  in  rather  better  health  than  when  I  set  out ; 
And  daily  growing  more  and  more  contciupcuous  of 
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Pans,  and  the  manihe  d'eirt  of  Its  people.  Poor 
fellows  !  I  feel  alternately  titillated  into  laughter 
and  shocked  to  the  verge  of  horror  at  the  hand  they 
make  of  Life.  .  .  .  Tncir  houses  arc  not  houses, 
but  places  where  they  sleep  and  dress;  they  live  in 
cafis  and  promenades  and  theatres ;  and  ten  thou- 
sand dice  are  set  a-rattling  every  night  in  every 
quarter  of  their  city.  Every  thing  seems  gilding 
and  fillagree,  addressed  to  the  eye  not  to  the  touch. 
Their  shops  and  houses  are  like  toy-boxes;  every 
apartment  is  tricked  out  with  mirrors  and  expanded 
into  infinitude  by  their  illusion.  This  parlour  is 
about  twenty  feet  square ;  but  glass  and  tinfoil 
spread  it  out  into  galleries  like  that  of  the  Louvre ; 
and  not  one  but  twenty  score  of  men  are  writing  to 
you.  .  .  .  Yesterday  I  walked  along  the  Pom  Neuf; 
jugglers  and  quacks  and  cooks  and  barbers  and 
dandies  and  gulls  and  sharpers  were  racketing  away 
with  a  deafening  hum  at  tneir  manifold  pursuits;  I 
turned  aside  into  a  small  mansion  with  the  name  of 
Morgue  upon  it;  there  lay  the  naked  body  of  an 
old  grey-headed  artisan  whom  misery  had  driven  to 
drown  himself  in  the  river!  His  face  wore  the  grim 
fixed  scowl  of  despair ;  his  lean  horny  hands  with 
their  long  ragged  nails  were  lying  by  his  sides ;  his 
patched  and  soiled  apparel  with  his  apron  and  w^o/j 
were  hanging  at  his  head;  and  there  nxed  in  his  iron 
slumber,  heedless  of  the  vain  din  that  rolled  around 
him  on  every  side,  was  this  poor  outcast  stretched 
in  silence  and  darkness  forever,  I  gazed  upon  the 
wretch  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour;  I  think  I  never  felt 
more  shocked  in  my  hfe.  To  live  in  Paris  for  a 
fortnight  is  a  treat;  Co  live  in  it  continually  would 
be  a  martyrdom. 

But  no  one  at  present  threatens  me  with  such  a 
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consummation  ;  so  let  us  leave  Paris  and  Parisians 
till  a  Btter  opportunity';  and  betake  ourselves  to 
something  nearer  home.  By  an  accident  which 
I  now  consider  as  most  fortunate,  I  missed  my  pas- 
sage to  Calais  by  a  minute  and  a  halfs  delay;  and  — 
got  your  Letter!  Before  proceeding  to  Boulogne 
next  day,  I  wrote  an  answer ;  but  it  was  so  vrry 
wild  that  I  durst  not  risk  sending  it,  lest  you  should 
cut  me  forever  and  a  day.  So,  you  are  not  jealous 
then  ?  Provoking  creature  !  already  should  cornip- 
rion  like  the  worm  have  been  feeding  on  your 
damask  cheek;  if  indeed  you  had  not  preferred 
making  your  quietus  at  once  with  a  bare  hodkin, 
and  leaving  the  Princess  Mistress  of  the  field!  It 
is  clear  enough  that  you  care  next  to  nothing  for 
me,  or  something  of  this  sort  would  have  followed  so 
alarming  an  announcement  as  my  last.  Will  noth- 
ing move  that  flinty  heart  of  yours  ?  I  sweaj-  I  will 
have  amends  of  you,  if  any  can  be  had  on  Karth.  ~— 
Seriously,  I  do  not  think  you  have  any  reason  to  be 
very  jealous.  If  you  choose  to  alter  in  all  the  lead- 
ing features  of  your  character,  I  may  cease  to  respect 
and  try  if  1  can  cease  to  love  you  ;  but  till  then,  the 
danger  is  not  pressing.  No,  Jane !  1  have  more 
skill  in  people  than  you  think.  I  know  you  have 
some  hundreds  of  faults ;  yet  with  the  whole  of  them 
ten  dmcs  told,  thou  art  worth  any  twenty  women  in 
the  worid.  Housewives  and  Vanitarians,  Unnaturals 
and  Naturals,  Saints  and  Worldlings,  or  whatever 
else  their  species  may  be  that  have  passed  in  review 
before  me,  have  each  their  several  merit  and  attrac- 
tion ;  but  a  heart  and  a  spirit  like  my  own  Jane's 
1  have  seen  nowhere.'     Is  that  heart  mme,  my  own  ? 

'  h  i*  plain  thit  Cnrlyie'i  Kean  wu  not  capdvtced  by  vty  of 
the  fine  ladies,  rich  and  brillUnt  though  lomc  of  ihcm  were,  whom 
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Oh,  what  a  paltry  knave  were  I  to  mock  its  gener- 
ous affection,  and  cast  it  froni  mc  as  a  worthless 
thing— like  the  base  Judcan  to  throw  a  pearl  away 
richer  than  all  his  tribe  !'  No,  m^in  Ktnd,vft  were 
set  apart  by  Destiny  for  each  other ;  we  have  cliosen 
one  another;  wc  arc  one,  and  nothing  shall  part  us. 
rTogethcr,  we  may  fail  to  be  happy ;  separate,  we 
can  hardly  fail  to  be  miserable.'  Let  us  abide  by 
one  another,  befall  what  may !  '  If  we  arc  wise,  the 
world  may  yet  be  a  place  oi  blessedness  for  both. 

This  journey  to  Paris  has  scattered  all  my  proj- 
ects to  the  winds;  at  least  has  interrupted  not  oaJy 
their  fulfilment,  but  even  their  planning.  Some- 
thing notable,  however,  I  will  do;  and  that  shordy. 
If  this  pitiful, book  were  off  my  hands,  my  fortune 
and  circumstances  shall  be  remodelled,  or  I  may  as 
well  give  up  die  cause  entirely.  Is  it  not  hard  for 
both  of  us?  (Jrherr  is  a  genius  in  you,  there  is  a 
genius  in  mc;  yet  I  feci  as  if  it  would  never,  never 
see  the  light  at  all,  far  less  attain  expansion  and 
maturity,  so  many. and  so  grievous  are  the  obstacles 
that  war  against  it_!)  fOnc,  by  far  the  most  tremen- 

hc  mec  with  in  his  cnrcli.  His  heart  untni-clled,  feodiy  tursrd 
to  hii  Jeuuiic,  «t  Roben  Bums'  SA  lo  Mary  Morison  : 

'■Vncrtrn  when  la  iht  nmUini  Hrln( 
The  6t.nct  ^uA  thro'  the  ti|bted  hi', 
Tc  lh«  mj  ftiKj  took  iti  wing, 
I  ut  b\jL  ntitlirr  heird  ncr  nwr 
Tha'  iJiii  wu  fiit  md  ihii  ni  bmr, 
Anl  ;i>n  ihc  tout  o'  «'  tho  town, 
1  u(hcd  and  boA  inuni  Ibcma*, 
'Yc  tn  01  UliTf  Moruon.'  " 

■"....  «f  ont  trhoM  huid, 

LUu  Uk  hMc  tndiiD  Ihrew  ■  pail  tw^ 
Ridicrihinitl  hi*  oibt."— "  OiUlo,"  Act  >.  K.  s. 

The  mding  "  FodlaB "  u  preferred  to  "Judan"  bjr  tnoM 
Stiakcspcuian  commcntaton.  The  Judcan  ii  not  prone  to  throw 
pciila  KVfty  ;  the  base  or  ignoriint  JnJiin  taty  do  go  through  iDai>- 
prcciacion  of  their  nluc. 
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dous  in  my  own  case,  the  want  of  health,  I  >m  re- 
solved, irrevocably  resolved  ro  conquer,  if  the  means 
of  conquering  it  can  be  accessible  to  mattv*  I  ti/ill  not 
sit  any  longer  with  this  infernal  nightmare  paralyzing 
a.11  my  faculties  of  mind  and  heart;  I  will  be  free  as 
other  3ons  of  Adam  arc,  let  the  cost  be  what  it  majr ! 
It  seems  so  easy  too:  a  residence  in  the  country, 
with  quietness  and  regularity,  and  fit  succession  of 
bodily  and  mental  labour  could  not  fail  to  set  me 
quit  of  this  quintessence  of  all  curses.  Do  you  know 
what  i  am  thinking  of,  actually  meditating  as  a 
scheme  of  life?  I  am  meditating  to  engage  with 
some  literary  Tradesman  for  a  full  translation  of  all 
Schiller's  Works,  dramatic  and  philosophical ;  to 
redre  with  the  necessary  apparatus  into  Annandale 
or  any  other  dale ;  and  there  alternately  wridng  and 
riding,  reading  and  gardening  and  conversing  with 
kind  Christian  souls,  and  living  according  to  the 
strictest  letter  of  the  Birmingham  code,  to  let  poor 
old  Nature  rally  her  forces  and  restore  me  to  my 
pristine  strength  and  serenity  of  heart  and  head, 
before  attempting  farther  in  the  fight  of  life,  which 
at  present  1  wage  with  such  tremendous  odds.  Now 
what  do  you  think  o(  this?  Is  it  a  wise  plan  or 
utterly  foolish  ?  Tell  mc.givc  rac  your  advice;  for 
the  interest  of  one  is  that  of  both.  What  think  you 
of  it?  Will  you  take  a  share  in  the  concern,  and 
become  a  philosophical  recluse  yourself  f  Will  you  ? 
Would  you  ?  O  Heavens  !  what  a  thing  it  might 
be,  if  it  prospered  !  But  I  fancy  you  are  laughing 
at  me,  wicked  enemy  that  you  are ;  and  I  have 
nothing  for  it  but  to  hold  my  peace,  and  let  you 
have  your  way.  Write  to  me,  however,  largely  and 
frankly :  it  were  good  for  us  to  understand  these 
matters  more  completely.    What  good  is  there  in 
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seclusion  and  reserve  between  us?  Write,  my  Dear- 
est, to  me!  [Your  Letters,  remember,  are  always  for 
my  own  eye  alone ;  whether  this  that  1  now  write  will 
be  "  all  for  yourself"  or  not,  is  uncertain  ;  so  1  must 
be  careful  and  on  my  "good  behaviour."]' 

But  here  arc  Strachcy  and  Kitty  (precious  names 
as  you  observe!)  returning  from  the  Louvre;  and  I 
must  be  about  my  business.  You  will  have  2  Letter 
waiting  for  me  at  Liverpool  Terrace,  Dover  ?  I  shall 
be  there  in  eight  days,  and  shall  be  dreaJjuUy  disap- 
pointed if  I  do  not  hear  from  you.  Will  you  write 
directly  ?  Tetl  me  all  your  occupations,  projects, 
wishes!  Despise  the  little  imp  of  a  Doctorkin; 
banish  the  inane  Gael,  or  tolerate  him  if  he  will  not 
banish  ;  follow  your  purposes  in  spite  of  every  diffi- 
culty. Trust  in  me  to  the  end,  as  I  trust  in  you ! 
Fortune  will  shine  out  on  us;  we  will  fow  her  to 
shine,  and  we  shall  both  be  happy.  God  keep  you, 
my  Dearest]      Farewell  and  love  mc! 

1  am  ever,  ever  yours, 

T.  Carlyle. 


Go  on  with  your  Schiller  as  rapidly  as  possible: 
1  begin  printing  forthwith  on  my  return.  I  have 
given  some  scenes  of  Karlos  and  the  Maid  of  Or- 
Teanr,  &c.  j  but  the  book  will  be  a  very  mean  one, 
do  for  it  what  I  can. —  Excuse  this  worst  of  Let- 
ters—  the  pen  is  execrable,  the  time  short,  and 
the  place  the  Ru^  df  la  Paix,  in  the  centre  of 
the  Temple  of  Frivolity  and  Dissipation.  Let  me 
hear    from    you    immediately.      Your    Letters    are 

*  The  Kntencc  in  bracfceu  is  wntKn  in  col1o<]ui9l  Germin,  a 
linkage  which  Miss  Welsh  could  read,  but  her  mother  not. 
Carl;rle  vrtt  uncenatn  whether  hit  tetter  troiiM  reach  Edinburgh 
before  Mri.  Welth  had  joined  her  daughter  there. 


1824-1  JANE  WELSH  33 

among  my  chief  delights  in  life :  if  it  were  not  for 
you  and  them,  I  often  think  I  should  become  a  mis- 
anthrope in  good  earnest,  and  despair  of  my  fortunes 
and  of  myself.  Adieu,  my  Dearest!  Here  they 
are,  and  I  must  leave  you. — 


Letter  106 

T.  Carlyle  to  Miss  Welsh,  Haddington 

23,  Southampton  Stuket,  PentonvillB( 
London.  15  November,  1834. 

My  Dearest, —  What  has  happened  that  you  do 
not  write?  Is  it  possible  that  that  French  Letter 
can  have  missed  you  ?  I  am  sure  I  carried  it  my- 
self to  the  Rue  jean  Jacques  Rousseau,  and  trans- 
acted for  it  with  the  greasy  pig  of  a  clerk  to  the 
uttermost  sou  ;  trusting  to  no  Suisse,  or  concierge, 
or  laquais  de  place,  that  I  might  be  sure  of  quieting 
your  anxieties  and  in  due  time  of  having  my  own 
quieted.  Alas !  no  Letter  waited  for  me  at  Dover  ; 
nothing  but  one  poor  dole  of  insipidity  from  a 
**  friend  "  in  Edinburgh,  and  another  of  affected 
sentimentality  from  the  "noble  Mrs.  Montagu"  at 
London ;  not  a  line  from  Dumfriesshire,  not  a  line 
from  Jane  !  Has  aught  happened  —  to  me  or  to 
you  ?  I  cannot  say  that  I  am  absolutely  miserable  on 
this  account;  but  a  Letter  from  you  would  be  par- 
ticularly precious  at  this  very  time.  I  make  no  grun 
of  doubt  but  you  will  send  it,  the  moment  this  ar- 
rives :  you  are  very  good ;  and  these  Letters  of  ours 
are  as  it  were  the  food  of  hope  ;  among  the  most 
valuable  blessings  of  life  to  both  of  us.  Are  they 
not?  Then  let  us  become  better  correspondents, 
kinder  and  more  frequent,  every  day  ! 

VOL.  n  —  3 
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For  myself  I  engage  to  improve  mightily  at  no 
distant  date.  And  much  need  I  have;  for  through- 
out the  last  four  months,  I  can  scarcely  recollect  of 
writing  to  you  one  page  of  good  sense,  or  any  toler- 
able picture  even  of  my  own  perceptions  of  it.  I 
have  been  so  hurried  to  and  tro,  so  tossed  about 
in  never-ceasing  vicissitude  of  all  kinds,  that  I 
have  scarcely  known  my  right  hand  from  my  left; 
and  for  thinking,  it  has  been  impossible  as  flying. 
Srrange  destiny!  That  one,  master  of  his  own 
movements,  and  to  whom  repose  and  regularity 
are  the  essence  of  existence,  should  have  been  so 
whirled  from  capital  to  capital,  and  land  to  land,  as 
I  have  been  of  late !  At  last,  however,  thank 
Heaven  !  tt  is  over:  after  all  these  wanderings,  I  am 
seated  in  this  cjuiet  airy  Street,  in  my  own  trim  and 
comfortable  apartments,  by  a  hearth  of  which  1  am 
sole  lord  and  master ;  at  liberty  to  live  according  to 
the  dictates  of  my  own  will,  which  I  mav  guide  in 
part  by  those  of  reason,  if  I  happen  to  possess  any 
reason.  Tomorrow  1  commence  a  mcdttated  plan 
of  life  and  labour :  I  will  study  and  write,  and  try 
if  I  can  gather  any  touch  of  health  and  wisdom ; 
and  to  you  I  will  send  a  thousand  thoughts  and 
warmest  wishes  daily,  and  long  Letters  every  week  ; 
r  Letters  as  from  your  friend,  your  brother,  one 
^'ho  loves  you  more  than  fifty  thousand  brothers, 
JBnd  regards  your  love  as  the  jewel  of  his  life 
What  a  thing  for  me  to  be  your  guardian  and  coun- 
sellor and  n^rx^nsj^eunJ,  sclectwl  from  all  others, 
honoured  before  all  I  Shall  I  ntver  be  more  worthy 
of  the  honour?  Oh  !  that  I  were  worthy  of  it !  I 
should  be  the  best  and  happiest  man  beneath  the 
sun.     But  patience!  patience!     Better  times  will 
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Oq  reaching  London,  after  my  French  excursion, 
I  tarried  but  one  night  in  the  Orator's,  and  pro- 
ceeded next  morning  to  establish  myself  in  Lodg- 
ings. Lodgings  I  selected  as  the  most  eligible; 
tho'  the  noble  Mrs.  Montagu  and  various  other 
noble  persons  solicited  the  "  pleasure  of  accommo- 
dating '  my  most  sick  person  and  contentious  spirit. 
The  people  have  a  touch  of  kindness  in  them ;  and 
do  what  1  will,  they  persist  in  reckoning  me  a  kind 
of  genius,  and  the  glory  of  protecting  and  consoling 
an  afflicted  genius  all  the  world  knows  and  covets. 
Genius,  forsooth !  a  most  notable  genius  1  It  is 
ver)"  good  in  these  people;  but  really  their  protec- 
tion IS  a  trouble  to  mc.  For  their  kind  feelings, 
God  knows  I  thank  them  from  the  bottom  of  my 
heart ;  but  farther  it  is  not  suitable  at  present.  Here 
in  my  own  quarters,  I  am  free  as  atr,  and  except 
society, have  all  I  want:  I  am  lonely,  but  I  mean 
also  to  be  busy ;  and  as  old  Quixote  aatd,  and  as  I 
have  often  said  after  him,  "if  it  were  but  a  crust  of 
bread  and  a  cup  of  water  that  Heaven  has  given 
thee,  rejoice  that  thou  hast  none  but  Heaven  to 
thank  for  it !  "  A  man  that  is  not  standing  on  his 
own  feet  in  regard  to  economical  affairs,  soon  ceases 
to  be  a  man  at  all.  Poor  Coleridge  is  like  the  hulk 
of  a  huge  ship;  his  masts  and  sails  and  rudder  have 
rotted  quite  away.  —  Once,  while  in  Birmingham,  I 
thought  of  boarding  with  the  Orator,  and  actually 
proposed  some  scheme  of  the  sort:  1  now  heartily 
rejoice  that  we  never  came  to  terms.  The  presence 
of  Him  seems  to  have  overset  the  Orator's  house- 
hold and  his  mind  too:  his  "dear  Isabella"  ts 
engaged  in  nursing  it,  let  the  house  go  how  it  will ; 
and  Irving 's  talk  and  thoughts  return  with  a  resist- 
less  bias   to  the  same  charming  topic^  sCMt  from 
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where  they  please.  Visit  him  at  any  time,  you  find 
him  dry-nursing  his  off-spring;  speak  to  him,  he 
directs  your  attention  to  the  form  of  its  nose,  the 
manner  of  its  waking  and  sleeping  and  feeding  and 
digesting;  he  dandles  it  fondly  and  gracefully  us  a 
she-bear  does  her  cub;  he  asks  you  twice  a  minute 
(if  he  dare  ask)  whether  it  is  not  a  pretty  boy; 
sometimes  he  attempts  a  hideous  chaunt  to  it  by 
way  of  lullaby.  But  what  is  best  of  all,  he  main- 
tains that  this  is  exercising  generosity,  and  forgetting 
selfl  I  advised  him  to  send  for  Mr.  Horsenail's 
babe,  a  bigger  and  a  heavier  one  than  his,  and  nurse 
it :  but  he  refused  to  be  so  generous.  Good  Irving  ! 
I  prize  his  friendship,  and  his  conversation  on  any 
suDJect  but  Him,  which  is  one  which  I  have  long 
since  utterly  cut:  but  for  tivingwith  him,  I  am  glad 
that  his  circumstances  and  mine  forbade  me  to  make 
trial  of  it. 

Since  I  settled  here,  for  the  last  three  days,  I  have 
done  nothing  but  meditate  in  solemn  solitude  on  the 
state  of  my  affairs.     That   I  am  one  of  the  most 
pitiful  and  miserable  of  the  sons  of  Adam  is  a  fact 
with  which  I  was  long  ago  familiar:  how  to  help 
the  evil,  to  grow  less  pitiful  and  miserable  is  the 
question  I  am  now  debating.     True  I  am  sick,  for- 
ever sick,  and  isolated  from  the  world ;  and  cannot 
for  a  thousand  paltry  hindrances  get  any  part  of  my 
small  fraction  of  a  mind  exerted  or  developed  :  but 
what  of  that?     Life  with  all  its  ditficulties,  Mr.  C, 
and  this  very  sickness  the  crowning  curse  of  all,  is 
.  the  problem  given  you  to  solve;  the  chaos  out  of 
/  which  your  understanding  (if  any)  is  to  bring  out 
order  and  happiness  and  beauty:  you  are  now  free, 
I    Mr.  C,  unfettered  in  your  movements;  help  your- 
'    Klf;  accomplish  this  solution;  regulate  this  chaos ; 
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or  go  down  to  the  Devil,  and  break  some  hearts 
that  are  dearer  to  you  than  existence  —  whichever 
you  prefer.  —  Such  is  the  order  of  the  day:  I  am 
summoning  every  particle  of  strength  within  me  to 
fulfil  it.  Ihave  got  all  my  implements  and  neces- 
saries arranged,  or  in  the  way  of  being  so;  and 
tomorrow  morning  I  begin  to  live  by  rule!  I  mean 
to  work  and  walk,  and  visit  and  rest,  at  stated  hours  ; 
already  I  have  returned  to  the  rigorous  practice  of 
the  Badams  system  ;  I  have  thrown  away  my  French 
cigars  and  all  similar  enjoyments,  and  taken  to  sub- 
sist on  the  third'ftart  or  an  ordinary  ration  of  food 
per  day.  The  first  sheet  of  SchilUr^  I  expect  to- 
morrow ;  I  will  work  at  it  and  other  things,  in  spttc 
of  the  Fiend  and  all  his  emissaries.  In  these  six  or 
eight  weeks  too,  I  may  begin  to  understand  some- 
thmg  of  London  and  its  resources ;  if  my  beggarly 
health  be  improved,  I  may  continue;  if  not,  there 
is  Scotland,  and  ^rdening,  and  riding,  and  kindness 
that  will  never  fail  me,  never  tho'  all  else  should 
&il.  Next  Letter  1  hope  to  tell  you  that  my  plan 
prospers,  and  that  I  ana  making  progress  tho*  it 
were  an  inch  per  day.  /_Occupation,  the  strenuous 
exertion  of  our  faculties  in  fulfilling  the  purposes  of 
our  conscience  and  will,  I  hold  to  be  the  only  pana- 
cea for  the  sulferings  of  a  mortal.  ^  I  know  it,  and 
have  long  known  it;  strange  that  I  should  practise 
it  so  tittle! 

Now,  my  dearest  and  best  Jane,  are  you  heartily 
sick  of  me  and  my  plans,  and  most  long-winded 
expositions  and  details?  No,  you  are  not:  for  we 
arc  friends,  friends  forever,  one  in  aiFection,  one  in 
interests.  I  wish  much  that  wc  knew  each  other's 
wants  and  difficulties  more  minutely.  Will  you  send 
me  a  detail  as  long  and  candid?    O  that  1  were  near 
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you,  that  I  saw  you  every  day  and  hour !  A  thou- 
sand thoughts  of  you  flit  across  my  soul,  and  die 
unuttered;  and  when  I  write>  nothing  will  go  down 
on  piper,  that  I  most  wish  conveyed  to  you.  Can 
you  interpret  for  me?  Have  you  too  a.  heart  that 
fccis  like  mine?  Arc  you  kind  to  me?  Do  you 
believe  that  with  all  my  follies  from  within,  and 
mean  obstructions  from  without,  I  wish  to  be  an 
honest  man,  and  love  you  as  I  love  my  life?  Then 
be  still  good  to  rae,  and  we  will  never  part  in  this 
world  or  the  next!  "  Fool !  what  puts  parting  in 
thy  head  f "  I  know  not,  unless  it  be  that  1  am  a 
fool.  Last  night  I  was  searching  and  sorting  the 
contents  of  my  desk,  unopened  since  I  left  Scotland; 
there  lay  a  little  heart  cut  in  paper,  and  another  half- 
cut  within  it,  in  the  manner  of  your  keep-lessons; 
on  the  inner  one  too  stood  the  word  "  Ilomeless," 
written  in  what  I  thought  your  hand!  Has  this 
little  paper-heart  been  yours,  and  how  in  Heaven's 
name  came  it  hither?  Ten  dirges  arc  not  equal  to 
expressing  the  wae  affection,  the  ff^ehmutige  Sebn- 
sucht  [sad  longing]  that  I  viewed  it  with:  I  could 
have  cried  if  ihad  liked;  hue  I  did  not;  I  merely 
laid  it  by  in  my  safest  recess,  beside  some  other  val- 
uables, pronounced  myself  to  be  a  very  weak  young 
man  (as  well  I  might),  and  went  on  with  the  task  of 
burning  dull  Letters  and  all  the  trash  of  verses  I 
could  hy  my  hands  on.  Poor  little  heart!  Do  not 
laugh  at  me  and  it,  you  Gypsy  t  I  swear  ic  was 
exceedingly  pathetic 

1  designed  to  write  at  lai^  about  your  coming 
hither;  for  the  Orator  has  got  a  Letter,  he  says  and 
you  are  to  come !  Heaven  grant  you  were  here  in 
safety !  I  myself  will  escort  vou  home.  Tell  me 
fiU  about  it  when  you  write :  1  am  to  be  your  cice- 
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rone  here  ?  I  have  scarce  visited  one  of  the  Lions, 
that  we  might  enjoy  the  pleasures  of  wonder  to- 
gether. .The  Orator  is  partly  a  fool,  so  is  his  dear 
Isabel  U;  yet  both  of  them  are  kind  and  f,ood,  and 
he  does  love  you  with  the  sort  of  love  wnereof  his 
nature  is  susceptible^  You  will  be  happy  for  a 
month!  Come!  Come! —  But  when  will  you  write? 
Or  why  have  yon  not  written  ere  now?  If  it  was 
mere  idleness  1  will  forgive  you ;  but  if  it  was  indif- 
ffrtme  to  mc  —  to  mt!  I  will  never  forgive  you, 
while  I  live.     So  look  to  it !  — 

Is  the  SchiUtr  done  or  begun  yet?  It  will  be 
wanted  in  some  weeks:  I  will  take  no  excuse;  if  you 
cannot  do  that,  do  somctliinc  else.  How  do  you 
go  on  with  your  pupil?  Tell  me  about  Hadding- 
ton, as  far  as  it  concerns  yourself.  What  of  the 
DugaU  treature?  What  o'f  the  little  Doctor?  — 
Oh,  do  write  in  one  moment!  Be  a  good  girl  and 
do!  My  kindest  respects  to  your  Mother:  I  have 
a  three- halt-penny  present  for  her  from  the  Palait 
Royolj  which  will  make  her  laugh  to  look  at  it. 
There  is  also  a  grcy-complcxioncd  Play-book '  for 
you.  —  It  is  quite  dark;  and  the  Post-hour  is  ar- 
rived! Write,  my  Angel,  write!  I  am  yours  for- 
ever and  ever, 

T,    CAdLrLE. 

Letter  107 

Mirs  fFtlsk  to  T.  Carlyie,  3^^  Southampton-streel, 
PentonviUt,  London 

Haddington,  18  November,  *  1824.* 

Mv  Dear,  —  What  is  all  this  about?  I  received 
your  French  Letter  on  the  6th  or  7  th;  I  answered 

'  A  copy  of  "  Moliire." 
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it  on  the  loth,^  which  I  think  was  as  soon  as  a 
reasonable  person  would  have  expected ;  and  before 
my  Letter  has  time  to  be  at  Dover,  you  write  again 
to  ask  "  what  has  happened " !  Was  there  ever 
such  an  impatient  gentleman  i  However  it  must 
have  been  my  Good  Genius  that  put  it  in  your  head 
to  write  the  last  Letter :  it  arrived  here  so  oppor- 
tunely,— just  five  minutes  after  myself, — and  helped 
to  dissipate  the  sadness  which  I  always  feel  when  I 
return  hither,  and  miss  the  welcome  which  once 
made  home<oming  delightful  to  me.  How  often 
do  your  Letters  bnng  mc  comfort.  Dearest!  1  wish 
there  was  a  glass  window  in  my  heart,  that  you  might 
look  into  it.  You  can  never  know  by  words  how 
much  I  love  you>  and  how  gratefully  I  feci  your 
kindness. 

Well,  here  I  am  once  more,  fiiU  of  new  plans  and 
resolutions.  Heaven  grant  they  may  not  end  in 
smoke!  I  tuill  be  diligent  this  Winter,  —  will,  if 
the  Fates  will  only  let  me.  But  of  this  I  am  not  at 
all  clear,  ^or  the  last  six  weeks,  I  have  seldom 
been  three  oay-s  at  a  time  without  pain  in  my  headj) 
and  now  the  gaieties  of  the  Festival  and  the  alarm 
of  the  Fire'  have  made  me  even  worse  than  usual. 
The  Newspapers  will  have  informed  you  of  this 
calamitous  business;  unfortunately  I  was  at  George- 
square,  when  it  happened;  and  Mr.  Bradfute  bcmg 
a  par^  concerned,  we  were  kept,  while  it  lasted,  in 
continual  agitation.  I  verily  believe  another  night 
of  it  would  nave  killed  me.  The  hubbub  of  Tues- 
day' increased  my  headache  to  such  a  degree  that  I 

*  This  Letter  hai  been  lost. 

'  The  greic  fire  in  ihc  OIJ  Tovrn  of  Edinburgh,  on  ihe  151I1, 
l6th,  uid  t/ib  days  of  November,  1814. 

*  Perliaps  the  d»y  in  which  Mi»  WeUh  and  her  molhcr  re. 
luracd  to  Haddington. 
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was  quite  insensible  for  several  hours.  I  am  still  in 
a  very  shattered  condition;  and  not  at  all  fit  for 
writing  or  doing  anything  that  requires  the  least  ef- 
fort ol  thought.  However  I  expect  that  the  air  of 
home  and  a  few  nights  of  sound  sleep  will  set  me  all 
to  rights  again.  1  would  have  waited  till  1  was  able 
to  write  at  greater  length,  only  that,  in  case  my  other 
Letter  has  not  reached  you,  you  might  be  fancying 
matters  worse  than  they  are. 

Your  present  plan  of  life  is  quite  to  my  mind  : 
follow  it  out  manfully,  and  all  will  be  well.  T  com- 
mence my  plan  on  Monday,  if  I  am  well  by  that 
time.     I  have  done  nothing  yet,  but  bring  order 

out  of  ihe  chaos  of  Miss  G 's  goods  and  chattels. 

I  wish  you  had  been  at  the  opening  of  her  enor- 
mous black  trunk.  There  were  books,  clothes, 
drawings,  shoes,  artificial  fiowcni,  plumcakcs,  paste- 
beads  and  Lord  knows  what,  all  jumbled  together 
in  the  most  hopeless  disorder.  Unless  she  can  be 
taught  mcthodj  I  do  not  know  what  will  become  of 
me.  She  goes  to  bed  with  my  night-cap  on,  walks 
off  in  the  morning  with  my  combs  in  her  hair, 
steals  my  needles  and  pins  without  conscience;  in 
short  she  is  fast  taking  possession  of  everything 
that  belongs  to  me. 

Tell  me  particularly  what  the  Orator  says  about 
my  coming.  Try  and  get  my  other  Letter,  as  I 
should  not  like  to  have  it  returned  to  me. 

The  Heart  was  mine;  I  remember  writing  the 
word  upon  it  one  night  when  I  was  very  melan- 
choly ;  but  how  it  got  into  your  desk  I  cannot 
divine.  —  What  is  the  best  Italian  Dictionary? — ■ 
Be  satisfied  with  this  "  mean  epistle,  meanest  of  the 
letter  kind."* — If  I  did  not  love  you  better  than 

*  From  die  pociical  letter.  — S«e  Appendix  A,  No.  1 1. 
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any  body  in  the  world,  I  would  not  have  written 
tonight  at  all.  —  Do  not  be  uneasy  about  my  vexa- 
tious head:  I  know  It  will  be  well  in  a  day  or  two. 
God  bless  you,  my  darling  Friend.  Think  of  me 
every  hour  till  wc  meet ;  and  believe  me  yours 
forever  and  ever.     Amen ! 

Jane  Baillie  Welsh. 
Write  soon,  DcaresL 


Letter  io8 

T.  Cartyte  to  Miss  Welsh,  Haddington 

ajt  SovrHAMiTON  Strikt,  Pentonville, 
LoHDON,  4  December,  tSSf. 

Mv  Dearest,—  I  despatched  a  parcel  of  books 
and  other  ware  for  you  the  other  day,  directed  to 
the  care  of  Brother  Jonathan:  I  expect  you  will 
receive  it  sometime  early  next  week.  It  contains 
no  I.«tter;  only  a  hasty  line,  expressive  of  my 
earnest  wish  and  persuasion  that  you  would  write  to 
me  directly  on  its  arrival.  .  .  . 

Both  your  Letters  are  in  my  possession  :  kind 
creature  that  you  arc  to  write  to  me  so  pointedly 
and  faithfully!  I  should  have  been  in  a  wofiil 
pucker  had  you  trusted  to  the  Dover  Postmaster ; 
the  friendly  sheet  would  have  Iain  two  months  in 
their  Dead-letter  Office  here,  and  never  reached  mt 
at  all.  But  my  anxieties  were  cleared  away  ;  you 
sent  a  little  messenger  of  peace  and  a0cction  out  to 
greet  me;  it  circulated  thro'  all  the  chaotic  corre- 
spondence of  this  busy  Island,  and  found  me  in  my 
solitude  at  the  anticipated  hour,  and  cheered  my 
heart   with  images  of  p.ist  and  future   happiness. 
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Hven  your  sickness  1  have  striven  to  make  ligKc  of: 
I  will  not  let  myself  txrlieve  that  it  is  more  than 
tcmporarv ;  and  the  serious  mood  you  partly  owe 
to  it,  is  tfiat  in  which  to  mc  you  are  by  lar  most 
interesting.  Do  not  mock  and  laugh,  however 
gracefully,  when  you  can  help  it!  But  for  your 
own  sake,  I  had  almost  rather  sec  you  sad.  It  is 
the  earnest,  affectionate,  warm-hearted,  enthusiastic 
Jane  that  I  love;  the  acute,  sarcastic,  dear-ughted, 
derisive  Jane  I  can  at  best  but  ajmire.  Is  it  not  a  pity 
you  had  such  a  turn  that  way  ?  "  Pity  rather  that 
the  follies  of  the  world,  and  yours  among  the  num- 
ber, Mr.  Quack,  should  so  often  call  for  casdga- 
tion  !  "  Well,  well!  be  it  so  then  !  A  wilful  man, 
and  still  more  a  wilful  woman,  must  and  will  have 
her  way.  After  all,  you  arc  a  good  girl,  take  you 
as  we  like  \  1  have  a  small  touch  of  love  for  you  at 
the  bottom  of  my  heart  in  spite  of  everything. 
"  yoila  quelque  chose  dev ilish  strange  !"  as  Strachey 
said:  I  scarcely  think  you  can  believe  it.  —  Now 
let  us  turn  over  a  new  leaf  in  the  paper,  and  still 
more  in  the  subject! 

I  am  meditating  with  as  rigid  an  intensity  as 
ever,  on  the  great  focus  of  all  purposes  at  present, 
the  arranging  of  my  future  life.  Here  is  no  light 
business,  and  no  want  of  eagerness  in  me  to  see  it 
done !  As  yet,  I  have  made  no  way  or  very  little  ; 
but  already  I  am  far  happier  than  I  was,  from  the 
mere  consideration  that  my  destiny,  with  all  its 
manifold  entanglements,  perplexing  and  tormenting 
as  they  are,  is  now  submitted  to  my  own  manage- 
ment. Freedom  is  the  very  life  of  man  !  ■  Let  diffi- 
culties oppress  you  as  they  please,  do  but  satisfy  your 
conscience  that  you  are  straining  every  nerve  to 
remedy  them,  and   the  very  search  for  peace,  in 
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some  degree  is  peace.'  Of  my  projects  I  can  give 
no  description ;  they  fluctuate  from  day  to  day  ; 
and  many  of  them  are  not  of  a  kind  to  be  explained 
in  writing.  Why  will  you  not  come  directly,  that 
I  might  talk  with  you  for  months,  and  persuade 
you  and  be  persuaded  ?  One  item  lies  at  the  bot- 
tom of  almost  every  scheme  I  form  :  it  is  a  detei^ 
mination  to  have  some  household  of  my  own ; 
some  abode  which  I  may  be  lord  of,  tho'  it  were  no 
better  than  the  Cynic's  tub;  some  abiding  home, 
which  I  may  keep  myself  in  peace  by  the  hope  of 
improving,  not  of  changing  for  another.  I  have 
lived  too  long  in  tents,  a  wandering  Bedouin ;  the 
fruit  of  my  toils  wasted,  or  spent  in  the  day  that 
witnessed  them  :  I  feel  the  sad  effects  of  that  ar- 
rangement;  every  hour  they  arc  becoming  sadder. 
The  point,  then,  is  to  alter  it,  to  find  the  means  of 
altering  it.  O  ^ou  detested  Fiend,  Disease  I  most 
hideous  of  the  progeny  of  Tophet !  Could  1  but 
meet  thee  in  some  questionable  shape,  tho'  it  were 
frightful  as  the  Hyrcanian  Tiger,  that  I  might 
grapple  with  thee,  and  kill  thee,  and  scatter  thy 
inigments  to  the  four  winds  of  heaven !  but  it  is 
vain  to  imprecate:  ^rnulphus  himself  could  make 
no  impression  here.  ,'  I  am  sick,  and  must  recover; 
and  if  so,  in  sickness  itself  provide  the  helps  for 
getting  out  of  iL  Till  then  my  mind  lies  spell- 
bound, the  best  of  my  talents  (Mess  the  mark  !) 
shut  up  even  from  my  own  view,  and  the  thought 
of  writing  anything  beyond  mere  drudgery  is  vain. 
I  see  aJl  this :  but  I  will  also  see  the  plan  of  con- 
quering it,  if  it  can  be  conquercdiJ  I  must  settle 
myselfdown  within  reach  of  Edinburgh  or  London: 
I  must  divide  my  time  between  mental  and  bodily 
exercises ;  if  the  latter  could  be  turned  to  profit^ 
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could  be  r^Iarly  fixed  and  ordered  by  necessity  of 
any  kind,  J  should  regard  che  point  as  gained. 
Had  i  land  of  my  own,  I  should  instantly  be 
tempted  to  become  a — Farmer!  Laugh  out- 
right! But  it  is  very  true.  1  think  how  I  should 
mount  on  horseback  in  the  grey  of  the  morning; 
and  go  forth  like  a  destroying  angel  among  my 
lazy  ninds  ;  Quickening  every  sluggisn  hand;  culti- 
vating and  clearing,  tilling  and  planting,  dll  the 
place  became  a  very  garden  round  me !  In  the 
intermediate  hours,  I  could  work  at  literature;  thus 
eompelitd  to  live  according  to  the  wants  of  nature, 
in  one  twelvemonth,  I  should  be  the  healthiest 
man  in  three  parishes  ;  and  then  —  if  I  snid  or  did 
nothing  notable,  it  were  my  own  blame,  or  nature's 
only.  This,  you  say,  is  Utopian  dreaming,  not 
the  sober  scheme  of  a  man  in  his  senses.  I  am 
sorry  for  it;  sorry  that  nothing  half  so  likely  to 
save  me  comes  within  the  circuit  of  my  capabilities  : 
I  must  try  to  make  the  nearest  possible  approxima- 
tion to  it.  A  sinecure ! '  God  bless  thee !  my 
Darling,  I  could  not  touch  a  sinecure  tho*  twenty 
of  my  friends  (not  one  of  whom  has  any  shadow 
of  a  wish  or  power  that  way)  should  volunteer  to 
offer  it.  Keineiwe^i !  [By  no  means !]  It  is  no 
part  of  my  plan  to  eat  the  bread  of  idleness,  so 
long  as  I  have  the  force  of  a  sparrow  left  in  rae 
to  procure  the  honest  bread  of  industry.  Irving, 
too!  Good  Irving!  His  thoughts  arc  friendly, 
but  he  expresses  them  like  a  goose.  "  Help  me  to 
the  uttermost!"  If  he  can  help  himscli  to  get 
along  **  the  path  thro*  life,"  it  is  all    that  I  shall 

'  The  mention  of  i  lineajre  «nd  help  from  Irving  w  die  uttcr- 
DiMt  is  probaliiy  in  rcpl^v  lo  sumeihing  whicb  MIu  Wclth  had  mi  J 
in  th*  loH  LcucT  of  loch  Novcmbci, 
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ask  of  him.  If  his  own  shins  are  safe  at  the  jouN 
ncy's  end  (a  point  on  which  there  arc  many  doubts), 
let  him  hang  a  votire  tablet  up,  and  go  to  bed  in 
peace:  I  shall  manage  mine.  There  is  no  use  in 
"helps";  the  grown-up  man  that  cannot  be  his 
own  help  ought  to  solicit  his  discharge  from  the 
church  militant,  and  turn  him  to  some  milder 
region,  by  the  very  earliest  conveyance.  For  affec- 
tion or  the  faintest  imitadon  of  it,  a  man  should 
feel  obliged  to  his  very  dog;  but  for  the  gross 
assistance  of  patronage,  or  purse,  let  him  pause  be- 
fore accepting  them  from  any  one  ;  let  him  utterly 
refuse  thcra  except  from  beings  that  are  enshrined 
in  his  heart  of  hearts,  and  from  whom  no  chance 
can  divide  him.  It  is  the  law  in  Yarmouth  that 
"  every  herring  hang  by  its  own  head";  except  in 
cases  singularly  wretched,  or  singularly  happy,  that 
judicious  principle,  I  think,  should  also  govern  life. 
But  it  IS  time  to  turn  from  these  most  selfish 
speculadons,  to  you,  whom  I  should  not  overburden, 
trio'  I  feel  that  1  have  not  wearied  you,  with  talking 
of  them.  When,  when  shall  I  see  you  ?  You  can* 
not  think  what  need  I  have,  for  a  thousand  reasons, 
to  discourse  with  you  at  lai^e  and  long.  How 
many  things  are  there  which  it  is  necessary  for  me 
to  understand,  how  many  counsels  and  explanationa 
and  exhortations  to  give  and  to  receive  I  Could 
you  not  come  forthwith  ?  There  is  no  end  to  this 
Cousin  and  his  doubts.  And  what  a  thing  would  It 
be,  if  I  were  eone  when  you  arrived !  fhcy  are 
getting  on  with  that  printing  business,  at  a  snail's 
pace  ;  but  six  or  seven  weeks  will  set  them  thro'  it ; 
and  then  I  have  nothing  to  detain  me  here.  My 
future  movements  muse  be  regulated  by  the  fiicc 
of  circumsunccs :  in  my  present  situadoa,  I  have 


i8a+.l 


JANE  WELSH 


♦7 


no  intention  to  continue.  The  Orator  is  gone  for 
two  weeks,  or  I  would  ssk.  him  about  your  weary 
Ttsit>  this  rery  day.  He  is  not  misleading  you 
,  about  his  house:  like  most  London  houses  it  ts 
hampered  and  unsubstantial ;  you  mil  6nd  your 
accommodation  far  below  what  you  have  been 
accustomed  to  at  home.  Mrs.  Irvmg  is  no  bad  per- 
son :  kindliness  and  affectation  are  her  leading  feat- 
ures; what  a  pudder  there  will  be  when  vou  arrive! 
For  the  Winter,  she  has  a  Sister  with  ncr;  rather 
less  unbeautiful  and  more  affected  and  about  as 
kindly.  Of  neither  will  you  make  an  intimate,  or 
more  than  a  frank  but  trivial,  cvcry-<lay  com- 
panion; and  it  will  be  incumbent  on  you  daily 
to  take  some  little  pains  with  Him.  On  the 
whole,  I  fear  I  am  sclisn  in  wishing  you  so  much  to 
come.  As  a  Town  London  is  not  worth  looking 
at  for  above  a  week;  and  I  know  scarcely  one  or 
two  of  Irving's  friends  whom  you  arc  likely  to  take 
pleasure  in,  or  draw  advantage  from.  There  is  no 
truly  intellectual  person  in  his  list;  scarcely  indeed, 
in  London.  For  my  part,  at  least,  I  must  say  that 
I  have  r3.11cn  in  with  none:  anything  resembling  a 
"  great  man,  "  a  man  exercised  with  sublime  thoughts 
and  emotions,  able  even  to  participate  in  such,  and 
throw  any  light  on  them,  is  a  treasure  I  have  yet  to 
meet  with.  Nevertheless,  it  has  much  in  it,  this 
monster  of  a  city,  that  will  amuse  you  and  awaken 
you  to  new  thoughts;  and  with  all  its  imperfections 
it  is  London,  the  London  everyone  delights  to  see 
or  to  have  seen.  I  have  held  up  the  soberest  view 
of  it;  and  still,  I  think,  I  would  have  you  risk  it  for 
s  few  weeks.  It  would  be  so  delightful  for  us  hoik  to 
see  it ;  and  I  would  escort  you  home  in  person  !  The 
Orator's  house  is  as  ready  now,  as  it  will  ever  be ; 
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and  for  your  Cousin  he  is  not  to  be  counted  on. 
1'ell  me  what  you  think  ;  and  1  will  question  the 
Orator  the  moment  he  returns.  I  think,  either 
you  should  make  up  your  mind  to  come  soon,  or 
for  the  present  to  renounce  the  project  altogether. 
Perhaps  it  is  only  that  I  w/'j/i  it  so,  and  helteve  that 
J  "  think  "  it.  Consider  my  temptations ;  and  take 
them  into  the  account.  —  But  enough  of  this  topic! 
Far  too  much  of  it,  considering  its  real  importance! 
Let  us  deade  it,  and  be  done  with  it.  —  Now  will 
you  write  to  me,  write  ail  that  is  in  your  heart? 
Would  that  there  were  a  "glass-window"  in  that 
best  of  hearts,  and  that  I  (alone)  could  read  what 
passed  within  it!  How  many  things  might  then 
perhaps  be  clear  and  Axed,  which  now  arc  dim  and 
fluctuating !  but  the  time  is  coming,  the  time  that 
will  decide.  Shall  I  love  you  forever,  or  am  I  a 
fool  for  loving  you  at  all  ?  I  will  love  you  to  the  end 
of  time,  betide  what  may  !  Now,  write,  write,  meirte 
Eigent ;  vmtc  soon  and  largely,  and  tell  me  all,  all !  — 
The  moment  you  get  the  parcel,  if  not  before!  — 
Adieu  my  Dearest !  I  am  thine  wholly  and  forever  ! 

T.  Carlvle. 

I  am  stirring  in  the  matter  of  Schiller's  Works ; 
between  a  I^ndon  and  an  Edinburgh  Bookseller, 
I  have  little  choice :  if  I  can  find  one  in  either  city 
to  my  mind,  I  will  engage.  If  not,  which  is  likely 
enough,  I  can  take  to  something  else.  There  are 
twenty  things  !  —  Have  you  begun  /fero  and  Lean- 
dcr?     Try  it  by  all  means  ! 

I  will  send  you  some  prose  to  translate  and  he 
printid,  if  you  like :  but  not  till  your  head  is  quite 
recovered.  How  are  you  ?  What  a  wretch  I  shall 
be,  if  I  have  been  rocking  myself  in  idle  hopes  and 
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you  have  all  this  while  been  sick  !  Tell  me  I  Tell 
me  !  And  if  you  love  me,  be  on  your  guard  !  I 
will  yet  persuade  myself  that  it  is  nothing  J 

Letter  109 

Miss  Welsh   to   T.  Carlyle,  2J,  Southampton-street^ 
Pentonville,  London 

Haddington,   19  December,  '  1824,' 

Best  and  Dearest,  —  I  have  been  putting  oiF 
writing,  from  day  to  day,  that  1  might  be  able  to 
tell  you  of  the  arrival  of  the  parcel ;  but  as  I  am 
wearying  already  to  hear  from  you  again,  and  as  you 
may  possibly  be  feeling  anxious  about  me  in  the 
meandme,  I  will  not  put  off  an  hour  or  minute 
longer.  What  can  have  befallen  this  precious  par- 
cel F  I  begin  to  dread  it  is  gone  to  the  bottom  of 
the  sea,  or  somewhere  equally  beyond  my  reach.  It 
is  really  exceedingly  tantalizing ;  the  more  so  as  I 
had  persuaded  myself  you  would  have  the  consider- 
ation to  send  some  of  your  verses  in  it,  which  I 
am  d^ng  with  impatience  to  see.  The  Books  I  can 
more  easily  make  up  my  mind  to  lose :  the  greatest 
pleasure  which  these  could  afford  me,  the  pleasure 
of  one  more  proof  of  your  mindfulness  and  affec- 
tion, I  have  already  enjoyed  in  knowing  that  you 
sent  them.  However,  it  may  cast  up.  Perhaps 
*'  The  Queen  of  Love  doth  watch  its  way,  doth 
pity  me,  and  will  it  safe  convey  here  to  my  bosom."* 

^  Irving's  "Sonnet"  from  which  this  quontionis  taken  be^ni 
u  fbllowi : 

"  Tbou  nrea  lock  I  on  wtiicli  mioc  cja  Ao  tat 
Unwearied.      Thou  dar  emblem  of  my  Jane 
Whoie  bud  did  crop  thee  from  her  had,  fie  tot 
or  her  iRectiiHi  enr  to  remiin." 

•^■nd  10  on,  to  the  unul  fourteen  lines. 
VOL.  II  —4 
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Did  you  ever  see  Edward  Irving'a  Sonnet  "  To  a 
Lock  of  my  Lady's  Hair  which  reached  me  thro" 
hairbreadth 'scapes  ?  "  It  is  quite  Petrarchan  and, 
what  is  odd,  there  is  not  one  word  of  Isabella  in  it 
from  banning  to  end. 

So  you  would  have  me  cither  come  to  London 
forthwith  or  give  up  the  darling  project  altogether. 
Why  give  it  up  pray?  seeing  it  docs  harm  to  no- 
body, and  serves  to  enliven  the  dulncss  of  my  life 
in  the  meanwhile?  "  Why?  because  I  shall  possi- 
bly be  gone  when  it  suits  your  convenience  to  come, 
and  in  that  case  I  would  rather  you  should  stay 
where  you  arc."  Eh  hicn  !  I  really  cannot  go  Sourh 
this  week,  —  not  even  to  accommodate  you,  Dear, — 
nor  any  week  before  the  month  of  February ;  for 
two  reasons:  First  because  1  have  no  fancy  for  a 
journey  in  the  dead  of  Winter ;  and  Secondly,  be- 
cause 1  shall  not  be  quit  of  my  Pupil  any  sooner.* 
However  it  is  by  no  means  my  intention  to  re- 
nounce the  project ;  tho'  you  have  done  your  en- 
deavour to  strip  it  of  all  poetry,  it  is  still  sufficiently 
attractive  to  nie.  There  is  no  intellectual  person, 
you  say,  on  the  Orator's  list !  Why,  what  has 
befallen  his  acquaintance?  Where  are  all  the  emi- 
nent personages,  the  very  salt  of  the  Earth,  whom 
you  and  he  told  me  of?  The  Johanna  Baillic  who 
makes  plays  and  puddings  with  the  same  facility  and 
shines  alike  as  a  Genius  and  a  sick-nurse;  the  Mrs. 
Montagu  who  combines  the  majestic  virtues  of  a 
Roman  matron  with  the  meek  graces  of  a  Christian 
lady  of  the  nineteenth  century ;  *'  who^  miihl  have 
keen   the    Mother  of  the   Gracchi,"   and  "if  the 

'  Irving  had,  in  1  Letter  of  10th  Miy,  18341  P>'^  I^'**  ^clth 
good  uid  lolid  tcuodi  for  postponing  his  inviuiion  of  her  dll  the 
"  Spring  "  of  i8is-  — S«c  Appendix  B,  Now  Three. 
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the  Mrs.  Montagu, 


icncc 
in  short,  who  tnught  Edward 
Tour  *'  Rosy-fingered  Morn,"  too,  the  Hindoo  Prin- 
cess, where  13  she?  And  Mrs.  Strachcy,  the  only 
woman  to  whom  I  ever  heard  you  give  praise  with- 
out some  mixture  of  sircasm ;  and  Barry  Cornwall ; 
and  the  "single-minded  Wilkic";  and  Coleridge, 
"  the  first  of  'I'alkers  "  ;  and  your  "  dear  Allan  Cun- 
ningham "  who  speaks  Annandale  in  such  perfec- 
tion ;  —  all  the  people,  in  short,  who  were  to  "show 
me  the  road  to  excellence,"  and  to  help  mc  to  that 
"  spiritua]  blessedness  which  my  heart  hath  not  yet 
found"?  Do  they  yet  live?  and  if  they  do,  how 
dare  you  hold  themjo  cheap  ?  Discontented  mor- 
tal that  you  are  I  flf  like  me  you  had  lived  all  yourV* 
days  in  a  little  provincial  Town,  you  would  know' 
better  how  to  appreciate  such  good  company^^  Oh 
no !  it  is  not  the  fear  of  being  disappointed'  in  the 
people,  and  still  less  is  it  the  vulgar  fear  of  being 
ill-accommodatcd,  which  disinclines  mc  to  the  Lon- 
don visit.  It  is  the  little  dependence  which  I  place 
on  the  Orator's  and  his  Wife's  feelings  towards  mc. 
I  have  ceased  to  feel  offended  with  his  Reverence; 
but  still  1  cannot  forget  that  he  has  ^ven  me  cause 
of  offence ;  and  past  experience  makes  me  hesitate 
about  placing  my  happiness  again  in  his  power. 
Besides  1  strongly  suspect  that  this  invitation  pro- 
ceeds not  so  much  from  any  present  wish,  as  from 
the  necessity  of  fulfilling  a  long  engagement.  For 
his  Wife,  unless  she  is  a  very  different  woman  from 
what  I  take  her  to  be,  she  will  hardly  forgive  me 
for  the  good  I  have  done  her :  the  recovery  of  a 
faithless  lover,  I  should  think,  is  a  benefit  for  which 
one  woman  is  not  Itkely  to  be  very  grateful  to  an- 

1  These  c^uoutions  arc  froio  Irviag'a  Lcucn  to  Mits  Welsh. 
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Other.'  —  But  in  the  name  of  verbosity,  what  13  It 
to  you  and  me  whether  Isabella  Martin  loves  or 
hates  me;  or  whether  Isabella's  Husband  is  dis* 
posed  to  help  me  to  the  uttermost  or  to  leave  mc 
to  assist  myself?  Thank  Heaven  I  have  "  a  heart 
for  either  fare." '  I  shall  see  from  the  Orator's 
manner  of  renewing  his  invitation,  if  Kc  wishes  mc 
to  come  or  not,  and  I  will  go  or  stay  accordingly. 
Do  you  say  nothing  more  to  him  about  the  matter, 
and  unsay  anything  which  in  the  imprudence  of 
your  heart  you  may  have  said. 

Whichever  way  it  is  settled,  I  daresay  I  shall  out- 
live another  season.  To  be  sure,  I  have  no  society 
here,  at  least  none  that  deserves  the  name ;  but  I 
have  long  been  learning  to  do  without;  and,  for  the 
rest,  my  situation  at  present  is  far  from  desperate. 
I  am  at  home,  my  own  "  sweet  home  " ;  my  head  is 
as  well  as  it  is  likely  to  be  in  this  world ;  and  I  am 
setting  all  my  strength  to  fulfil  the  dictaia  of  my  wilt 
and  conscience.  The  greatest  drawback  to  my  com- 
fort at  present  is  Miss  G.  Teaching,  1  find,  is  not 
the  most  amusing  thing  on  earth;  in  fact,  with  a 
stupid  lump  for  a  Pupil,  it  Is  about  the  most  irk- 
some. I  cannot  think  yet  what  tempted  my  Mother 
to  involve  me  in  such  a  task,  or  me  to  suffer  my- 
self to  be  involved  in  it.  When  the  thing  was  pro- 
posed to  me,  my  Intellect  (I  believe)  was  bewildered 
by  the  Highlander's  tumbling  feats ;  and  that  is  my 
only  excuse.     Can  you  Imagine  a  more  prepostcr- 

'  Sk  Ap[>a)(lii  B,  Note  Three. 

' "  Here  '•  a  dgh  to  thcae  who  love  me. 
And  a  smile  to  Uiose  who  hite ; 
And  whato-cr  iky 's  above  mt. 
Hen  '■  «  heart  for  c«ry  6te." 

BraoK,  "To  Thomai  Moore." 
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OU8  arrangement?  What  have  wc  to  do  with  Miss 
Catherine  G.,  or  Dugald  G.,  or  any  of  the  G.  family  ? 
Six  months  ago  we  did  not  know  of  their  existence. 
Would  to  Heaven,  it  had  remained  an  everlasting 
secret!  Neither  are  they  particularly  destitute,  or 
particularly  meritorious  that  we  should  take  any 
such  lively  interest  in  them.  Yet  here  am  I  day 
after  day  spending  time  and  temper  upon  this 
Dunderhead  of  a  girl,  labouring  to  reform  her 
Boarding-school  manners,  and  to  enlighten  the 
Cimmerian  darkness  of  her  understanding!  And 
the  best  of  it  is,  she  seems  to  think  all  the  while, 
she  is  doing  me  a  favour  by  enduring  my  instruc- 
tions and  advice.  Nevertheless,  I  thmk  I  should 
not  grudge  my  pains,  if  I  saw  they  were  likely  to  be 
attended  with  any  success  ;  but  ahque  ingetih  lakor 
inutdis  [without  genius  labour  is  vain]  and  my  pupil 
has  no  genius  for  anything  beyond  flowering  mushn. 
I  may  explain  and  repeat  and  lecture  and  scold  as 
long  as  I  have  lungs  left,  but  ic  is  all  to  no  purpose 
Her  mind  is  like  the  pitchers  of  the  Danaides,  it 
lets  out  faster  than  I  can  put  anything  into  it ! 
However  with  all  its  drawbacks,  this  Govcrncss- 
ship  of  mine  has  some  advantages.  In  the  6rst 
place,  it  makes  it  impossible  for  me  to  study  to  ex- 
cess, which  I  am  somewhat  apt  to  do  when  I  study 
at  all;  and  overstraining  you  have  told  me,  and  I 
really  believe  it,  is  the  reason  that  I  so  often  relax. 
My  Pupil's  music  and  drawing  and  French  and 
Italian  lessons  fill  up  so  large  a  portion  of  my  dme 
that  I  have  only  four  hours  a-day  at  my  own  dis- 
posal. Secondly,  it  affords  mc  a  pretext  for  living 
by  rule.  I  can  now  without  fear  of  disobliging  my 
Mother,  follow  out  a  plan  of  regular  occupation  in 
defiance  of  callers  and  all  such  impertinent  interrup- 
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tions :  she  cannot  with  a  good  grace  take  offence  at 
my  regularity,  seeing  that  it  is  essential  to  a  faithful 
discharge  of  the  ofBce  she  herself  has  imposed  upon 
rae.  And  lastly,  it  helps  to  keep  me  in  good-humour 
with  myself;  my  abilities,  mean  as  they  are,  are  so 
greatly  above  Miss  G.'s,  that  when  J  compare  myself 
with  her,  which  1  have  perpetual  occasion  to  do,  I 
cannot  help  entertaining  a  sort  of  self-satisfaction 
which  in  some  degree  counterbalances  the  humili- 
ation I  feci  on  comparing  myself  with  you,  or  any- 
body of  real  genius. 

Now  will  you  still  dare  to  maintain  that  1  am  not 
a  philosopher?  I  question  if  you  yourself,  Mr. 
Socrates,  could  have  found  as  much  matter  of  con- 
solation in  so  trying  a  predicament !  There  is  one 
thing  that  I  am  heartily  glad  at :  contrary  to  my  ex- 
pectations I  have  had  no  ftirther  molestation  from 
the  Dugald  Creature ;  except  that  he  is  ever  and 
anon  sending  me  books  wfiich  I  never  read,  and 
Letters  whicn  1  never  answer.  I  fancy  my  be- 
haviour at  our  meedng  in  Edinbui^h,  did  not  hold 
out  much  encouragement  to  him  to  try  a  visit;  yet 
I  believe  all  the  contemptuous ncss  of  manner  I  am 
mistress  of,  could  hardly  have  daunted  his  modest 
assurance,  if  my  Mother  had  only  given  him  an  in- 

viution.     But  luckily  for  mc,  the  G— 9  arc  already 

ex-favourites.  The  amiable  Dugald  has  grown 
somewhat  overiat  during  his  sojourn  in  the  North. 
Tiai  I  believe  19  his  crime  ;  at  least  his  emtonpoinl  is 
the  only  change  Isecinhim.  And  as  for  the  amiable 
Catherine,  on  better  acquaintance  she  is  found  to  be 
not  amiable  at  all.  She  is  good-humoured,  indeed 
imperturbably  good-humoured,  but  that  is  the  sum 
total  of  her  virtues ;  for  the  rest,  she  is  mean, 
cunning,  disgusting,  greedy,  ungrateful,  insensible, 
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stupid,  and  (what  is  most  intolerable  of  ail)  she  is 
downright  rude  to  Shandy ;  in  short,  she  no  longer 
finds  wvour  in  my  Mother's  sight. —  But  what  is 
tempting  me  to  cram  my  paper  with  such  very  un- 
interesting matters,  uninteresting  at  least  to  you  ? 
Fortunately  you  are  very  good  to  me  and  wjl!  not 
yawn  much  at  anything  that  touches  my  comfort.  — 
What  a  stupid  illegible  monstrously  long  epistle ! 
and  all  about  myself!  Not  a  word  of  you  or  your 
project  of  turning  Farmer,  of  which  I  intended  to 
nave  written  almost  exclusively. — "If  you  had 
land  of  your  own  you  would  improve  it  "  !  Suppose 
you  improve  mine?  '  It  is  to  let  at  present,  and  i 
know  none  that  has  more  need  of  improvement. 
Well,  may  God  prosper  you  in  all  your  undertak- 
ings whatever  they  arc  !  Write  largely  to  lac  in 
the  meantime,  and  be  quick  about  it,  for  I  am  long- 
ing as  much  to  hear  from  you  again  as  if  I  had  not 
seen  your  handwriting  for  six  months.  —  I  never  sent 
you  a  crossed  Letter  before,  I  believe.  Be  patient 
with  this  one,  and  I  will  promise  never  to  send  you 
another.  God  bless  you  dearest  of  Friends  and 
never  let  you  forget  me. 

Yours  auf  twig, 

Jane  Baillie  WEtsa. 


Letter  iio 
7.  CariyU  to  Afiss  JFiUht  HaJJington 

PfKTOKvius,  lo  December,  1834.. 

My  Dearest,  —  These  booksellers  are  certainly  a 
consequence  of  the  Fall  of  Adam;  they  were  sent 

'  Crngeiiputtock. 
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into  the  world  for  our  sins.  I  expected  ere  this  to 
have  been  cherishing  myself  with  your  answer  to 
my  Letter;  you  are  unpleasantly  awaiting  theirrival 
of  the  promised  parcel ;  and  I  must  keep  my  pa- 
tience for  another  week  and  a  half.  Rascally,  driv* 
elling,  two-footed  things  that  they  are !  Three 
weeks  ago  I  hurried  off  the  packet  in  the  greatest 
haste;  Jack  writes  that  it  has  not  come;  1  go  to 
ask  about  it;  and  find  it  — quietly  reposing  on  its 
shelf  in  Flcct-strcct !  They  were  sorry  ;  they  had 
not  understood ;  they  were  very  sony.  —  So  I 
brought  it  home  with  mc,  and  here  it  lies  expecting 
some  more  trustworthy  conveyance.  By  good  luck 
I  have  got  a  Council-office  frank ;  and  I  nope  this 
Letter  will  reach  you  on  Friday-night.  The  rest 
will  follow  in  due  season;  there  was  nothing  but 
a  sorry  copy  of  Moliere's  Plays,  which  I  got  for  you 
in  Paris ;  they  may  come  as  slowly  as  they  like. 
But  do  not,  1  pray  you,  delay  to  write,  the  moment 
you  get  this,  if  you  have  not  already  written:  I  am 
immeasurably  anxious  to  hear  from  you.  A  whole 
month  has  passed  without  a  word. 

In  the  aspect  of  my  own  affairs  there  iii  scarcely 
any  change  since  I  wrote  last.  The  printing  of 
SchilUr  proceeds  with  somewhat  less  tardiness  than 
I  dreaded:  today  1  got  the  seventh  sheet;  so  that 
almost  a  third  part  of  the  work  is  already  off  my 
hands.  It  is  going  to  make  a  handsome  enough 
Book  ;  rather  Tarter  than  a  volume  of  Meister,  and 
somewhat  in  the  same  style.  A  certain  Mr.  Bull, 
one  of  Irving's  geniuses,  is  engraving  a  portrait  for 
it.  I  long  to  have  the  pidfur  affair  put  past  me, 
that  t  may  be  able  to  quit  the  tumults  of  the  fFen 
(so  Cobbctt  calls  it),  and  establish  m)'self  somewhere 
more  to  my  wishes  and  wants.     My  future  move- 
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ments  are  still  as  undecided  as  ever;  only  here  I 
ought  not  to  be,  longer  than  I  cannot  help  it  If 
there  be  sleep  and  quiet  and  free  air  to  be  had  on 
Earth,  I  will  have  them ;  if  there  are  not,  I  will 
reconcile  myself  the  best  way  I  can  to  do  without 
chem;  but  not  till  I  have  found  that  there  are  not. 
The  Transladon  of  Schiller  has  made  no  advances 
towards  being  realized  :  indeed  the  first  Letter  I  had 
written  on  the  subject^  I  find  still  lying  among  these 
unhappy  books,  and  only  send  it  off  with  this. 
Patience!  Patience!  A  little  time  will  settle  all. 
If  I  can  get  no  suitable  arrangement  made  for  this, 
I  will  abandon  it,  and  take  to  something  better. 
The  very  sparrow  earns  for  itself  a  livelihood,  be- 
neath the  eaves  of  the  cottage:  if  I  the  illustrious 
Mr.  Thomas  Carlyle  cannot,  then  let  me  be  sent  to 
the  Australian  Continent  directly.  Faint-hearted 
mortal !  These  scribblers  round  thcc  arc  a  mere 
canaille  :  struggle  thro'  ten  thousand  of  them,  or  go 
to  pot  —  as  thou  deservest. 

Irving  advises  me  to  stay  in  London  ;  partly  with 
a  friendly  feeling,  partly  with  a  half-selfish  one,  for 
he  would  fain  keep  me  near  him.  Among  all  his 
followers  there  is  none  whose  intercourse  can  satisfy 
him  ;  any  other  than  him  it  would  go  far  to  disgust. 
Great  part  of  them  are  blockheads,  a  few  are  fools ; 
there  is  no  rightly  intellcrtual  man  among  them. 
Then  he  speculates  and  speculates,  and  would  rather 
have  me  contradict  him  rationally,  at  least  now  and 
then  he  would,  than  gape  at  him  with  the  vacant 
stare  of  children  viewing  "the  Grand  Turk's  Palace 
with  his  Guards  —  all  alive."  He  advises  me,  not 
knowing  what  he  says.  He  himself  has  the  nerves 
of  a  buffalo;  and  forgets  that  I  have  not.  His 
philosophy  with    mc    is    like  a  gill   of  ditch-water 
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thrown  into  the  crater  of  Mount  ^tna;  a  million 
gallons  of  it  would  avail  me  nothing.  I  receive  his 
nostrums  with  a  smile :  he  at  length  despairs  of  ever 
seeing  me  converted. 

On  the  whole,  however,  he  is  among  the  best  fel- 
lows in  London ;  by  far  the  best  that  1  have  met 
with.  Thomas  Campbell  has  a  far  clearer  judge- 
ment, infinitely  more  taste  and  refinement ;  but  there 
is  no  living  well  of  thought  or  feeling  in  him  ;  his 
head  is  a  shop  not  a  manufactory  ;  and  for  his  heart, 
it  is  dry  as  a  Greenock  kipper.  I  saw  him  for  the 
second  time,  the  other  night ;  I  viewed  him  more 
clearly  and  in  a  kindlier  light,  but  scarcely  altered 
my  opinion  of  him.  He  is  not  so  much  a  man,  as 
the  editor  of  a  Magazine  :  his  life  is  that  of  an  ex- 
otic; he  exists  in  London,  as  most  Scotchmen  do, 
like  a  shrub  disrooted,  and  stuck  into  a  bottle  of 
water.  Poor  Campbell !  There  were  good  things 
in  him  too  :  but  Fate  has  pressed  too  heavy  on  him, 
or  he  has  resisted  it  too  weakly.  His.poetic  vein  is 
felling  or  run  out ;  he  has  a  Port-Glasgow  Wife,  and 
their  only  son  is  in  a  state  of  idiocy.  I  sympathized 
with  htm ;  I  could  have  loved  him,  but  he  has  for- 
got the  way  to  love.  —  Little  Procter  here  has  set 
up  house  on  the  strength  of  his  writing  faculties, 
with  his  Wife,  a  Daughter  of  the  "Noble  Lady." 
He  is  3  good-natured  man,  lively  and  ingenious ; 
but  essentially  a  small.  —  Coleridge  is  sunk  inextric- 
ably in  the  depths  of  putrescent  indolence.  Southey 
and  Wordsworth  have  retired  fiir  from  the  din 
of  this  monstrous  City.  So  has  Thomas  Moore. 
Whom  have  wc  left?  .  .  .' 

Such  is  the  '*  Literary  World"  of  London ;  indi$- 

*  A  puHge  giving  a  W\^hly  un&vourabte  opinion  of  ceiuia  Loa- 
doD  Ettnry  nun  ii  here  omitted. 
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putably  the  poorest  part  of  its  population  at  present. 
Among  the  other  classes  of  the  people,  1  have  met 
with  several  whom  1  like  considerably,  and  whose 
company  still  continues  to  afford  me  pleasure.  The 
Montagus  I  see  perhaps  once  a-week :  the  husband 
is  a  wiseacre,  with  an  obliging  heart;  the  lady  has 
the  most  cultivated  taste  (in  pictures,  and  plavcrs, 
and  attitudes  and  forms)  of  any  person  I  remember; 
in  her  own  sphere  of  obscrration,  she  is  quick> 
sighted  as  a  lynx ;  she  delights  to  be  among  geniuses 
and  lions,  and  has  a  touch  of  kindness  for  one  in  her 
heart,  tho*  she  shows  it  very  much  as  if  ic  were  aU 
countcrfciL  You  may  draw  on  her  for  any  quantity 
of  Jla/tfTf  you  like,  and  of  any  degree  of  fineness. 
Irving  she  treats  with  it  by  the  hogshead ;  me  by  the 
dram-glass,  in  a  stolen  way,  having  almost  turned 
my  stomach  with  excessive  doses  of  it  at  first.  If 
there  is  an  eccentric  virtuoso,  a  crack-brained  phil- 
osopher in  London,  you  will  hear  of  him  at  that 
house ;  a  man  of  true  sense  is  a  specie  whom  I  have 
scarcely  ever  met  with  there.  Yet  they  are  kind 
and  good,  and  as  the  world  goes  very  superior  peo- 
ple :  I  talk  with  them  in  a  careless,  far-off,  super- 
ficial way,  for  an  hour  or  two  with  great  case  and 
enjoyment  of  its  kind.  The  Stracheys  are  a  better 
tho'  less  speculative  family:  I  whh  the  lady  had 
been  possessed  of  any  philosophy  or  true  culture,  I 
should  have  admired  and  loved  her  much,  for  she  is 
in  truth  a  noble-minded  woman.  .  .  . 

But  I  must  not  kill  you  with  my  talk.  One  little 
piece  of  news;  and  thou  shalt  have  a  respite.  The 
other  twilight,  the  lackey  of  one  Lord  Bentinck 
came  with  a  lackey's  knock  to  the  door,  and  de- 
livered me  a  little  blue  parcel,  requiring  for  it  a 
receipt  under  my  hand.    I   opened  it  somewhat 
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cagcriyj  and  found  two  small  pamphlets  with  orna- 
mental covers,  and  —  a  Letter  from  —  Goethe  !  * 
Conceive  my  satisfaction ;  it  was  almost  like  a  mes- 
sage from  Fairy  Land;  I  could  scarcely  think  that 
ihU  was  the  real  hand  and  signature  of  that  mysteri- 
ous personage,  whose  name  had  floated  thro'  my 
fancy,  like  a  sort  of  spell,  since  boyhood ;  whose 
thoughts  had  come  to  me  in  maturer  years  with 
almost  the  impressiveness  of  revelations.  But  what 
says  the  Letter?  Kind  nothings,  in  a  simple  patri- 
archal stylc»  extremely  to  my  taste.  I  will  copy  it, 
for  it  is  in  a  character  that  you  cannot  read ;  and 
send  it  to  you  with  the  original,  which  you  are  to 
keep  as  the  most  precious  of  your  literary  relics. 
Only  the  last  line  and  the  signature  are  In  Goethe's 
hand :  I  understand  he  constantly  employs  an  aman- 
uensis. Do  you  transcribe  my  copy,  and  your  own 
translation  of  it,  into  the  blank  leaf  of  that  German 
paper,  before  you  lay  it  by ;  that  the  same  sheet  may 
contain  some  traces  of  him  whom  I  most  venerate 
and  her  whom  I  most  love  in  this  strangest  of  all 
possible  worlds. 

Now,  Liebchen,  having  heard  all  this  from  me  so 
patiently,  will  you  tell  mc  when  I  am  to  sec  your 
own  sweet  face?  Will  you  come  to  London  and 
view  the  wonders  of  it  before  I  leave  it?  Or  shall 
I  6nd  you  at  Haddington,  and  we  visit  this  mon- 
ster of  a  place  at  some  future  day?  Why  have  I 
not  the  wishing  carpet^  that  I  might  transport 
myself  to  your  quiet  parlour  this  very  moment) 
It  is  of  the  last  importance  for  mc   at  present  to 

'  Thi)  Letter,  iated  jotlt  Oct.,  18)4.,  tofrether  with  ihe  rest 

of  the  Goethe- Carlylc  corrttpondence,  w«s  publijhed  by  Meiirt. 

Macmillan  Si  Co.  in  1887,  under  die  ilile  editorship  of  the  late 
Pralewor  C  E.  Nanon, 
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know  your  purposes ;  my  resolutions  must  to  no 
small  extent  be  regulated  by  yours :  let  this  among 
other  things  excuse  the  egotism  of  my  late  Letters. 
I  desire  earnestly  that  you  should  know  me  as  I 
feel  and  am ;  I  desire  no  less  so  to  know  you. 
Write  at  leastj  without  reserve !  Let  us  under- 
stand each  other,  if  possible :  I  believe  it  concerns 
the  happiness  of  both  that  we  do.  My  purpose  is 
to  make  no  further  changes  in  my  situation,  after 
the  next  entire  one,  if  I  can  by  any  means  avoid 
them.  I  would  labour  for  the  sum-total  of  the 
foturc,  tho'  I  commenced  at  nothing,  no  longer  for 
the  day  or  the  year  that  was  passing  over  me.  Am 
I  right  or  wrong?  Will  you  approve  of  it  and 
second  it  ?  Or  will  you  merely  sanction  it  with  con- 
temptuous toleration  ?  Tell  me  :  by  the  love  we 
bear  each  other,  by  your  faith  in  the  honesty  of  my 
intentions,  tell  me  sincerely !  The  wish  that  is 
dearest  to  me  you  know  as  well  as  L  Think  of 
this ;  advise  me,  decide  for  me. 

I  have  a  million  of  minor  questions,  but  no  room 
or  spirit  to  ask  them  at  present.  God  grant  that 
you  may  be  well,  as  I  have  all  along  been  trying  to 
convince  myself  you  were  !  Write  me  in  a  day, 
an  hour,  if  you  love  me.  Good  night,  my  Dearest! 
Ich  kiisse  dtch  zehntauiendmal  [I  kiss  thee  ten  thou- 
sand timesl.  God  bless  thee,  my  little  girl!  I  am 
ever  and  wnoUy  thine, 

T.  Carlyle. 
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LbTTZK    III 

7.  CarlyU  to  Miss  Welsh,  Haddington 

PejiTOfivtm,  9th  Jaoutty,  iSxj. 

Mr  Dearest,  —  I  trust  chat  the  same  cheerful 
spirit  of  affection  which  breathes  in  every  line  of 
your  last  charming  Letter,  still  animates  you,  and 
disposes  you  kindly  towards  mc.  I  have  somewhat 
to  propose  to  you;  which  it  may  reauire  all  your 
love  of  me  to  make  you  look  upon  with  favour.  If 
you  are  not  the  best  woman  in  this  world,  it  may 
prove  a  sorry  business  for  both  of  us. 

You  bid  me  tell  you  how  1  have  decided  ;  what  I 
mean  to  do.  My  Dearest !  it  is  you  that  must 
decide:  I  will  endeavour  to  explain  co  you  what  I 
wish ;  it  must  rest  with  you  to  say  whether  it  can 
ever  be  attained.  You  tell  me,  "  Tou  have  land 
which  needs  Improvement ;  why  not  work  on 
that?"  In  one  word  then:  Will  you  go  with  me, 
will  you  be  my  own  forever;  and  I  embrace  the 
project  with  my  whole  heart?  Say,  Yes!  And  i 
send  my  Brother  Alick  over  to  rent  that  Nithsdale 
Farm'  for  me  without  delay;  I  proceed  to  it,  the 
moment  I  am  freed  from  my  engagements  here;  I 
labour  in  arranging  it,  and  fitting  everything  for 
your  reception ;  and  the  instant  it  is  ready,  Itake 
you  home  to  my  hearth,  and  my  bosom,  never  more 
to  part  from  me  whatever  fate  betide  us  ! 

I  fear  you  think  this  scheme  a  baseless  vision: 
and  yet  it  is  the  sober  best  among  the  many  I  have 
meditated ;  the  best  for  me,  and  I  think  also  as  far 
as  I  can  judge  of  it,  for  yourself.     If  it  ttkc  effect 
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and  be  well  conducted,  I  look  upon  the  recovery  of 
my  health  and  etiuanimit)',  and  with  these,  of  regular 
profitable  and  natural  habits  of  activity,  as  things 
which  are  no  longer  doubtful.  1  have  lost  them  by 
departing  from  Nature.  I  must  find  them  by  return- 
ing to  her.  A  stern  experience  has  taught  me  this ; 
^nd  I  am  a  fool  if  I  do  not  profit  by  the  lesson. 
Depend  on  it,  Jane,  this  literature,  which  both  of  us 
arc  so  bent  on  pursuing,  will  not  constitiitc  the  sole 
nourishment  or  any  true  human  spirit^'  No  truth  / 
has  been  forced  upon  me,  after  more  resistance,  or  f 
with  more  invincible  imprcssivcncss,  than  this.  1 
feel  ic  in  myself,  I  see  it  daily  in  others.  X.iterature  l 
is  the  vjtne  of  life;  it  will  not,  cannot  Be  its  foott.J 
What  is  it  that  makes  Blue-stockings  of  women, 
Magazine-hacks  of  men?  They  neglect  household 
and  social  duties,  they  have  no  household  and  social 
enjoyments.  Life  is  no  longer  with  them  a  verdant 
field,  but  a  horlus  siccus  [parched  garden] ;  they 
exist  pent  up  in  noisome  streets,  amid  feverish 
excitements ;  they  despise  or  overlook  the  common 
blessedness  which  Providence  has  laid  out  for  all  his 
creatures,  and  try  to  substitute  for  it  a  distilled  quin- 
tessence prepared  in  the  alembic  of  Painters  and 
Rhymers  and  sweet  Singers.  What  is  tlic  result? 
This  ardent  spirit  parches  up  their  nature  ;  they 
become  discontented  and  despicable,  or  wretched 
and  dangerous.  Byron  and  all  strong  souls  go  the 
latter  way  ;  Campbell  and  all  weak  souls  the  former. 
" Hinaus!"  m  the  Devil  says  to  Faust,  " ///nauj 
ins  jrey  Fdd! "  [Out  into  the  free  field !].  There  is 
no  soul  in  these  vapid  "  articles  "  of  yours  :  away  I 
Be  men,  before  attempting  to  be  writers  f 

You,  too,  my  Darling, are  unhappy;  and  I  seethe 
reason.    You  have  a  deep,  earnest,  vehement  spirit, 


64 


THOMAS  CARLYLE  TO        [9J^. 


and  no  earnest  taste  has  ever  been  assigned  it.  You 
despise  and  ridicule  tKc  meanness  of  the  thin^  about 
you:  to  the  things  you  honour  you  can  only  pay 
a  fervent  adoration,  which  issues  in  no  practical 
effect.  O  that  I  saw  you  the  mistress  of  a  house; 
diffusing  over  human  souls  that  loved  you  those  clear 
(acuities  of  order,  judgement,  elegance,  which  you 
are  now  reduced  co  spend  on  pictures  and  portfolios; 
blessing  living  hearts  with  that  enthusiastic  love 
which  you  must  now  direct  to  the  distant  and  dimly 
seen  !  All  this  is  in  you,  Jane  ! .  You  have  a  heart 
and  an  intellect  and  a  resolute  decision,  which  might 
make  you  the  model  of  wives,  however  widely  your 
thoughts  and  your  experience  have  hitherto  wandered 
from  that  highest  destination  of  even  the  noblest 
woman.  I  too,  have  wandered  wide  and  far!  Let 
us  return,  my  Dearest!  Let  us  return  together! 
l^C  us  learn  thro'  one  another  what  it  is  to  live; 
let  us  become  citizens  of  this  world ;  let  us  set 
our  minds  and  habitudes  in  order,  and  grow 
under  the  peaceful  sunshine  of  Nature,  that  what. 
f  ever  fruit  or  flowers  have  been  implanted  in  our 
spirits  may  ripen  wholesomely  and  be  distributed 
in  due  season  !  What  is  genius  but  the  last  per- 
fection of  true  manhood  ?  The  pure  reflexion 
of  a  spirit  in  union  with  itself,  discharging  all  com- 
mon duties  with  more  than  common  excellence, 
extracting  from  the  many-coloured  scenes  of  life  in 
which  it  mingles,  the  beautifying  principle  which 
more  or  less  pervades  them  all  ?  The  rose  in  its 
full-blown  fragrance  is  the  glory  of  the  flelds :  but 
there  must  be  a  soil  and  stem  and  leaves,  or  there 
will  be  no  rose.  Your  mind  and  my  own  /kt^v  in 
them  many  capabilities;  but  the  first  of  all  their 
duties  is  to  provide  for  their  own  regulation  and 
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contentment :  if  there  he  an  overplus  to  consecrate 
to  higher  ends,  it  will  not  fail  to  show  itself;  if  there 
be  none,  it  i^  better  that  it  never  should  attempt  to 
show  itself.  J 

Hut  I  must  leave  these  generalities,  and  avoid 
romaace;  for  it  is  an  earnest  practical  af^r  we  are 
engaged  in,  and  requires  sense  and  calculation,  not 
poetics  and  enthusiasm,  "  Where  then,"  you  ask 
me,  "  are  the  means  of  realizing  these  results,  of 
mastering  the  difficulties  and  denciencies  Oiat  beset 
us  both  ?  "  This  too  I  have  considered  ;  the  black 
catalogue  of  impcdioicats  has  passed  again  and 
again  in  review  before  me ;  but  on  the  whole  I  do 
not  think  them  insurmountable.  If  you  will  under- 
take to  be  my  faithful  helper.as  I  will  all  my  life  be 
yours,  I  fear  not  to  engage  with  them  I  The  first, 
the  lowest,  but  a  most  essential  point,  is  that  of 
funds.  On  this  matter,  I  have  still  little  to  tell  you 
that  you  do  not  know.  I  feci  in  general  that  I  have 
ordinary  faculties  in  me,  and  an  ordinary  diligence 
in  using  them  ;  and  that  thousands  manage  life 
in  comfort  with  even  slenderer  resources.  In  my 
present  state  my  income  tho'  small  might  to  reason- 
able wishes  be  sufficient ;  were  my  health  and  facul- 
ties restored,  it  might  become  abundant.  Shall  I 
confess  to  you,  my  Dearest,  this  is  a  difficulty,  which 
I  imagine  we  arc  apt  to  overrate.  The  essentials  of 
even  elegant  comfort  arc  not  difficult  to  procure;  it 
is  only  vanity  that  is  insatiable  in  consuming.  To 
my  taste,  cleanliness  and  order  arc  far  beyond  gild- 
ing and  grandeur,  which  v^nthoiit  them  arc  an  abomi- 
nation :  and  for  displays,  for  festivals  and  "parties," 
I  believe  you  are  as  indisposed  as  myself.  Your 
Mother's  house  is  truly  the  hesi  I  have  ever  seen ; 

tho'  in  my  travels  I  have  looked  at  some  where 
»oi-n  — s 
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thirty  times  the  money  was  expended.  After  all, 
what  is  the  use  of  this  same  vanity  ?  Where  is  the 
good  of  being  its  slaves?  If  thou  and  I  love  one 
another,  if  we  discharge  our  duties  faithfully  and 
steadfastly,  one  labouring  with  honest  manful  zeal  to 
provide,  the  other  with  noble  wifeltke  prudence  in 
dispensing,  have  we  not  done  all  wt  can ;  are  we 
not  acquitted  at  the  bar  of  our  own  conscience  P 
And  wnat  is  it  Co  us,  whether  this  or  that  Squire 
or  Bailie  be  richer  or  poorer  than  wc? 

Two  laws  I  have  laid  down  to  myself:  That  I 
must  and  wiU  recover  health,  without  which  to 
think  or  even  to  live  is  burdensome  or  unprofit- 
able ;  and  that  I  will  not  degenerate  into  the 
wretched  thing  which  calls  itself  an  Author  in  our 
Capitals,  and  scribbles  for  the  sake  of  filthy  lucre 
in  the  periodicals  of  the  day.  Thank  Heaven ! 
there  arc  other  means  of  living:  if  there  were  not, 
I  for  one  should  beg  to  be  excused  !  My  pr<^ects 
I  will  give  you  in  detail  when  we  meet.  That 
Translation  of  Schiller  I  think  will  not  take  effect; 
that  of  the  Livei  has  brightened  up  in  me  again, 
and  1  think  will.  Perhaps  it  is  better  for  me :  I 
ought  to  thank  the  timorousness  of  Booksellers  for 
driving  me  back  on  it.  Failing  both,  there  are 
other  schemes,  schemes  unconnected  with  writing 
altogether.  But  here  is  not  an  inch  of  space  for 
speaking  of  them. 

On  the  whole  I  begin  to  entertain  a  certain 
degree  of  contempt  for  the  Destiny,  which  has  so 
long  persecuted  me.  I  will  be  a  man  in  spite  of  it! 
Yet  it  lies  with  you,  my  Dearest,  whether  T  shall  be 
a  right  man,  or  only  a  hard  bitter  Stoic.  What  say 
you,  Jane  ?  Decide  for  yourself  and  me !  Consent, 
if  you  dare  trust  me !     Consent,  and  come  to  my 
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faithful  breast,  and  let  us  live  and  die  together! 
Yet  fear  not  to  deny  me,  if  your  judgement  so 
determine.  It  will  be  a  sharp  pang  that  tears  away 
from  mc  forever  the  hope,  wnich  now  for  years  has 
been  the  solace  of  my  existence:  but  better  to 
endure  it  and  all  its  consequences,  than  to  witness 
and  CO  cause  the  forfeit  of  your  happiness.  At 
times,  I  confess,  when  I  hear  you  speak  of  your 
gay  Cousins,  and  contrast  with  their  bnlliant  equip- 
ments my  own  simple  exterior,  and  scanty  pros- 
pects, and  humble  but  to  me  most  dear  and 
honourable-minded  kinsmen,  whom  I  were  the 
veriest  dog  if  I  ever  ceased  to  love  and  venerate 
and  cherish  for  their  true  affection,  and  the  nigeed 
sterling  [worth]  of  their  characters;  when  I  tnmtc 
of  all  this,  1  could  almost  counsel  you  to  cast  mc 
utterly  away,  and  connect  yourself  with  one  whose 
friends  and  station  were  more  analogous  to  your 
own.  But  anon  in  some  moment  of  self-love,  I 
say  proudly,  /There  is  a  spirit  in  m^,  which  is 
worthy  of  this  noble  maiden,  which  shall  be  worthy 
of  her !  I  will  take  her  to  my  heart,  care-laden 
but  ever  true  to  her;  1  will  teach  her,  1  will  guide 
her,  I  will  make  her  happy !  Together  we  wilt 
share  the  joys  and  sorrows  or  existence;  I  will  bear 
her  in  my  arms  tliro*  alt  its  vicissitudes,  and  Fate 
itself  shall  not  divide  us.   ] 

Speak,  then,  my  Angel !  How  say  you  ?  Will 
you  be  mine,  mine?  Or  am  I  a  fool  for  having 
hoped  it?  Think  well ;  of  me,  of  yourself^  of  our 
circumstances;  and  determine.  Or  have  you  not 
already  thought?  You  love  me  do  you  not? 
Dare  you  trust  mc;  dare  you  trust  your  fate  with 
me,  as  I  trust  mine  with  you  ?  Say  Yes!  and  I 
see    you    in   February,   and   Cake  "sweet   coun- 
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sel"'  with  you  about  all  our  hopes  and  plans  and 
future  life,  thenceforward  to  be  one  and  indi^'isible. 
Say  No!  and  —  But  you  will  not  say  no,  if  you 
can  help  it;  for  you  do  love  me,  deny  it  as  you 
will ;  and  your  spirit  longs  to  be  mingled  with  minc» 
as  mine  with  yours,  tiut  we  may  be  one  in  the  sight 
of  God  and  man  forever  and  ever! 

Now  judge  if  I  wait  your  answer  with  impatience ! 
I  know  you  will  not  keep  me  waiting.—  Of  course 
it  win  be  necessary  to  explain  all  things  to  your 
Mother,  and  take  her  serious  advice  respecting 
them.  For  your  other  "friends'*  it  is  not  worth 
consulting  one  of  them.  I  know  not  that  there  is 
one  among  them  that  would  give  you  as  disin- 
terested an  advice  as  even  J,  judging  in  my  own 
cause.  May  God  bless  you,  and  direct  you,  my 
Dearest!     Decide  as  you  will,  I  am  yours  forever, 

T.  Carlvle. 


Letter,  ii3 

Miss  IFelsk  to  T.  Carlyte,  z^-,  Southampton  Street, 
Pentonville,  London 

Haddimotos,  13  JiBuarjTi  'iSz;.' 

Mv  DEAREST  Friend, —  I  Httlc  thought  that 
my  joke  about  your  farming  Craigenpuctock  was  to 
be  made  the  basis  of  such  a  serious  and  extraordi- 
nary project.  If  you  had  foreseen  the  state  of 
perplexity  which  your  Letter  has  thrown  mc  into, 
you  would  have  practised  any  self-denial  (I  am 
sure)  rather  than  have  written  it.  But  there  is  no 
use  in  talking  of  what  is  done  —  "  Cosa  faita  ha 
*  "  We  took  sweet  counacl  logeiher."  —  Psafan  I».  14. 
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eapol"  [The  thing  done  has  an  end!]    The  thing 
to  be  considered  now  is  what  to  do. 

You  have  sometimes  asked  me,  did  I  ever  think. 
For  once  in  my  life  at  least,  I  have  thought  myself 
into  a  vertigo,  and  without  coming  to  any  positive 
conclusion.  However,  my  mind  (such  as  it  is)  on 
the  matter  you  have  thus  precipitately  forced  on  my 
consideration,  I  will  explam  to  you  frankly  and  ex- 
pliddy  as  the  happiness  of  us  both  requires. 

I  love  you,  I  nave  told  you  so  a  hundred  times  ;* 
and  I  should  be  the  most  ungrateful  and  injudicious 

'of  mortals  if  I  did  not;  but  I  am  not  in  love 
with  you ;  that  is  to  say,  my  love  for  you  is  not  a 
passion  which  overclouds  my  judgement,  and  absorbs  /' 
all  my  regard  for  myself  and  others.  It  is  a  simple, 
honest,  serene  affection  made  up  of  admiration  and 
sympathy  and  better  perhaps,  to  found  domestic  en- 

■  joyment  on  than  any  other.  In  short,  it  is  a  love 
which  infiuences,  does  not  make  the  destiny  of  a 
'life. 

Such  temperate  sentiments  lend  no  false  colouring, 
no  "rosy  light"  to  your  project.  I  see  it  such  as  it 
is,  vnth  all  the  arguments  for  and  against  it;  I  see 
that  my  consent  under  existing  circumstances  would 
indeed  secure  to  me  the  only  fellowship  and  support 
I  have  found  in  the  world;  and  perhaps,  too,  shed 
some  sunshine  of  joy  on  your  existence  which  has 
hitherto  been  sullen  and  cheerless ;  but,  on  the  other 
hand,  that  it  would  involve  you  and  myself  in  num- 
berless cares  and  difHculties  ;  and  expose  me  to  petty 
tribulations,  which  I  want  fortitude  to  despise,  and 
which,  not  despised,  would  imbitter  the  peace  of  us 
both. 

*  "  I  have  told  you  to  t  hundred  dmcs  "  ia  rapprened  hy  Mr. 
Fn»de. 
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I  do  not  wish  for  fortune  more  than  is  sufficient 
for  my  wants  ;  my  natural  wants,  and  the  artificial 
ones  which  habit  has  rendered  nearly  as  importunate 
as  the  other;  but  I  will  not  marry  on  less,  because 
in  that  case  every  inconvenience  1  was  subjected  to, 
would  remind  me  of  what  I  had  quitted  ;  and  the 
idea  of  a  sacrifice  should  have  no  place  in  a  volun- 
tary union.  Neither  have  I  any  wish  for  grandeur. 
The  glittering  baits  of  titles  and  honours  are  only 
for  children  and  fools.  But  I  conceive  it  a  duty 
which  every  one  owes  to  society,  not  to  throw  up 
that  station  in  it  which  Providence  has  assigned  him  ; 
and  having  this  conviction  I  could  not  marry  into 
a  stiilion  inferior  to  my  own  with  the  approval  of 
ray  judgement,  whUh  alone  could  enable  me  to  brave 
^he  censures  of  my  acquaintance. 

And  now  let  mc  ask  you,  have  you  any  ctrlain 
livelihood  to  maintain  me  in  the  manner  1  have  been 
used  to  live  in  ?  Any  fixeJ  place  in  the  rank,  of  so- 
ciety I  have  [been]  born  and  bred  in  ?  No  !  You  have 
Erojects  for  attaining  both,  capabilities  for  attaining 
oth,  and  much  more!  But  as  yet  you  have  not  at- 
tained them.  Use  the  noble  gifts  which  God  has  given 
you  !  You  have  prudence  (tho'  by  the  way  this  last 
proceeding  is  no  great  proof  of  it),  devise  then  how 
you  may  gun  yourself  a  modest  but  settled  income ; 
thinic  of  some  more  promising  plan  than  farming 
the  most  barren  spot  in  the  county  of  Dumfriesshire. 
What  a  thing  that  would  be  to  be  sure !  You  and  I 
keeping  house  at  Craigenputtock  !  I  would  just  as 
soon  think  of  building  myself  a  nest  on  the  Bass 
Rock.  Nothing  but  your  ignorance  of  the  place 
saves  you  from  the  imputation  of  insanity  for  admit- 
ting such  a  thought.  Depend  upon  it  you  could 
not  exiit  there  a  twelvemonm.    For  my  part,  I  would 
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not  spend  a  month  at  it  with  an  Angel.  Think  of 
something  else  then,  apply  your  industir  to  carry  it 
into  effect,  your  talents  to  gild  over  the  inequality  of 
oar  births;'  and  then — we  will  talk  of  marrying. 
If  a.1!  this  were  realised,  I  think  1  should  havcgowi 
sense  enough  to  abate  something  of  my  romandc 
ideal,  and  to  content  myself  with  stopping  short  on 
this  side  idolatry, — at  all  events  I  will  marry  no 
one  else.  This  is  all  the  promise  I  can  or  will  make. 
A  positive  engagement  to  marry  a  certain  person  at  a 
certain  time,  at  all  haps  and  hazards,  I  have  always 
considered  the  most  ridiculous  thing  on  earth  :  it  is 
either  altogether  useless  or  altogether  miserable ;  if 
the  parries  continue  faithfclly  attached  to  each  other, 
it  is  a  mere  ceremony ;  if  otherwise,  it  becomes  a 
galling  fetter  riveting  them  to  wretchedness  and  only 
to  be  Dfokcn  with  disgrace. 

Such  is  the  result  of  my  deliberations  on  this  very 
serious  subject.  You  may  approve  of  it  or  not ;  but 
you  cannot  cither  persuade  me  or  convince  mc  out 
of  it.  My  decisions  when  I  dc  decide  are  unalter- 
able as  the  Laws  of  the  Mcdes  and  Persians.  Write 
instantly  and  tell  mc  that  you  arc  content  to  leave 
the  event  to  time  and  destiny,  and  in  the  meanwhile 
to  continue  my  Friend  and  Guardian  which  you 
have  so  long  and  so  faithfully  been, — and  mthin^ 
more. 

It  would  be  more  agreeable  to  etiquette  and  per- 
haps also  to  prudence,  that  I  should  adopt  no  middle 
course  in  an  ailair  such  as  this ;  that  I  should  not  for 
another  instant  encourage  an  affection  I  may  never 
reward,  and  a  hope  I  may  never  fulfil ;  but  cast  your 
heart  away  from  me  at  once,  since  I  cannot  embrace 
the  resolution  which  would  give  me  the  right  to  it 

'  See  Note  on  Uie  "Ciilyle  PedigrM,"  Lttter  174,,  iafrs. 
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forever.  This  I  would  assuredly  do  if  you  were  like 
the  generality  of  iovcrs,  or  if  it  were  still  in  my  power 
to  be  happy  independent  of  your  affection  ;  but  as  it 
[is]  neither  etiquette  nor  prudence  can  obtain  this  of 
me.  If  there  is  any  change  to  be  made  in  the  terms 
on  which  we  have  so  long  lived  with  one  another,  it 
must  be  made  hy  jou  not  me^  I  cannot  make  any. 

All  this  I  have  written  with  my  Mother's  sanc- 
tion ;  if  my  decision  had  been  more  favourable  to 
you,  she  might  have  disapproved  it,  but  would  not 
have  opposed  it.  And  this  I  think  is  more  than  you 
could  expect,  considering  how  little  she  knows  you. 
—  1  shall  not  be  comfortable  till  I  hear  from  you 
^ain  ;  so  I  b^  you  will  not  keep  me  waiting. 
God  bless  you ! 

Ever  ai^ecttonately  yours, 

Jane  Welsh. 
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T.  Cariylt  to  Miss   fFelsh,  Haddington 

PtMTOKviLLS,   20  Jinuvjr,    l8l(. 

My  Dearest,  —  Tour  Letter  has  been  here  since 
Monday  :  1  would  have  answered  it  directly,  but  a 
series  of  pressing  engagements  connected  with  the 
finishing  of  that  Book,  which  1  have  all  along  been 
hurrying  forward,  occupied  my  head  and  hands, 
however  my  heart  might  be  employed,  and  I  had  no 

rjnoment  of  leisure  to  bestow  on  anything  beside. 
The  most  clamorous  of  these  demands  are  now  satis- 
fiedj  and  J  proceed  to  treat  deliberately  of  this  most 
serious  matter.  To  do  so  rightly,  I  find  somewhat 
,  difficult.     It  were  easy  for  mc  to  plant  myself  upon 
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mc  pinnacle  of  my  own  poor  selfishness,  and  utter  a  / 

number   of  things   proceeding   from  a  very  vulgar         / 
sort  of  pride ;  it  were  easy  also  to  pour  out  over  the      ' 


the  pinnacle  of  my  own  poor  selfishness,  and  utter  a 
T  of 

'  pride ;  it  were  easy  also  to  pour 
affair  a  copious  effusion  of  sentimental  cant ;  but  to 
express  in  simplicity  the  convictions  oi  a  man  it-rjA- 
ing  at  least  with  his  whole  heart  to  act  as  becomes 
him,  is  not  easy.  Grant  mc  a  patient  hearing;  for 
I  have  things  to  say  that  require  a  QUUtctand  earn-  I 
est  consideration  from  us  both.  ——4 

Tn  the  first  place,  however,  I  must  thank  you 
heartily  for  your  candour.  Your  Letter  bears  un- 
doubted evidence  within  itself  of  being  a  fitichful 
copy  of  your  feelings  at  the  moment  it  was  written ; 
and  this  to  mc  is  an  essential  point.  1  may  also 
assure  you  that  my  love  for  you  is  unabated ;  1  know 
not  that  you  were  ever  so  dear  to  mc  as  at  this  mo- 
ment. Your  resoluteness  docs  not  offend  mej  on 
the  contrary,  I  applaud  it.  1  also  must  be  resolute: 
woe  to  both  of  us  if  we  cannot  be  so  !  The  miser- 
able man  is  he  who  halts  between  two  opinions,  who 
would  and  would  not,  who  *'  longs  for  tKe  merchan- 
dise and  will  not  part  with  the  price.*'*  He  who 
has  dared  to  look  his  destiny  however  frightful 
steadfasdy  in  the  face^  to  measure  his  strength  with 
its  difHculdes,  and  once  for  all  to  give  up  what  he 
cannot  reach,  has  already  ceased  to  be  miserable. 

Your  Letter  is  dictated  by  good  sense  and  sm- 
cerihr:  but  it  shows  me  that  you  have  only  an  im- 
perfect view  of  my  present  purposes  and  situation ; 
there  are  several  mistakes  in  it  expressed  or  implied 
It  is  a  mistake  to  suppose  that  want  of  self-denial 

'  Cf.  '•  Vou  nniioc  have  the  ware  »nd  the  money  both  at 
OBce:  and  he  who  alwayi  hankers  for  the  wire  without  hiving 
h«art  to  gire  the  monev  for  it,"  etc.  ^*' Meittei'i  Apprentice- 
*hip,"  Bk.  ii.  p.  339  (library  ed.). 
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had  any  material  share  m  causing  this  proposal :  1 
hope  I  should  at  all  times  rather  suffer  pain  myself 
than  transfer  it  to  you ;  but  here  was  a  very  differ- 
ent case.  For  these  many  months  the  voice  of 
every  persuasion  in  my  conscience  has  been  thun- 
dering to  mc  as  with  the  trump  of  the  Archangel : 
"  Man  !  thou  art  going  to  destruction.  Thy  nights 
and  days  are  spent  in  torment,  thy  heart  is  wasting 
into  cndre  bitterness,  thou  art  making  less  of  lite 
than  the  dog  that  sleeps  upon  thy  hearth.  Up, 
hapless  mortal !  Up,  and  rebuild  thy  destiny  if 
thou  canst !  Up  in  the  name  of  God>  that  God 
who  sent  thee  hither  for  other  purposes  than  to 
wander  to  and  fro  bearing  the  fire  of  hell  in  an  un- 
guilty bosom,  to  suffer  m  vain  silence,  and  to  die 
without  ever  having  lived!"  Now  in  exploring 
the  chaotic  structure  of  my  fortunes,  1  find  my  affec- 
tion for  you  intertwined  with  every  part  of  it,  con- 
nected with  whatever  is  holiest  in  my  feelings  or  most 
imperative  in  my  duties.  It  is  necessary  for  me  to 
understand  completely  how  this  matter  stands ;  to 
investigate  my  own  wishes  and  powen  in  regard  to 
it,  to  know  of  you  both  what  you  will  do  and  what 
you  will  not  do.  These  things  once  clearly  settled, 
our  line  of  conduct  will  be  clear  also.  It  was  in 
such  a  spirit  that  I  made  this  proposal ;  not,  as 
you  suppose,  grounded  on  a  casual  jest  of  yours,  or 
taken  up  in  a  moment  of  insane  selfishness;  but 
deliberated  with  such  knowledge  as  I  had  of  it,  for 
months ;  and  calmly  decided  on  as  with  all  its 
Strangeness  absolutely  the  best  for  both  of  us. 
There  was  nothing  in  it  of  the  Lovc-and-cottage 
theory;  which  none  but  very  young  novel-writers 
now  employ  thctr  thoughts  about.  Had  you  ac- 
cepted it,  I  should  not  by  any  means  have  thought 
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the  battle  won:  I  should  have  hailed  your  assent, 
and  the  disposition  of  mind  it  bespoke,  with  a  deep 
but  serious  joy,  with  a  solemn  hope,  as  indicating 
the  distinct  possibility  that  two  true  hearts  might  be 
united  aad  made  happy  thro'  each  other,  might  by 
their  joint  unwearied  efforts  be  transplanted  from 
the  parched  wilderness  where  both  seemed  out  of 
place,  into  scenes  of  pure  and  wholesome  activity 
such  as  Nature  fitted  both  of  them  to  enjoy  and 
adorn.  You  have  rejected  it;  I  think,  wisely. 
With  your  actual  purposes  and  views,  we  should 
both  have  been  doubly  wretched,  had  you  acted 
otherwise.  Your  love  of  mc  is  completely  under 
the  CQnnx>l  ol  judgement,  and  subordinate  to  other 
principles  of  dut)'  or  expediency,  your  happiness  is 
not  by  any  means  irretrievably  connected  with  mine. 
Believe  mc,  I  am  not  hurt  or  angry :  I  merely 
wished  to  know.  It  was  only  in  brief  moments  of 
enthusiasm  that  I  ever  looked  for  a  different  result. 
My  plan  was  no  wise  one,  if  it  did  not  include  the 
chance  of  your  denial  as  well  as  that  of  your  assent 
The  maxims  you  proceed  by  are  those  of  com- 
mon and  acknowledged  prudence;  and  I  do  not  say 
that  it  is  unwise  in  you  to  walk  exclusively  by  them. 
But  for  mc,  my  case  is  peculiar ;  and  unless  I  adopt 
other  than  common  maxims,  I  look  upon  my  ruin 
as  already  sure.  /  In  fact  I  cannot  but  perceive  that 
the  stations  frorfTwhich  we  have  looked  at  life  and 
formed  our  schemes  of  it  arc  in  your  case  and  mine 
essentially  different.  You  have  a  right  to  anticipate 
excitement  and  enjoyment;  the  highest  blessing  I 
anticipate  is  peace.  You  arc  bound  to  pay  defer- 
ence to  the  criticisms  of  others  and  expect  thdr 
approbation ;  I  to  pay  comparatively  little  deference 
to  their  cridcisras  and  to  overlook  their  contempt. 
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This  is  not  strange;  but  tt  accounts  for  the  wide 
discrepancy  in  our  principles  and  intentions,  and 
demands  the  serious  study  of  us  both. 

In  your  opinion  about  sacrifices,  felt  to  be  such, 
I  entirely  agree :  but  at  the  same  time,  need  I 
remind  your  warm  and  generous  heart  that  the  love 
which  will  not  make  sacrifices  to  its  object  is  no 
proper  love?  Grounded  in  admiration  and  the 
fcenng;  of  enjoyment,  it  is  fit  love  for  a  picture,  a 
statue  or  a  poem ;  but  for  a  living  soul  it  is  not  fit. 
Alas,  my  Dearest, /without  deep  sacrifices  on  ioth 
sides  the  possibility  of  our  union  is  an  empty  dream. 
It  remains  for  us  both  to  determine  what  extent  of 
sacrifices  it  is  worth,  j  To  me,  1  confess,  the  union 
with  a  spirit  such  as~  yours  might  be,  is  beyond  all 
price ;  worth  ever)'  sacrifice,  but  the  sacrifice  of  those 
very  principles  which  would  enable  me  to  deserve 
it  and  enjoy  it. 

Then  why  not  make  an  effort,  attain  rank  and 
wealth,  and  confidently  ask  what  is  or  might  be  so 
precious  to  me?  Now,  my  best  friend,  are  you 
sure  that  you  have  ever  formed  to  yourself  a  true 
picture  of  me  and  my  circumstances  ;  of  a  man  who 
has  spent  seven  long  years  in  inetssant  torture,  till 
his  heart  and  head  arc  alike  darkened  and  blasted, 
•nd  who  sees  no  outlet  from  this  state,  but  in  a  total 
alteration  of  the  purposes  and  exertions  which 
brought  it  on  ?  I  speak  not  these  things  in  the 
vain  spirit  of  complaint,  which  is  unworthy  of  me; 
but  simply  to  show  you  how  they  stand.  I  must  not 
and  cannot  continue  this  sort  of  life :  my  patience 
with  it  is  utterly  gone;  it  were  better  for  me,  on 
the  soberest  calculation,  to  be  dead  than  to  continue 
it  much  longer.  Even  of  my  exisring  capabilities  I 
can  make  no  regular  or  proper  use,  till  it  is  altered. 
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These  capabilities,  I  have  long  seen  with  regret,  are 
painted  in  your  kind  fancy  under  far  too  favourable 
colours.  1  am  not  without  a  certain  consciousness 
of  the  gifts  that  are  in  me;  but  I  should  mistake 
their  nature  widely,  if  1  calculated  that  they  would 
ever  guide  me  to  wealth  and  preferment,  or  even 
certainly  to  literary  fame.  As  yet  the  best  of  them 
is  very  immature;  and  if  ever  they  should  come 
forth  in  full  strength,  it  must  be  to  other  and  higher 
ends  that  they  arc  directed.  How  then?  Would 
I  invite  a  generous  spirit  out  of  aiSuence  and 
respectability  to  share  with  me  obscurity  and  pov- 
erty? Not  so.  In  a  few  months  I  might  be  real- 
izing from  literature  and  other  kindred  exertions 
the  means  of  keeping  poverty  at  a  safe  distance ; 
the  elements  of  real  comfort,  which  in  your  vocabu- 
lary and  mine  I  tliink  has  much  the  same  meaning 
might  be  at  my  disposal ;  and  further  than  this,  \ 
should  think  it  injudicious  to  expect  that  external 
circumstances  would  materially  assist  me  in  the 
conduct  of  life.  The  rest  must  depend  upon 
myself,  and  the  regulation  of  my  own  affections 
and  habits.  Now  this  is  what  I  wuuld  do,  were  it  in 
my  power :  I  would  ask  a  generous  spirit,  one  whose 
happiness  weightily  depended  on  seeing  me  happy, 
and  whose  temper  and  purjjoses  were  of  kindred  to 
my  own ;  I  would  ask  such  a  noble  being  to  let  us 
unite  our  resources,  not  her  wealth  and  rank  merely, 
for  these  were  a  small  and  unessential  fraction  of 
the  prayer;  but  her  judgement,  her  patience,  pru- 
dence, her  true  afFection,  to  mine;  and  let  us  try  if 
by  neglecting  what  was  not  important,  and  striving 
with  faithfijl  and  inseparable  hearts  after  what  was, 
we  could  not  rise  above  the  miserable  obstructions 
chat  beset  us  both,  into  regions  of  serene  dignity. 
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living  as  became  us  in  the  sight  of  God  and  all 
reasonable  men,  happier  than  millions  of  our  brcth- 
ren,  and  each  acknowledging  with  fervent  and 
unspeakable  gratitude  that  to  the  other  he  owed  all, 
all.  T'ou  are  such  a  generous  spirit;  but  your 
purposes  and  feelings  arc  not  such.  Perhaps  it  is 
happier  for  you  that  they  are  not. 

This  then,  is  an  outline,  intended  to  be  true,  of 
my  unhappy  fortune  and  strange  principles  of  action. 
Both  1  fear  arc  equally  repulsive  to  you.  Yet  the 
former  was  meant  for  a  faithful  picture  of  what 
Destiny  has  done  for  me;  and  the  latter  are  posi- 
tively the  best  arms  which  my  resources  offer  mc  to 
war  with  her.  I  have  thought  of  these  things  till 
my  brain  was  like  to  crack.  I  do  not  pretend  to 
say  that  my  conclusions  are  indubitable;  I  am  still 
open  to  better  light;  but  this  at  present  is  the  best 
I  have.  Do  you  also  chink  of  alt  this;  not  in  any 
spirit  of  anger,  but  in  that  spirit  of  love  and  noble- 
mindedness,  which  you  have  always  shown  me. 
Anger  ?  Good  God  I  why  should  we  be  angry  ? 
Are  wc  not  alone  in  the  world,  each  almost  without  a 
single  counsellor  save  the  other  ?  Let  us,  my  Dear- 
est, unite  our  little  portion  of  experience,  and  sit  in 
solemn  judgement  on  the  interests  of  both,  which  are 
alike  involved  in  the  dccision^and  alike  precious  to 
us.  And,  if  we  must  part  (which  may  the  God 
that  made  us  both  forbid! ),  let  us  part  in  tenderness, 
with  the  last  warm  kiss  of  love  upon  our  lips,  and 

fo  forth  upon  our  several  paths,  lost  to  the  fiature, 
ut  in  posession  of  the  past.  Now,  shame  on  me, 
if  by  these  representations,  I  meant  to  bend  your 
^ithfiil  spirit  to  any  selfish  purpose !  Shame  on 
mc  for  a  heartless  Jew  !  Have  you  not  loved  me, 
have  you  aot  leant  upon  mc  as  your  guardian  aod 
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guide?  O  my  Dearest,  you  ar/  dear  to  me  as  the 
light  of  life :  to  sec  you  truly  good  and  happy  is  the 
cry  of  my  inmost  heart.  It  is  only  when  I  contrast 
my  weakness  with  your  wishes,  that  the  despair  of 
ever  being  yours  comes  over  me. 

You  will  think  of  these  things  and  write  me  what 
you  think..  But  the  decision  is  most  important; 
let  us  decide  nothing  rashly;  let  us  postpone  it  till 
I  see  you  in  Scotland,  which  ought  to  be  now  in  a 
very  few  weeks.  After  all,  why  if  we  love  each 
other,  should  not  everything  be  well?  To  your 
Mother,  return  my  heartfelt  thanks  for  her  kind 
and  tolerant  opinion  of  me,  which  1  hope  it  will  be 
my  study  to  deserve.  What  1  think  of  her,  you 
know  better  than  she  does,  and  it  is  needless  to 
repeat  it  here. 

I  will  not  end  in  tr^dy,  tho'  my  Letter  is 
gloomy  enough  in  its  import,  and  perhaps  my 
sickness  (greater  today  than  usual)  has  given  addi- 
tional gloom  to  its  expression.  I  will  part  in  cheer 
fulness.  Is  that  farm  of  yours  really  to  be  let? 
And  where  is  it,  and  who  ha«  the  letting  of  it? 
My  Brother  and  I  have  long  had  a  scheme  of  con- 
joint farming  ;  and  I  feel  more  and  more  the  essen- 
tialness  of  something  like  it  to  my  recovery.  Now 
why  should  we  not  h^  your  tenants  ?  It  seems  to 
me  that  I  could  delve  and  prune  with  ten  times  ten- 
fold pleasure,  if  I  thought  my  delving  and  pruning 
were  in  any  shadow  ofa  sense  (or  yeu.  I  am  quite 
serious  in  this  :  do  not  neglect  to  tell  me  when  you 
write,  and  I  will  make  the  Boy  look  after  it.  You 
have  no  notion  of  my  tolerance  of  places.  After 
being  every  night  for  many  years  disturbed  in  my 
sleep  by  the  noise  of  cities,  and  stunned  and  choked 
every  day  by  their  tumults  and  their  smoke,  tf«y 
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thing  with  green  gniss  upon  it  and  blue  sictes  nbove 
it  has  the  air  of  Paradise  to  me.  Now,  write,  my 
Dearest !  Be  good  to  mc  if  you  can;  above  all,  be 
candid.  May  God  bless  you  forever,  and  guide  us 
to  one  another's  hearts,  if  it  be  possible  ! 
Yours  wholly  and  ever, 

T.  Carlvle. 


Letter  114 

Miss  Welsh  to    T.   CarfyU,  23,  Southampton   Strtet, 
Pentonviiiet  London 

Haddihgton,  '  29  Jinuiry,  1S25.' 

Well,  Dearest,  you  have  criticised  my  Letter;  it 
is  now  my  turn  to  criticise  ^oaw.  Be  patient,  then, 
■nd  good,  I  beg;  for  you  shall  find  mc  a  severer 
cnttc  than  the  Opium-eater. 

First  then,  you  complain  that  I  have  but  an  im- 

fcrfcct  view  of  your  situation  and  purposes.  Now, 
think  I  may  compUin  with  equaf  justice,  that  you 
have  but  an  imperfect  view  of  my  meaning.  This 
indeed  is  most  probably  no  fault  of  yours  :  I  wrote 
to  you  after  a  sleepless  night,  with  an  aching  head, 
and  an  aching,  anxious  heart;  and  it  is  no  wonder 
if  in  this  condition,  I  failed  to  express  myself  so 
perspicuously  as  I  wished.  Thus,  in  what  I  said 
about  self-denial,  it  certainly  was  not  my  meaning  to 
reproach  you  with  any  want  of  it;  but  on  the  con- 
trary to  express  my  confidence  in  your  magnanimity ; 
your  willingness  at  all  rimes  to  prefer  my  happiness 
to  your  own.  To  say  that  "  had  you  foreseen  how 
unhappy  your  Letter  was  to  make  mc,  you  would 
not  have  written  it,"  surely  implied  that  in  writing 
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it,  you  had  not  foreseen  how  unhappy  it  was  to 
make  me.  Now,  in  this  case,  there  was  no  octatitn 
for  self-denial,  and  consequently  you  could  not  be 
charged  with  any  want  of  it.  Neither  did  1  imagine 
that  your  proposal  was  grounded  on  my  jest,  or 
taken  up  in  a  moment  ot  selfishness.  I  have  too 
good  an  opinion  of  your  sense,  to  suspect  you  of 
making  a  proposal  like  this  with  no  better  founda- 
tion, and  conceived  tn  no  better  spirit,  to  any  one  ; 
and  too  proud  a  consciousness  of  your  esteem,  to 
suspect  you  of  making  it  xo  me.  It  was  not  the 
idea  of  our  union,  but  the  idea  of  living  at  Craigcn- 
puttuck,  which  I  took  to  be  grounded  on  my  jest ; 
and  this  was  reasonable  enough,  seeing  that  my 
words  were  gravely  quoted  by  way  oi  text  to  your 
Letter.  This  much  injustice  to  my  understanding! 
I  n  the  next  place  you  assure  me  that  you  '*  are 
not  hurt  or  angry."  Thank  Heaven  you  arc  not ! 
But  does  not  this  imply  that  there  is  some  room  for 
your  being  hurt  or  angry  ;  that  I  have  done  or  said 
what  might  have  hurt  or  angered  another  less  gen- 
erous than  you  ?  I  think  so.  Now,  room  for  dis- 
appointment there  may  be;  but  surely  there  is  none 
for  mortification  or  ofFence.  1  have  refused  my 
immediate  positive  assent  to  your  wishes,  because 
our  mutual  happiness  seemed  to  require  that  I 
should  refuse  it ;  but  for  the  rest,  1  have  not 
slighted  your  wishes,  on  the  contrary,  I  have  ex- 
pressed my  willingness  to  fulfil  them  at  the  expense 
of  cvcr)'thing  but  what  J  deem  to  be  essential  to 
our  happiness.  And  so  far  from  undervaluing _j'tfK, 
I  have  shown  you,  in  declaring  I  would  marry  no 
one  else,  not  only  that  I  esteem  you  above  all  the 
men  I  have  ever  seen,  but  also  I  am  persuaded  1 
should  esteem  you  above  all  the  men  1  may  ever 
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see.  What  then  have  you  to  be  hurt  or  angry 
atf 

The  maxims  I  proceed  by  (you  teW  me)  are  those 
of  common  and  acknowledged  prudence  ;  and  you 
do  not  say  it  is  unwise  in  mc  to  walk  by  them  ex- 
clusively. The  maxims  I  proceed  by  are  the  con- 
victions of  my  own  judgement;  and  being  so,  it  would 
be  unwise  in  me  were  I  not  to  proceed  by  them, 
whether  they  arc  right  or  wrong.  Yet  I  am  prudent, 
I  fear,  only  because  I  am  not  stroncly  tempted  to 
be  otherwise.  My  heart  is  capable  (l  feci  it  is)  of  a 
love  to  which  no  deprivation  would  be  a  sacrifice  — 
a  love  which  would  overleap  that  reverence  for  opin- 
ion with  which  education  and  weakness  have  bwirt 
my  sex,  would  bear  down  all  the  restraints  which 
duty  and  exfediency  might  throw  in  the  way,  and 
carry  every  thought  and  feeling  of  my  being  impetu- 
ously along  with  it.  But  the  all-perfect  mortal  who 
could  inspire  me  with  a  love  so  extravagant,  is  no* 
where  to  be  found,  exists  nowhere  but  in  the  romance 
of  ray  own  imagination!  Perhaps  it  is  better  for 
mc  as  it  is.  A  passion  like  the  torrent  tn  the 
violence  of  its  course,  might  perhaps  too,  like 
the  torrent,  leave  ruin  and  desolation  behind.  In 
the  mean  time,  I  should  be  very  mad,  were  I  to  act 
as  if  from  the  influence  of  such  a  passion,  while  my 
sffections  are  in  a  state  of  perfect  tranquillity.  1 
have  already  explained  to  you  the  nature  of  my 
love  for  you ;  that  it  is  deep  and  calm,  more  like 
the  quiet  river,  which  refreshes  and  beautifies  where 
it  flows,  than  the  torrent  which  bears  down  and 
destroys.  Yet  it  is  materially  different  from  what 
one  feels  for  a  statue  or  a  picture. 

"Then  why  not  attain  rank  and  wealth?"  you 
say,  —  and  it  is  you  who  h&vc  said  it^  not  I. 
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Wealth  and  rank,  to  be  sure,  have  different  mean- 
ings, according  to  the  views  of  different  people  ;  and 
what  is  bare  sufficiency  and  respectability  in  the 
vocabulary  of  a  young  lady  may  be  called  wealth 
and  rank  in  that  of  a  philosopher  :  but  it  certainly 
Was  not  wealth  or  ranlc  according  to  my  views  which 
I  required  you  to  attain.  I  merely  wish  to  see  you 
earning  a  certain  livelihood*  and  exercising  the  pro- 
fession of  a  gentleman.  For  the  rest,  it  is  a  matter 
of  great  indifference  to  nie  whether  you  have  hun- 
dreds or  thousands  a-ycar,  whether  you  are  a  Mr.  or 
a  Duke.  To  tne-,\t  seems  that  my  wishes  in  this 
regpect  are  far  from  unreasonable,  even  when  your 
peculiar  maxims  and  situation  are  taken  into  account. 
Nor  was  it  wholly  with  the  view  to  an  improvement 
in  your  external  circumstances,  chat  I  have  made 
their  fulfilment  a  condition  to  our  union;  but  also 
with  a  view  to  some  improvement  in  ray  sentiments 
towards  you  which  might  be  brought  about  in  the 
meantime.  In  withholding  this  motive,  in  my 
former  Letter,  I  was  guilty  of  a  iklse  and  ill-timed 
reserve.  My  tenderness  for  your  feelings  betrayed 
mc  into  an  insincerity  which  is  not  natural  to  me.  I 
thought  that  the  moat  decided  objection  to  your  dr- 
cunistances  would  pain  you  less  than  the  least  ob- 
jection to  yourself;  and  accordingly  let  ray  denial 
«eem  to  be  grounded  wholly  on  the  former,  while 
in  truth  it  is,  m  some  measure,  grounded  on  both. 
But  I  must  be  sincere  I  find,  at  whatever  cost! 

As  I  have  said  then»  in  requiring  you  to  better 
your  fortune,  I  had  some  view  to  an  improvement 
in  my  sentiments  towards  you  in  the  meantime.  ! 
am  not  sure  that  they  are  proper  sentiments  for  a 
Husband ;  they  are  proper  for  a  Brother,  a  Father, 
a  Guardian-spirit;  but  a  Husband,  it  seems  to  me. 
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should  be  dearer  sdtl.  This,  then,  independently 
of  prudential  considerations,  would  make  mc  with- 
hold my  immediate  aasent  to  your  proposal.  At 
the  same  time,  ftom  the  change  which  my  senti- 
ments towards  you  have  already  undergone  during 
the  period  of  our  acquaintance,  I  have  little  doubt 
but  that  in  time  I  shall  be  perfectly  satisfied  with 
them.''ft)ne  loves  you  (as  Madame  de  Stael  said  of 
Ncckerj  in  proportion  to  the  ideas  and  sentiments 
which  are  in  oneself;  according  as  my  mind  enlarges 
and  my  heart  improves,  I  become  capable  of  com- 
prehending the  goodness  and  greatness  which  arc  in 
you,  and  my  affection  for  you  increases.  Not  many 
months  ago,  I  would  have  said  it  was  impossible 
that  I  should  ever  be  your  Wife;  at  present,  I  con- 
sider this  the  most  probable  destiny  for  mc.y  And 
in  a  year  or  so  perhaps,  I  shall  consider  it  the  only 
one.  Die  Zeit  ill  nock  nicht  da  [The  time  is  not 
yet  here]  ! 

Thus  then,  I  have  explained  my  mind  to  you  as 
clearly  and  faithfully  as  I  possibly  can;  and  a  strange, 
confused  inconsistent  sort  of  mind  it  appears  to  be ! 
However,  from  what  I  have  said,  it  is  plain  (to  me 
at  least)  what  ought  to  be  the  line  of  our  future  con- 
duct. Do  you  what  you  can  to  better  your  external 
circumstances;  always,  however,  subordtnatcly  to 
your  own  principles,  which  I  do  not  ask  you  to  give 
up,  —  which  I  should  despise  you  for  giving  up, 
whether  1  approved  them  or  no.  While  /,  on  the 
other  hand,  do  what  /  can,  subordinately  to  nothing, 
to  better  myself,  which  I  am  persuaded  is  the  surest 
way  of  bringing  my  wishes  to  accord   with  yours. 

*  Mt»  Welsh  iclls  Ciiljrlc  ic  ■  liter  date  thii  ihe  hid  held  hcf 
KlfhidSanced  wife  from  thU  time  onwanJi.  — SteftJt,  Letter  l66 
(sSibJune,  1826}. 
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And  let  us  Icive  the  rest  to  Fate,  satisfied  that  we 
have  both  of  us  done  what  lies  with  us  for  our  niu- 
tuaJ  happiness.  Ncvenhclcss,  if  you  can  point  out 
any  line  of  conduct,  to  my  conviction  better  than 
this,  you  wilt  find  me  readv  and  willing  to  foltow  it. 
There  is  one  passage  in  your  Letter,  which  1 
cannot  conclude  without  noticing:  I  mean  that  in 
which  you  talk  about  partingy  and  going  forth  upon 
our  several  paths.  I  have  pondered  this  pasai^  in 
various  moods;  and  am  at  last  come  Co  the  conclu- 
sion that  it  is  to  be  understood  —  as  we  are  bound 
to  understand  everything  in  the  Scriptures  derogatoiy 
to  the  justice  and  mercy  of  God  —  in  a  mctaphon- 
cal  sense ;  for  I  will  not  believe  that  you  ever 
seriously  thought  of  parting  from  me,  of  throwing 
oifa  heart  which  you  nave  caught  to  lean  upon  you 
till  it  is  no  longer  sufficient  for  itself!  You  could 
never  be  so  ungenerous  !  Tou  who  for  years  have 
shown  and  professed  for  me  the  most  disinterested^ 
most  noble  affection !  How  could  I  part  from  the 
only  living  soul  that  understands  me?  I  would 
marry  you  tomorrow  rather!  but  then,  our  parting 
would  need  to  be  brought  about  by  death  or  some 
dispensation  of  uncontrollable  Providence.  Were 
you  to  will  it,  to  part  would  no  longer  be  bitter,  the 
bitterness  would  be  in  thinking  you  unworthy.  If 
indeed  your  happiness  was  to  suffer  from  your  in- 
timacy with  me  in  our  present  relation,  I  would 
not  blame  you  for  discontinuing  it;  tho'  I  should 
blame  you,  perhaps,  for  not  examining  yourself 
better  before  you  entered  into  it.  But  how  can 
that  be.  Your  present  situation  is  miserable ;  it 
must  be  altered  ;  but  is  it  with  reference  to  me  that 
it  must  be  altered  ?  Is  it  I  who  have  made  it 
miserable  ?     Ko !    You  were  as  unhappy   before 
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we  met  as  ever  you  have  been  since :  the  cause  of 
your  unhappiness,  then,  must  be  in  other  circum- 
stances of  your  destiny,  which  I  have  no  connection 
with,  —  no  real  connection,  however  much  I  may 
seem  to  have  from  being  frequently  associated  with 
them  in  your  mind,  it  is  nn  alteration  in  these 
circumstances  which  your  duty  and  happiness  re- 
<juire  from  you,  and  not  an  alteration  in  your  rela- 
tions with  me.  But  what  need  is  there  of  my  most 
weak  arguments  to  dissuade  you  from  a  purpose 
which  you  can  never  have  entertained ;  which  if 
you  had  entertained  it  for  one  moment,  your  own 
heart  would  have  argued  you  out  of,  the  next?  Oh 
no !  wc  will  never  part.     Never ! 

Will  you  be  done  with  this  wild  scheme  of  yours  ? 
I  tell  you  it  will  not  answer;  and  you  must  posi- 
tively play  Cindnnatus  somewhere  else.  With  all 
your  tolerance  of  places,  you  would  not  &nd  at 
Craigenputtock  the  requisites  you  require.  The 
light  of  heaven,  to  be  sure,  is  not  denied  it;  but 
for  green  grass  ?  Besides  a  few  cattle-fields,  there 
is  nothing  except  a  waste  prospect  of  heather  and 
black  peat-moGs.  Prune  and  delve,  would  you ! 
In  the  first  place  there  is  nothing  to  prune  ;^  and^ 
for  delving,  I  set  too  high  a  value  on  your  life  to 
let  you  engage  in  so  perilous  an  enterprise.  Were 
you  to  attempt  such  a  thing,  there  are  twenty 
chances  to  one  that  you  should  be  swallowed  up  in 
the  moss,  spade  and  all.  In  short,  I  presume,  what- 
ever may  he  yotir  farming  talents,  that  you  are  not 

'  There  were  scvcnl  plantations  of  contidaibic  exient  at 
Cnigtnputtock.  In  1 880  (or  thetwbouts)  ^)oo  w«3  p«id  into 
Carlylc'i  ac<rouDt  by  the  tcnv)!  for  timber  cut  from  the  wooils  on 
the  esaiie.  And  u  etrly  u  iSji  Catlyle  had  "  larch'icicki " 
todiipoic  «j*, —  9e«  "  Letters  of  T. Ctrlyle,  1826-36/'  >>■  f>- 
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an  accomplished  Drover;  and  nobody  l>ut  a  person 
of  this  sort  could  make  the  rent  of  the  place  out  of 
it.  Were  you  to  engage  in  the  concern,  we  should 
all  be  ruined  together. 

You  will  write  immediately,  won't  you?  And 
for  Heaven's  sake,  say  something  to  make  mc  less 
unhappy  than  I  am  at  present.  There  has  been 
the  weight  of  a  millstone  at  my  heart  for  these  last 
two  weeks.  —  I  would  have  written  sooner,  but  I 
have  been  tormented  with  headache,  as  usual,  which 
unlits  me  for  every  exertion  of  thought,  while  it 
lasts. 

Ever  yoursj 

Jane  U.  Welsh. 


Letter  115 
T.  CarlyU  to  Miss  IVelsht  Haddington 

PEKTONVn.tB,   31  jMUlTf,  lSz$. 

Mv  OWN  Jane  I  You  are  a  nohic  girl ;  and  your 
true  and  generous  heart  shall  not  be  oppressed  an- 
other instant  under  any  weight  that  I  can  take  from 
it.  I  ought  to  thank  this  villain  of  a  edd  with  all 
its  sickenmg  influences,  for  having  kept  me  at  home 
today :  had  I  gone  to  Shooter's  Hill,  I  might  have 
seen  Mrs.  Bullcr  and  the  Orator;  but  1  should 
have  missed  the  most  delightful  piece  of  news  that 
could  have  visited  my  doubting  spirit.  This  Letter 
is,  I  think,  the  best  vou  ever  sent  me ;  there  is  more 
of  the  true  woman,  of  the  essence  of  my  Jane's  hon- 
ourable nature  in  it,  than  I  ever  saw  before.  Such 
calm  quiet  good-sense,  and  such  confiding,  simple, 
true  affection !    I  were  myself  a  pitiable  maiij  if  it 
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did  not  move  me.  Had  my  last  solemn  Letter  been 
directed  to  a  common  "  accomplished  Heiress," 
mcTcy!  what  a  fume  it  would  have  put  her  into! 
Tears  and  hysterics ;  followed  by  all  the  abusive 
epithets  in  the  romance  vocabulary ;  objurgations 
and  recriminations;  till  the  whole  concern  went  off 
like  a  rocket,  leaving  nothing  but  smoke  and  dark- 
ness behind  it.  In  place  of  all  which,  you  see  in 
that  very  grave  epistie  nothing  but  the  sincere  at- 
tempt, however  awkward,  of  a  man  that  loves  you 
faithfully,  and  longs  with  all  his  heart  to  find  out 
the  proper  path  ror  himself  and  you  to  walk  in; 
and  you  come  frankly  forward  with  your  own  meek 
and  clear  and  kind  sentiments  to  help  him  in  that 
arduous  undertaking.  Let  us  proceed  in  this  spirit 
my  Dearest;  and  I  feel  confident  the  result  will  be 
blest  to  us  both.  It  is  not  our  circumstances  alone, 
as  you  observe,  but  ourselves  that  require  change; 
Fortune,  niggard  as  she  is,  will  not  deny  us  the 
means  of  making  one  another  happy,  if  we  know 
how  to  use  and  desers^e  them.  Shall  I  confess  it» 
dear  as  you  arc  to  my  heart,  I  feci  that  I  do  not 
love  you  with  a  tithe  of  that  affection  which  you 
mieht  merit  and  obtain  from  me.  It  seems  as  if 
I  dared  not  love  you !  That  nobleness  of  nature, 
that  generous  tho'  aimless  striving  for  perfection 
attracts  me  towards  you  a$  with  the  force  of  fascina- 
tion: but  my  understanding  seems  to  call  upon  me 
to  beware,  seems  to  tell  mc  that  situated  and  inten- 
tioncd  as  we  are,  it  can  be  for  good  to  neither  of  us. 
A  thousand  times  have  I  denounced  the  artificial 
misdirection  and  delusions  that  defaced  the  pure 
cclesda)  ardour  of  your  soul ;  a  thousand  times  nave 
I  wished  that  you  had  been  some  humble  maiden 
with   no   possession   no  accomplishment  but  the 
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ethereal  spirit,  the  true  fervent  heart,  which  Nature 
gave  you ;  that  you  might  have  joined  with  me, 
mind  and  hand,  tn  the  great  and  only  right  pursuit 
of  life,  the  real  not  iteming  perfection  of  our  charac- 
ters, the  proper  guidance  and  contentment  of  the 
faculties  that  Providence  has  committed  to  our 
charge.  Alas!  Jane,  we  arc  both  faraacny  1  But 
we  snail  return,  wc  sh^ll  ;  and  be  good  and  happy 
after  all  our  errors.  Is  there  not  a  fund  of  honesty 
in  both  of  us  ?  Have  wc  not  hearts  to  reverence 
true  excellence,  and  judgements  which  must  at  length 
perceive  it?  I  have  been  sharply  taught^  and  you 
too  seem  to  be  finding  out  the  truth.  /There  is  in 
that  very  Letter  a  spirit  of  genuine  womanhood  which 

S'ves  me  the  most  precious  hopes.  ._0  my  own 
arling,  ttrrr  you  but  the  being  whicK  your  endow- 
ments mdicatc,  with  what  entircncss  could  I  give  up 
my  whole  soul  to  you,  and  love  and  reverence  you 
as  the  fairest  work  of  God,  and  be  one  heart  and 
mind  and  life  with  you  to  the  latest  moment  of  my 
existence Jj  This  is  Elysian,  and  I  swear  it  shall  not 
all  fail  and  pzss  away  in  vain.  Is  it  not  worth 
striving  for!  To  be  enshrined  in  one  another's 
hearts  forever  ;  united  by  the  bonds  of  Truth;  blest 
in  each  other  beyond  the  power  of  Fate  to  ruin  us 
utterly !  O  that  I  could  banish  from  myself  and 
you  the  pitiful  impediments  and  deceptions  that 
distort  our  nature !  The  rest  were  all  within  our 
reach.  Think,  then,  study,  strive  along  with  me, 
my  own  brave  Jane  I  Let  our  love  for  each  other  be 
the  Divinity  that  guides  our  steps  to  genuine  felicity 
and  worth  ;  and  we  shall  bless  forever  the  hour  that 
£rst  brought  us  together. 

One  sovereign  aid  in  our  progress  I  take  to  be 
iimerity;  and  this  I  propose  that  we  should  prac- 
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dse  more  and  more  towards  one  another.  For  u;, 
for  our  afTecdon,  there  is  no  basis  but  Truth ;  lec 
us  know  one  anotlier  as  we  are  and  shape  our 
conduct  and  principles  by  our  united  judgement. 
'l  blush  to  think  how  often  other  motives  than  real 
love  for  your  permanent  advantage  have  mingled 
in  what  J  said  to  you;  how  often  I  have  turned 
my  words  to  the  interest  of  the  passing  hour,  and 
repressed  the  honest  tho'  discordant  voice  of  truth 
that  was  speaking  at  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  and 
might  have  chased  the  smile  from  your  eye  but 
would  have  profited  you  notwithstanding.  It  was 
wrong,  and  we  have  strength  enough  to  take  an- 
other course.  It  is  the  common  fault  of  the  thing 
called  love:'  but  now  chat  wc  have  the  hope,  thcj 
glorious  probability  before  us  of  passing  our  exist- 
ence together,  it  is  fit  that  we  discard  such  errors 
as  much  as  is  in  our  power.  Let  us  learn  to  speak 
truth  to  one  another!  It  is  a  bitter  morsel,  that 
same  truth,  bitter  nauseous  morsel ;  but  it  is  the 
grand  specific  of  the  soul.  The  man  that  dares  to 
meet  it  in  all  its  forms  is  happy,  become  of  him 
what  may.  Depend  upon  it  uien,  my  Dearest,  wc 
must  gradually  introduce  the  custom  of  lecturing 
one  another  on  our  faults,  and  showing  to  each 
other  aspects  of  our  own  minds  that  are  far  from 
pleasant!  As  yet,  it  seems  to  mc,  i  am  but  in 
contact  with  you  on  some  small  corner  of  my  being  ; 
but  you  shall  yet  see  me  and  know  me  altogether. 
I  hope  you  wil!  not  hate  me;  ultimately,  I  know 
you  will  not ;  but  at  anyrate  you  shall  not  be  dc- 

^  Cf.  "  Pcrhipi  it  b  not  oat  oT  louon,  if  I  tell  joa  tluit  the 
whole  of  whic  so  muiy  bool»,  of  what  the  world  hojdi  up  to  u* 
■od  nunei  love,  bu  alwayi  leemed  to  me  t  fable."  —  "  Me'uter't 
Appr«nti«»hip,"  Bit.  viii.  «h.  (. 
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ceived.  You  abhor  cant  as  deeply,  and  have  as 
quick  an  eye  for  it,  as  myself  or  any  one:  it  U  our 
duty  to  help  each  other  to  get  rid  of  it  and  destroy 
it  utterly. 

When  I  come  back  to  Scotland  (which  will  be 
directly)  I  mean  to  spend  a  whole  fortnight,  if  your 
Mother  will  allow  me,  in  lecturing  you  and  being 
lectured  !  I  have  a  thousand  things  to  explain  and 
get  explained.  Let  us  talk  freely,  let  us  unbosom 
ourselves  to  each  other  without  reserve.  The  dis- 
crepancies that  divide  us  will  vanish,  if  light  were 
thrown  on  them ;  at  Least  they  will  be  put  upon  the 
way  of  vanishing,  ^lio  you  know,  I  heartily  rg'oice 
that  you  cannot  write  a  book  at  present!  Had  you 
succeeded  in  these  enterprises,  certain  milliners'  ap- 
prentices might  have  adored  you,  and  you  would 
have  had  a  rank  among  the  Blues  of  this  planet ;  but 
as  a  woman  it  would  have  proved  your  ruin.  This 
is  sure  as  fate.  Gifts  like  yours  arc  lit  for  something 
else  than  scribbling ;  and  the  way  to  cultivate  them 
is  to  make  them  what  you  would  have  them  seem 
and  represent.  Writing  follows  of  course ;  when 
you  have  once  attained  the  perfection  o( practice,  it 
is  easy  to  depict  it.  Otherwise  I  think  it  had  better 
never  follow.  Vex  not  your  heart  on  this  subject: 
I  know  you  will  and  must  see  it  as  1  do  ;  for  I  once 
saw  it  exactly  as  you.  Do  you  think  I  need  the 
voices  of  reviewing  men  (or  rather  marmikins)  of  Let- 
ters to  show  me  that  you  are  gifted  and  lovely? 
Could  I  not  have  guessed  it  for  myself?  It  is  not 
for  writing  that  my  heart  will  honour  any  one,  or 
wish  any  one  to  honour  mc:  it  is  for  being  in  some 
measure  what  the  object  of  all  useful  writing  is  only 
to  describe. 

But  a  fcruce  with  lecturing  for   the   present!    I 
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happy  members 
and 


more 


more 


must  absolutely  give  you  a  little  respite.  I  am  com- 
ing home,  as  I  have  told  you,  almost  forthwith.  That 
Life  ofSchilier  is  at  length  fairly  ofFmy  hands :  it  is  to 
be  sent  round  the  "  Trade  "  to-morrow  ;  then  I  settle 
with  the  knaves,  and  bid  adieu  to  them  and  their  con- 
cerns. The  Book  will  be  an  honest  enough  book,  an 
octavo  of  3jo  pages;  not  destined  for  a  long  life; 
but  83  it  contains  nothing  that  1  judged  disgraceful 
to  me,  my  conscience  is  satisfied,  and  1  care  not 
one  doit  what  the  purblind  Cockneys  make  of  it, 
whether  they  tear  it  to  pieces  in  their  rascally  Mag- 
azines or  let  it  lie  and  rot  forever  on  the  shelves  of 
the  Bibliopolist.  I  thank  Heaven  that  it  ts  so  with 
me!  That  the  "Fame"  conferred  by  such  un- 
of  society  is  every  day  growing 
indifferent  to  me.  "Fame!"  — 
The  very  sound  of  it  is  distressing  to  my  ears.  O 
that  \  could  show  you  the  worshippers  of  it  whom 
I  have  met  with  here !  To  see  how  the  shallow 
spirits  of  these  Scribes  are  eaten  up  by  this  mean 
selfish  passion;  how  their  whole  blood  seems  to  be 
changed  by  it  into  gall,  and  they  stand  hissing  like 
as  many  rattle-snakes  each  over  his  own  small  very 
small  lot  of  that  commodity !  I  swear  to  you  1  had 
rather  be  a  substantial  peasant  that  ate  my  bread  in 
peace  and  loved  my  fellow  mortals,  tho'  I  scarcely 
knew  that  my  own  parish  was  not  all  the  universe, 
than  one  of  these  same  miserable  metre-ballad  mon- 
gers, whose  heart  is  dead  or  worse,  for  whom  crea- 
Bon  is  but  a  mirror  to  reflect  the  image  of  his  own 
sorry  self  and  still  sorrier  doings !  An  hour  with 
Coleridge  or  Procter  would  do  more  for  you,  than  a 
month  of  my  talking.  You  would  forswear  fame , 
forever  and  a  day!  There  is  a  passage  in  this 
Schiller  (by    himself)   which,   if  you    make  many 
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words,  I  will  force  you  to  get  by  heart.  Madam, 
and  repeat  every  day  along  with  your  devotions! 
It  is  niy  very  creed,  expressed  with  Schiller's  elo- 
quence.'_. 

Your  copies  of  the  Book  you  may  expect  in 
about  a  fortnight;  but  the  Booksellers  are  a  class 
of  creatures  whom  it  is  unsafe  to  place  any  faith  on. 
Fear  not,  you  will  see  it  soon  enough.  For  myself, 
I  leave  London  in  a  week :  I  go  by  Birmingham  and 
Liverpool  to  Malnhil! ;  rest  there  for  a  little  space, 
and  then  most  probably  come  up  to  Edinburgn,  to 
arrange  some  fiiture  occupation.  I  have  plenty  of 
schemes ;  and  a  little  trust  in  some  of  them.  My 
health  is  bad,  but  not  irrecoverable;  and  I  have 
sworn  by  the  Fatal  Sisters  that  I  will  recover  it  and 
keep  it  so,  tbo'  I  take  to  cutting  ditches  for  a  live- 
lihood. ,  I  believe  with  Badams  that  there  Is  no 
organ  about  me  specially  deranged ;  only  an  over- 
worked system  of  nerves,  "  a  spirit  too  keen  for  the 
case  that  holds  it."i'  That  must  and  shall  be  rem- 
edied :  I  must  live  in  the  country,  and  work  with 
my  muscles  more  and  with  my  mind  less.  By  and 
by  it  will  all  be  well,  and  then —  I — Whata  plate  this 
Craigenpuctock  must  he  I  I  declare  I  should  like  to 
see  it.  So  you  will  not  have  me  drowned  in  peat- 
bogs, useless  as  I  am  }  Especially  if  theJpdt/tr should 
be  lost  too  I     Devil  take  you  ! 

On  the  whole  I  am  leaving  London  with  regret, 
and  with  the  hope  of  often  seeing  it  again.  1  think 
I  have  made  one  friend  here,  ana  that  is  almost  like 

'  T^tc  pasiafje  al)u<lcd  to  it  probsbly  that  given  b^  Carlyle  in 
h>9  •'  Life  of  Schiller,"  bcginniiiK  :  "The  Anal,  ii  ii  cruc,  i>  ihc 
>on  of  his  ige ;  but  pity  for  hitn  if  he  U  iu  pupil,  or  «Tcn  its 
fivouritc," 

■  Carlyle'i<'Liic  of  Schiller."  P«t  III..  "  Deaihof  Schmct." 
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an  epoch  in  my  life.  Mrs.  Strachey  really  likes 
me^  and  mth  all  her  obscurity  of  intellectual  culture, 
she  is  an  interesting  true-minded  woman.  She  loves 
and  venerates  nobleness  of  mind  in  others,  and 
follows  it  more  honestly  than  any  creature  I  have 
ever  seen  — with  one  exception,  whom  if  you  should 
die  guessing,  you  would  never  hit  on.  I  have 
promised  to  make  her  acquainted  with  you,  whom 
she  already  knows  (whence  I  understand  not)  and 
respects  for  your  conduct  to  the  Orator  and  his  dear 
Isabella.  With  the  Orator  himself  I  am  sorry  to 
part,  tho'  fortune  has  already  parted  us  to  a  con- 
siderable dcgree>  wherever  wc  may  be  in  place.  He 
is  a  good  man ;  tho*  he  cannot  speak  or  act  one 
hour  without  cant,  he  really  means  to  be  sincere. 
He  loves  one  too,  but  the  void  your  absence  leaves 
in  his  heart  is  so  very  soon  and  so  unscrupulously 
filled  up  that  it  were  unwise  to  set  much  store  by  it. 
Poor  fellow!  He  has  his  own  trials  waiting  him. 
Rejoice  that ^'ffw  came  not  near  him  !  It  would  have 
shook  the  whole  establishment  I  From  stupidity, 
from  cant,  from  quackcrv,  Good  l.ord  deliver  us  I 
Now  it  will  not  be  safe  to  write  to  me  here  any 
more.  Will  you  have  a  Letter  for  me  at  Mainhill 
in  ten  days  ?  I  will  never  answer  it  while  I  live ! 
Now  is  your  heart  lighter  ?  You  owe  me  ten  kisses, 
which  at  compound  interest  already  amount  to  a 
score. — Your  poor  head!     Do  go  out  and  walk, 

and    drive   these    G s   from    you,    and   amuse 

yourself!    It  is  all  you  want    Also  love  me  forever. 
God  bless  thee  I 


Thine  forever. 


T.  Carlvlk. 
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LSTTZR    Il6 

Miss  H^£hh  to  T.  CarfyU,  Mainhilt 

{Ftrmtrdid  U  y.  Sadsms,  £>^.,  Sirmiii^&tm') 

Hai>&ixotok,  14  February,  '  i8s;.' 

My  Dearest,  —  You  arc  welcome  to  Scotland 
again,  since  it  must  be  so.  I  wished  you  to  remain 
where  you  were ;  for  London,  it  seemed  to  me, 
had  more  inducements  to  retain  you  than  Scotland 
had  to  bring  you  back.  But  it  was  for  you  only 
to  decide  as  to  what  you  only  understand."  And 
after  all,  I  am  persuaded  that  you  are  in  the  right; 
that  you  are  more  likely  to  find  health  and  happi- 
ness  among  the  honest  unpretending  hearts  of  your 
Fatherland  than  in  the  great  City,  with  ail  its 
Poets  and  Orators  and  Bluestockings,  which  you 
have  left  behind  you. 

Indeed,  it  would  be  difficult  for  you  to  do  any- 
thing that  could  make  mc  doubt  the  propriety  of 
your  judgement:  I  know  not  how  your  spirit  has 
gained  such  a  mastery  over  mine  in  spite  of  my 
pride  and  stubbornness;  but  so  it  is.  Tho'  self- 
willed  as  a  mule  with  others,  I  am  tractable  and 
submissive  towards  you ;  I  hearken  to  your  voice 
as  to  the  dictates  of  a  second  conscience,  hardly 
less  awful  to  mc  than  that  which  nature  has  im- 
planted in  my  breast.  How  comes  it  you  have 
this  power  over  me  ?     For  it  is  not  the  effect  of 

*  Id  Schiller**  "  Wallenitcin  "  M»X  Piccolomini  t»y% : 

"And  wlut  new  ba]i  hirr  rhc;  co  chirp  him  with.* 
T^  be  ilooe  dcdda  whit  he  «]i>n« 
Cm  wdMbnd  i "—  Sec  CuljU't  "  Lih  of  SdiUlcr,"  Pta.  UI, 
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your  genius  and  virtue  merely.  Sometimes  in  my 
serious  moods,  I  believe  it  is  a  charm  with  which 
my  Good  Angcl  has  fortified  my  heart  against  evil. 
Be  that  as  it  may,  your  influence  has  brought  mc 
nothing  but  good. 

When  will  you  be  here?  Be  sure  you  write  be- 
forehand; for  1  hate  surpriseSy  however  agreeable. 
I  am  lon^ng  to  see  you  again  ;  to  hear  your  travels* 
history  smce  we  parted ;  and  to  talk  with  you  ove^ 
all  our  concerns.  But  how  am  I  to  meet  you  now  t 
Do  you  know  I  think  it  is  more  than  probable  that 
I  will  take  to  my  own  room,  when  you  come,  and 
not  go  out  of  it  as  long  as  you  are  in  the  house. 
Upon  my  word,  Mr.  Thomas  Carlyle,  I  can  hardly 
forgive  you  for  bringing  me  into  this  very  shocking 
predicament.  Here  am  I  blushing  like  an  idiot 
whenever  your  name  is  mentioned,  so  that  any 
body  who  looks  at  me,  may  read  the  whole  matter 
in  my  face;  and  then  to  be  half-engaged i  I  who 
have  such  a  natural  horror  at  engagements !  It 
gives  me  asthma  every  time  I  think  of  it.  And  yet, 
8ueh  is  the  inconsistency  of  human  nature,  or  of 
my  particular  nature,  that  1  would  not  if  I  might,  be 
free:  *'Ce  que  j'ai  fail,  je  le  fereh  encore"  [what  I 
have  done  I  would  do  again].  I  cannot  say  this  of 
much  else  I  have  done  in  my  day.  You  will  come 
however ;  and  at  all  events,  you  will  sec  my  Mother 
and  Miss  G.  I  cannot  think  how  this  bur  of  a 
girl  is  to  be  got  rid  of.  The  term  of  her  invitation 
expired  last  month,  and  here  she  is  still,  terril^-ing 
me  by  talking  of  what  we  are  to  do  together  weeks 

and  months  hence.    These  G s  are  as  tenacious 

as  bugs  of  their  quarters ;  when  they  have  once 
found  their  way  into  a  house,  there  is  no  driving 
them  out  agun.     I  looked  to  the  London  project 
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for  deliverance ;  but  this,  I  perceive,  is  to  miscarry 
this  Season,  as  it  did  the  last :  and  I  am  not  sorry. 
Now  that  you  ^re  gone,  I  should  have  little  enjoy- 
ment in  it,  convinced  as  I  am  that  Edward  Irving's 
much  vaunted  friendship  for  me,  is  nothing  more 
than  a  froth  of  professions.  I  will  not  quarrel  with 
him,  however.  I  love  him  still,  after  all  he  has 
done  and  all  that  he  has  not  done,  and  I  shall  love 
him  to  the  last, — in  memory;  but  I  have  ceased  to  ad- 
mire him,  to  put  trust  in  him  ;  he  has  disgusted  rae. 
What  a  precious  creature  this  Mrs.  Strachey  must 
be!  I  am  sure  I  shall  like  her,  since  she  has  the 
grace  to  be  fond  of  you.  How  old  is  she  ?  Seri- 
ously you  could  not  do  mc  a  more  acceptable  ser- 
irice  than  making  me  acqu^nted  with  a  woman 
about  my  own  years,  whom  I  could  really  like.  I 
have  never  found  such  a  one ;  my  female  acquaint- 
ances are  all  cither  creatures  of  no  characters,  made 
up  of  seemings,  or  they  are  so  cold,  so  vain  and 
selfish,  that  my  heart  shrinks  from  them.  Our  sex 
is  certainly  less  friendly  than  yours  ;  at  least  our 
affections  are  more  easily  perverted  by  self-interest. 
Men  may  be  rivals,  opponents  in  their  fortunes,  and 
yet  be  friends  in  their  hearts,  and  fair  towards  each 
other's  worth  ;  but  woman  the  instant  she  Li  rivalled, 
becomes  unjust.  Mercy  !  what  jealousies,  what  cn- 
vvings  and  heart  burnings  arc  among  us  I  I  de- 
clare I  would  rather  be  a  kitten  and  cry  mew !  than 
live  as  I  see  many  of  my  female  acquaintances  do, 
tearing  each  other's  characters  to  pieces,  and  wear- 
ing out  their  lives  in  vanity  and  vexation  of  spirit. 
He  was  a  wise  man  who  thanked  the  gods  that  they 
had  not  made  him  a  woman.  There  are  twenty 
chances  to  one,  that  he  would  not  have  been  wise 
if  they  had. 
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The  fortnight  is  not  out  yet»  and  already  I  am 
looking  for  the  Book.  It  will  surely  come  this 
week  )  But  Booksellers  are  not  to  be  depended 
on,  so  I  may  be  kept  waiting  for  a  month.  I  de- 
clare it  is  you  who  are  "  a  consequence  of  the  Fall 
of  Adam  "I'  Why  don't  you  scold  your  Book- 
seller, or  "thrash"  him  into  good-behaviour,  if 
scolding  will  not  do?  I  tell  you  I  am  dying  to 
have  this  Book^  — to  see  my  heroic  Max  and 
Carlos  and  Posa  and  all  my  favourites,  with  an  air 
of  you  about  them  !  \^  it  does  not  come  soon,  I 
will  ring  such  a  peal  in  your  ears,  as  you  have  not 
heard  the  like  of  since  the  day  you  were  at  Lady 
Warrender's.  Do  you  remember  it  ?  I  think  I 
outdid  Xantippe*  on  that  occasion;  and  it  was 
nothing,  —  nothing  at  all  to  what  I  can  do.  Ask 
Cathenne  G.,  when  you  come,  how  long  she  has 
heard  me  rail  at  a  time,  and  she  will  tell  you  what 
will  make  your  hair  stand  on  end,  like  quills  upon 
the  fretful  porcupine.  How  1  should  like  to  know 
when  you  will  be  here !  Do  write  immediately  and 
tell  me.  Give  my  love  to  your  Mother,  and  a  kiss 
to  my  poetical  namesake.  What  has  her  litde 
Muse  been  doing?  or  is  it  gone  to  sleep?  Come  I 
Ever  yours, 

Jane  Baillis  Welsh. 


1  See  emit,  beginning  of  Letter  I  le. 
*  Tlic  icolding  wife  of  Sociuci. 
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Litter  i 17 
Cariyle  to  Miss  IVelihy  Haddington 

Mv   Dearest,  —  I  must  seem  to  you  very  little 

worthy  of  the  kind  punctuality  with  which  you  have 
attended  CO  my  wishes:  it  is  a  fortnight  since  you 
wrote,  and  for  nearly  a  month  you  have  heard  no 
whisper  of  tidings  from  me.  Yet  in  truth,  I  am  but 
little  10  blame.  The  perversity  of  circumstances 
detained  me  in  London  till  yesterday  morning,  for 
the  last  two  weeks  in  the  Orator's  house  ;  and  iho' 
I  well  remembered  you  and  your  anxieties,  I  found 
it  next  to  impossible  to  take  the  simplest  step  for 
calming  them.  Twice  i  attempted  writing  to  you ; 
twice  the  chaotic  tumults  of  the  Orator's  hospitable 
but  distracted  mansion  forbade  me  to  proceed.  A 
third  time,  almost  laughing  at  my  own  meptitude,  I 
took  my  pen,  and  determined  to  tell  you,  tho'  but 
I  half  intelligibly,  that  I  was  well  and  loved  you  ;  but 
just  as  I  had  finished  the  second  page  of  my  sheet, 
a  messenger  arrived  with  news  that  I  must  instantly 
set  out  on  my  way  homeward,  and  of  course  post- 
pone all  talk  with  you  till  I  reached  Warwickshire  ! 
1  came  last  night ;  and  this  morning  your  dear  little 
Letter,  after  travelling  thro'  Dumiriesshire,  hither, 
then  to  London  and  back  again,  was  at  last  put  into 
my  hands.  So  that  1  am  bound  Co  expedition  by 
a  double  tie  ;  and  tho'  Badams's  great  chemical  tub 
itself  (a  thing  somewhat  larger  than  a  parish  church) 
should  burst,  and  overflow  the  premises  with  oil-of- 
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vitriol,  I  will  not  rise  from  this  spot,  till  I  have 
quieted  your  good  heart,  and  done  away  with  all 
unpleasant  calculations  and  misgivings  on  account 
of  mc.  It  is  a  shame  that  I  should  cost  you  a 
single  moment's  pain.  How  many  men  arc  there 
in  England  that  have  such  a  heart  to  care  for  them  i 
To  mc  it  is  worth  more  than  kingdoms:  I  were 
worse  than  mad,  if  I  did  not  prize  it  beyond  all 
earthly  things,  and  consider  the  duty  of  providing 
for  its  happiness  as  the  soul  of  all  my  earthly 
purposes. 

My  projected  movements,  you  perceive,  have 
been  altogether  overturned  ;  far  from  the  danger  of 
surprising  you  by  my  presence,  I  am  yet  a  week 
from  Annandale,  and  perhaps  three  weeks  from 
you.  The  poor  Book  was  ready  on  my  part  at  the 
dmc  predicted;  but  just  two  days  before  the  ap- 
pointed time  of  publication,  our  Engraver  discov- 
ered that  the  plate '  was  incomplete,  and  could  not 
htproperiy  rectified  in  less  than  a  fortnight!  As  I 
had  myself  recommended  this  man  to  the  job,  on 
the  faith  of  Irving's  testimony  that  he  was  an  indi- 
gent gtnius,  I  had  nothing  for  it  but  to  digest  my 
spleen  in  silence,  and  to  tell  t^cfeckUsj  speldring^ 
of  a  creature,  that  as  his  future  reputation  dejiended 
on  the  work,  he  was  at  liberty  to  do  his  best,  and 
take  what  time  he  needed  for  so  doing.  I  settled 
with  Hessey  for  my  labour;  had  ten  copies  done 
up  in  their  actual  state  for  distribution  in  I^ndon  ; 
and  so  washed  my  hands  of  the  concern,  after  exact- 
ing a  solemn  promise  that  they  would  lose  nn  time 
in  forwarding  the  rest  to  Edinburgh.  The  fortnight 
is  already  past  and  another  fortnight  to  keep  it  com- 

^  Tlie  frontiiptKC,  to  enjnving  of  SchiUer. 
■  Feeble  tpnt. 
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pany ;  yet  T  left  Bull  ^  still  picking  and  scfsping  at 
nis  copper,  still  "three  days"  from  the  iu'^'ofhis 
labour !    So  much  for  the  patronage  of  genius  !    Yet 
I  suffer  willingly;  for  my  purpose  was  good.'antf.-*. 
this  poor  Cockney  has  actually  a  meritoHous  heart  ;--- 
and  a  meagre  patient  tho'   dejected   wife  depends 
upon  the   scanty   proceeds  of  his  burin.     In  two 
weeks  from  the  present  dacc>  I  calculate  that  you 
wili  sec   SchiUer ;  sooner  I   dare  not   promise.      It 
will  do  little,   I  conjecture,  to  justify  your  impa- 
tience ;  yet  as  the  first  fruit  of  a  mind  that  is  one 
with  yours  forever,  I  know  that  it  will  meet  a  kind 
reception  from  you ;  and  with  your  approbation  and 
my  own,  the  chief  part  of  my  wishes  in  the  way  of 
fame  arc  satisfied.     I  have  not  put  my  name  to  it ; 
for  I  desire  no  place  among  "  the  mob  of  gentlemen 
that  write  with  ease  "  ; '  and  if  mere  selfish  ambition 
were  my  motive,  I  had  rather  not  be  named  at  all, 
than  named  among  that  slender  crew,  as  the  author 
of  a  lank  octavo  with  so  few  pretensions.     I  seem 
to  sec  the  secret  of  these  thir^.     Let  a  man  be 
true  in  his  intentions  and  his  erforts  to  fulfil  them  ; 
^nd  the  point  is  gained,  whether  he  succeed  or  not ! 
smile  when  i  hear  of  people  dying  of  Reviews. 
What  is  a  reviewer  sitting  in  his  critical  majesty,  but     , 
one  man,  with  the  usual  modicum  of  brain,  who  thinks     i 
ill  ofus  or  well  ofus,  and  tells  the  Earth  that  ^f  thinks 
so,  at  the  race  of  fifteen  guineas  a  sheet  ?     The  vain     ^ 
pretender^  who   lives  on   the  breath   of  others,  he     ' 
may  hurt ;  but  to  the  honest  workman  who  under- 
stands the  worth  or  worthlessness  of  his  own  per-     I 
formance,  he  tells  nothing  that  was  not  far  better      ' 
understood  already,  or  else  he  tells  weak  liei;  in 

'  The  natne  of  the  engraver. 
'  Sm  *aif.  Letter  63,  m. 
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both  of  which  cases,  his  intelligence  is  one  of  the 
umplesf  -tilings  in  Nature.      Let  us  always  be  true  ! 
i    TVuth  may  be  mistaken  and  rejected  and  trodden 
.•  ■"ilc'wn  ;  but  like  pure  gold  it  cannot  be  destroyed : 
".'--  after  they  have  crushed  it  and  burnt  it  and  cast  it  on 
•  ^    the  waters,  they  cry  out  that  it  is  lost,  but  the  im- 
<    perishable   metal  remains   in   its   native   purity,  no 
J    particle  of  it  has  been  changed,  and  in  due  dnie  it 
I    will  be  prized  and  made  to  bless   mankind  to  all 
ages.     If  literature  had   no  evils   but  false  critics, 
it  would  be  a  very  manageable  thing.      By  the  way, 
have  you  seen  the  last  number  of  the  Londcn  Maga^ 
zinef     Taylor  told  me  it  had  a  "Letter  to  the  Re- 
viewer of  Meijtcr"  by  some  man  from  Cambridge. 
I  suppose  it  may  be  very  stupid  :  but  I  have  not 
read    it,  or   the  criticism   it    is  meant  to  impugn. 
Goethe  is  the   Moon  and  these  are   penny-dogs; 
their  barking  ^r«  or  ccn  is  chiefly  thdr  own  concern. 
I  mean  to  send  the  venerable  Sage  a  copy  of  this 
Sefuiler :  I  like  him  better  than  any  living  "  man  of 
letters,"  for  he  is  a  man^  not  a  dwarf  of  letters. 

Til!  this  wretched  Book  of  mine  arrive  in  Edin- 
burgh, and  be  at  hand  as  a  reference  in  my  pro- 
posals, my  own  presence  there  cannot  be  attended 
with  any  tolerably  satisfactory  result.  That  con- 
sideration has  occasioned  or  facilitated  my  loitering 
till  now  in  die  South.  Irving  wished  to  have  ^a 
week  of  talk  "  with  me;  and  T  easily  consented  to 
make  it  two.  Do  not  cease  to  love  him,  but  do  not 
think  of  visiting  him.  I  feel  sympathy  for  Irving; 
he  is  a  true-hearted  man  at  bottom  ;  but  beleaguered 
with  imbecility  and  folly  and  difficulty  on  every  side. 
He  has  already  had  many  distresses  to  encounter, 
and  many  more  arc  yet  laid  up  for  him.  But  they 
arc  lessons  which  he  needs ;  for  prosperity  is  a  thing 
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he  cannot  do  with.  Disappointment  clips  away  his 
vanity,  makes  real  friendship  precious  to  him,  and 
brings  out  the  true  manly  eneigy  of  his  own  char- 
acter, which  flattery  and  success  never  iails  to  pervert 
into  a  thousand  inconsistencies.  1  have  a  new  ser- 
mon of  his  for  your  Mother  and  you  jointly.  Let 
us  not  foi^t  to  love  him ;  for  with  all  his  &ults, 
where  shall  we  find  his  fellow  ? 

On  the  whole  I  have  left  him  and  London  with 
r^ret.  I  regret  London,  not  for  the  noisy  excite- 
ments which  its  immensity  is  ever  holding  out;  these 
indeed  I  hate ;  but  for  the  fraction  of  true  friendship 
which  has  been  established  for  me  in  one  or  two  of 
its  many  hearts,  and  which  will  keep  a  certain  place 
there  for  me  now  when  I  am  gone.  You  shall  know 
Mrs.  Strachey  ere  the  worid  is  done.  She  is  to 
correspond  with  me ;  she  has  given  me  a  fine  gold 
pencil '  with  a  still  finer  farewell  Letter  for  a  memo- 
rial !  The  "  noble  lady  "  too,  Mrs.  Montagu,  does 
seem  to  have  a  touch  of  kindness  for  me,  which  she 
has  striven  by  many  elegant  methods  to  express: 
she  is  a  flatterer,  but  not  a  cozener  intentionally; 
you  shall  know  her  too  by  and  by.  When  I  con- 
trast these  things  with  icy  Edinburgh,  my  heart 
upbraids  the  coldness  of  my  true  but  nard  and  for- 
bidding fatherland.  I  will  try  once  more:  I  will 
seek  for  friendship  in  my  own  country  as  for  hidden 
treasure,  but  if  I  cannot  find  it,  I  will  stay  no  longer 
there.  Athens  is  dear  to  me  as  the  centre  of  all  that 
is  best  in  Scotland ;  but  in  my  former  state  of  fright- 
fill  solitude,  1  will  never  more  abide  in  it  Nous 
verrons! 

My  present  purposes  are  firm  as  iron  in  their  ob- 

'  With  a  seal  at  the  top  of  it,  bcBiing  the  motto  "  Mtiitrd  Im- 

tm." 
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ject,  but  sdll  somc^vhat  vague  in  the  matter  of  their 
execution.  In  the  country  in  about  a  year  I  expect 
to  have  rerained  my  health.  That  blessed  result  is 
still  far  on,  but  I  now  think  I  distinctly  set  it.  It 
seems  to  depend  upon  myself;  and  what  am  I,  if  I 
have  not  wtll  enough  to  suffer  any  thing  or  do  any 
thing  for  such  a  consummation?  A  few  days  I  stay 
with  Badams  to  receive  his  final  precepts;  then 
hasten  to  Annandale  to  arrajige  some  plan  of  resi- 
dence with  my  Brother  and  my  Mother,  for  my 
abode  if  possible  must  be  my  own.  Here  1  will 
live  as  by  geometry;  "  exercise  and  temperance  "  (as 
the  copy-books  have  it)  shall  be  my  laws,  unaltcr^ 
able  as  those  of  Kate  j  I  will  work  with  moderation 
in  my  calling,  and  live  in  the  firm  hope  that  useful 
and  happy  activity  will  return  to  me.  Believe  it, 
my  Darling,  our  happiness  i^  in  our  own  hands! 
Let  us  arouse  the  wisdom  and  good  principle  and 
serviceable  endowments  that  arc  in  us;  let  us  lay 
aside  every  weight,  above  all  let  us  utterly  break 
with  Vanity  anJ  ell  its  poisonous  progtny;  and  never 
doubt  that  we  shall  bless  and  be  blessed  in  one  an- 
other. Are  wc  not  already  rich?  Has  not  each  of 
us  n  faith  in  the  other?  Do  we  not  belong  to  one 
another,  so  that  Destiny  itself  cannot  sunder  our 
hearts?  Then,  I  say,  if  we  are  wise,  we  may  be 
happy,  in  spite  of  all  that  can  oppose  us.  It  is  not 
in  external  success,  in  wealth  or  fame,  or  in  any  of 
the  modes  of  reflected  excitements  and  solaces  to  self 
that  the  matter  lies:  it  is  in  being  right  at  heart,  in 
following  out  the  good  and  true,  in  limiting  our  ends 
to  our  means,  and  making  our  very  purposes  their 
own  reward.  We  will  try,  at  any  rate ;  and  if  there 
is  a  Providence  that  cares  for  the  well-intentioned 
among  his  creatures,  He  will  prosper  our  endeavours. 
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As  to  my  literary  employments,  1  have  still  vari- 
ous plans  bcibre  me.  The  translation  of  Schiller  I 
conDnue  to  think,  might  prove  a  useful  enterprise; 
and  with  proper  encouragement,  I  am  not  disin- 
clined to  undertake  it.  Some  people  have  been 
counselling  me  to  translate  ^//^f/«  TifU  (the  death 
of  Gcssler  from  it  is  in  tAe  Book)  and  have  it  brought 
upon  the  stage  in  London.  Taylor  Sc  Hcsscy  coo 
have  made  me  a  sort  of  offer  for  a  Lift  of  VoUain 
on  the  same  principle  as  this  of  Schiller:  it  might 
be  printed  in  Edinburgh;  they  would  give  jfioo 
for  the  first  edition,  provided  I  would  let  them  have 
all  the  other  editions  (if  any)  at  ^C'JO  ^^^h.  I  de- 
clined, for  (he  present,  disposing  of  the  other  edi- 
tions at  all ;  and  here  we  rest.  If  I  can  Bnd  nothing 
better*  I  may  close  with  their  offer:  but  they  are 
drivelling  mcn»  and  I  love  them  not.  Besides,  as  I 
wish  to  live  in  Edinburgh,  it  were  good  that  I  at- 
tempted to  form  relations  there,  rather  than  else- 
where.   A  few  weeks  will  decide. 

Meanwhile  I  am  contented,  and  better  prepared 
than  usual  for  any  sort  of  fate.  In  about  three 
weeks,  I  will  have  your  kiss  of  welcome!  You  will 
hide  yourself,  will  you  ?  Depend  on  me  for  seek- 
ing out  your  haunts!  It  is  the  will  of  Kate,  and 
what  can  a  poor  girl  do  ?  Submit  with  a  good  grace 
to  the  unavoidable ;  and  be  thankful  that  it  is  not 
worse.  —  I  rejoice  to  hear  of  your  precious  gifts  in 
the  scolding  line.  .  .  .  But  you  are  a  sood  creature 
in  spite  of  Lady  Warrcndcr's,and  I  will  try  to  be  no 
more  a  fool,  —  Ft  is  dark  ;  and  I  must  end  this  mis- 
erable Letter,  which  I  pray  you  to  forgive  for  its 
unspeakable  ineptitudes:  I  have  written  it  in  the 
midst  of  confusion  and  hurry.  Will  you  write  to 
Main  hill,  in  a  week  after  this  arrives  f     I  will  tell 
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you  more  particularly  of  my  plans.  Do  now  like  a 
good  lassie  as  you  are.  Hut  iiway  these  odious 
G  s  if  you  can ;  and  love  me  forever.  God 
bless  you,  jane  !  — 

1  am  yours  aufcwigt 

T.  Carlvle. 


Lettcr  itS 

MiiS  Welsh  to  T.  Carijle,  MainhiU 

HADDiKCTorc,  I]  Much,  *i8z$.' 

Really,  Dearest,  my  affection  for  you  (as  Mrs. 
West  says  of  her  son)  is  very  levcTe.  A  twelve- 
month of  the  most  devoted  attentions,  on  your  part, 
will  hardly  atone  for  the  uneasiness  you  have  occa- 
sioned me,  one  way  and  another,  within  the  last  few 
weeks.  I  hegin  to  think  the  Uttle  Doctor'  had 
some  reason,  after  all,  for  the  terrible  charge  which 
he  brought  against  you.  You  are  a  most  uncertain 
gentleman.  There  was  I,  on  the  faith  of  your 
promises,  waiting  and  waiting  for  two  whole  weeks, 
counting  every  day  and  hour,  and  turning  pale  at 
the  sound  of  every  coach-horn,  —  all  for  nothing  I 
And  it  was  not  illness  or  any  necessity  which  de- 
tained you ;  you  merely  staid  to  talk  with  the 
Orator.  Eh  hurt  I  I  hope  you  will  not  take  many 
fortnights  of  talk,  by  the  way;  or  my  patience,  I 
am  afraid,  will  hardly  hold  out;  and  woe  to  thee, 
Mr.  Thomas  Carlylc,  if  it  docs  not!  However, 
tho'  1  was  sadly  disappointed  when  your  Letter 
arrived,  I  am  glad  (as  it  has  happened)  that  you  did 
not  come  when  you  said :  I  have  been  ill  ever  since, 

'  Dr.  Fj-ffc.  —  See  *jiK,  Utiei  8 1 . 
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and  little  out  of  bed,  so  i  could  not  have  been  with 
you  tho'  you  had  been  here.  But  now  that  my 
head  is  mending  again,  you  may  come  when  yoa 
like. 

I  never  wished  so  earnestly  to  see  you  in  my  life. 
It  seems  as  if  my  destiny  depended  on  this  visit, 
and  we  were  now  to  understand  each  other  for  the 
first  ti me.  H cretofore  wc  have  never  met  but 
amidst  the  most  vexadous  impediments,  in  circum- 
stances when  I  dartd  neither  suffer  your  confidence 
nor  show  you  mine  :  but  now  our  situation  is  differ- 
ent; what  I  dreaded  to  think  of  is  past,  and  there 
are  no  longer  any  reasons  for  reserve  betwixt  us. 
On  the  coDtnry,  there  arc  the  strongest  reasons  for 
being  open  and  sincere.  Would  to  Heaven  all 
doubts  and  uncertainties  were  ended!  and  that  we 
loved  each  otlur  as  both  of  us  might  love !  How 
happy,  how  unspeakably  h.ippy  should  we  be! 
And  what  hinders  it?  Nothing  but  the  miserable 
perversion  of  my  own  sentiments !  It  is  this  which 
raises  up  a  barrier  of  separation  betwixt  us  ;  but  for 
this  my  whole  <u>ul  would  rush  to  meet  yours,  and 
be  one  with  it  forever.  Surely  I  must  be  the 
weakest  of  creatures !  I  know  where  the  evil  lies, 
and  do  nothing  to  mend  it:  my  existence  is  a  sort 
of  waking  nightmare;  I  see  the  right  way  straight 
before  my  eyes,  —  the  only  way  of  escape  from  the 
disquietudes  which  pursue  mc,  and  I  have  not 
power  to  follow  it.  Yet,  do  not  despise  me  or 
altogether  despair  of  me.  I  hope  that  ultimately, 
I  shall  be  everything  —  anything  —  you  wish. 
//  n'y  a  que  U  ^umier  pas  qui  couif:*  "One  bold 

'  "It  it  attly  ihe  fint  «cp  that  'it  tremb!«ome.**  Vidtmire 
iclh  Madune  Dclfand  Uiai  one  or  bet  bon-mott  u  quoted  in  ihc 
"Note*  of  'La  i*iKclle'  :  Jla'ys^t  U  frtm'ttr  f»i  fut  etSlr." 
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stroke  to   break   the  bell  in  pieces  and   thou  art 
delivered ! " ' 

What  a  multitude  of  things  I  have  to  ask  you 
and  explain  to  you,  which  I  cannot  undertake  on 
paper!  And,  very  possibly,  when  you  are  come, 
the^  will  all  be  gone  out  of  my  head.  It  is  partic- 
ularly unfortunate  that  1  never  f ah  talk  when  I  have 
got  anything  to  say  ;  and  that  at  all  dmcs,  1  can  be 
anything  easier  than  myself.  I  have  lived  so  long 
among  people  who  do  not  understand  me  or  sym- 
pathize with  me, —  been  so  long  accustomed  to 
refrain  and  disguise  myself  for  fear  of  being  laughed 
at,  that  I  have  grown  as  difficult  to  come  at  as  a 
snail  in  a  shell ;  and  what  is  worse,  1  cannot  come 
out  of  mv  shell  when  I  wish  it.  —  This  dumpling 
of  a  Highland  girl  too,  will  be  sadly  in  the  way. 
1  have  tried  everything  I  can  think  of  to  make  her 
quartcrji  too  hot  for  her ;  but  no  coldness  or  cross- 
ness can  induce  her  to  decamp.  She  is  quite 
Spaniel  in  her  nature :  the  worse  I  use  her,  the 
more  she  fawns  on  me  and  follows  me.  t  cannot 
shake  her  off  for  an  instant  all  the  day  long.  And 
then  she  annoys  mc  so  with  her  awkward  imitation 
of  my  dress  and  manners.  For  some  days  past, 
she  has  been  making  the  most  hideous  grimaces 
that  were  ever  beheld;  and  when  I  insisted  on 
knowing  the  meaning  of  them,  she  told  mc  she  was 


It  n  likety,  however,  thai  Miu  Wdih  found  this  Fr«tich  proverb 
in  Cibbon.  In  a  noK  the  hUtorian  nmaiically  writet:  '<  Tb« 
Catholic  mirtyr  [tfter  being  beheaded]  had  carried  his  head  in  his 
hands  a  connderabJe  way  ;  y<t  on  «  similar  lale,  a  lady  of  my  ac- 
quaiiiiancc  onc-e  obxrvcd. '  Lt  Jiiitmt  n'y/tU  ritn ;  ii  w'y  a  fUt 
It  prtmur ^1  ^ui  reitf.'  "  — •*  Decline  and  Fall,"  ch.  xxxix. 

'  From  "  The  CoafcssioDi  of  ■  Fur  S»ini,"  "  Mdsicr'*  Ap- 
piraticctlitp,"  Bk.  vi. 
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merely  trying  to  turn  up  her  eyes  as  I  did  mine,  it 
looked  so  very  pooty!  I  could  hardly  keep  from 
beating  the  creature. 

You  will  write  immediately  ?  and  from  EtHnhur^h^ 
I  hope.  So  you  arc  for  living  there  now?  1  do 
not  en  ink  you  know.  Dear,  what  you  would  be  at, 
—  at  least  I  am  sure  /  do  not.  One  day  you  arc 
for  turning  Farmer  and  living  in  a  wilderness;  and 
just  when  I  have  pictured  to  myself  the  deltcious- 
ness  of  a  country-life,  away  you  arc  bent  on  settling 
in  Edinburgh  (where  certainly  there  are  no  great 
conveniences  for  farming) ;  or  if  Edinburgh  does 
not  answer,  there  is  London  in  reserve.  What  do 
you  wish  ?  You  will  tell  me  in  a  fortnight  at 
farthesif  will   you   not  ?     I   am   out   of  all    temper 

^H  about  the  Book  ;  indeed  I  rather  think  I  will  not 

^V  read  a  word  of  it  now  when  it  comes.     God  blc» 

W       you,  however ! 

^K  1  am  ever  yours, 

^^^^  Jane  Baillie  Welsh, 

M 


Letter  119 

T.  Carlyle  to  Miss  IVeJsh^  Haddington 

MAmmLL,'  23  Mtrcli,  181;. 
Thanks,  my  Dearest,  for  the  Letter  which  lay 


waiting  me,  and  still  more  for  the  sev^e  affection, 
which  it  recorded  and  formed  proof  of.  1  perceive 
I  must  by  and  by  begin  to  respect  you  in  a  new 
capacity,  that  of  a  self-denying,  meek  philosopher: 
the  patience  you  have  displayed  of  late  is  really  alto- 
gether exemplary.     I  do  not  know  that  I  myseir> 

t  Culylc  reuhed  Mamhill  on  Sinirday,  igch  Much. 
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philosopher  by  trade,  could  have  displayed  such 
tolerance  to  you,  a  much  more  lolerabU  person,  had 
I  figured  your  conduct  to  be  half  so  fluctuating  and 
irregular  as  you  consider  mine.  In  time,  as  you  say, 
I  hope  all  things  of  you. 

I  do  not  reckon  your  Doctor  at  all  a  deep 
Stel<nforscher  [psychologist] ;  yet  it  is  possible  enough 
that  in  my  case  he  may  have  some  degree  of  reasoa 
for  his  flccuaatton.  Between  deciding  slowly  an  ' 
correctly,  and  deciding  rapidly  and  wrong,  there  is  a 
strict  mathematica.1  line  of  propriety,  as  between 
every  two  extremes  of  habit ;  and  whether  I  am 
travelling  steadily  along  this  line,  is  a  thing  which 
often  gives  me  more  than  doubt.  Yet  slowness  of 
decision  is  an  evil ;  as  indecision  or  the  incapacity  of 
ever  deciding  firmly  is  the  great  banc  of  life,  the 
fatal  deficit  which  wrecks  the  character  and  happi- 
ness of  millions.  Fortunately,  however,  in  the 
fircscnt  instance,  I  have  escaped  this  misery ;  it  is 
ess  in  my  procedure  than  in  my  manner  ofdescrib* 
ing  it  that  your  charge  is  grounded.  My  scheme  of 
action  was  determined  on,  with  as  little  loitering  asj 
consisted  with  what  1  thought  mature  deliberation 
and  it  has  been  advancing,  ever  since,  towards  ful- 
filment, as  steadily  as  the  perversity  of  circumstanccSj 
chiefly  depending  upon  other  people,  would  permit. 
What  a  fool  you  must  think  me,  with  this  imaginary 
plan  of  taking  up  my  residence  in  Edinburgh  !  No, 
my  dear  Counsellor  !  towered  cities  with  their  hide- 
ous tumult  and  contamination,  are  a  horror  to  me, 
till  my  health  is  reestablished.  To  live  in  Edin- 
burgh is  a  project  as  yet  dubious  and  far  ofT:  it  is 
only  with  the  literature  of  Edinburgh  that  I  wish  to 
be  connected,  and  to  hold  communication  at  a  safe 
distance  of  seventy  statute  miles,  till  my  present  and 
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"  ports   and    happy 
circumstances  may 


most  pressing  object  is  attained.  Then,  indeed, 
London  and  Edinburgh  and  "all  places  that  the  eye 
of  heaven  visits "  are  to  me 
havens."'  I  can  turn  whither 
direct  me ;  tho'  if  nothing  special  should  occur  to 
change  my  way  of  life  and  business,  I  had  rather  for 
many  reasons  carry  it  on  in  my  native  country  than 
in  any  other.  *' O  immaculatcgenius!"  I  hear  you 
exclaim;  '*and  why  did'st  thou  linger  talking  with 
the  Orator,  or  dawdling  in  the  sooty  purlieus  of 
Brummagem  and  Manchester,  wasting  precious  time, 
and  suffering  all  thy  purposes,  wise  or  foolish,  to 
sugnatcuncommenccdf  O  faultless  monster,  where- 
fore did'st  thou  this?  "  Fair  and  softly,  my  Dear! 
things  are  not  as  they  seem.  With  my  utmost  ex- 
ertions, I  know  not  but  that  I  am  yet  too  soon  for 
doing  any  business  in  Edinburgh;  and  as  to  other 
business,  I  assure  you  much  has  been  accomplished 
already.  This  very  morning,  they  awoke  me  with 
the  tumult  of  loading  carts  with  apparatus  for  Hod- 
dam  Hill,'  zfarm  of  which  I,  or  Brother  Alick  for 
mc,  am  actually  tenant !  Think  of  this,  and  rcvci^ 
cncc  my  iavoir-faire  I  I  have  been  to  sec  the  place 
(secured  for  me  in  my  absence) ;  and  I  like  it  well, 
so  for  as  I  am  interested  in  it.  There  is  a  good 
house,  where  I  may  establish  myself  in  comfortable 
quarters;  the  views  from  it  are  superb;  there  are 
hard  smooth  roads  to  gallop  on  towards  any  point 
of  the  compass;  and  ample  space  to  dig  and  prune, 
under  the  pure  canopy  of  a  wholesome  sky.     The 

i'  *'AI1  plicei  that  the  eye  of  heiven  visiu 
Are  to  •  -nrue  oiui  porU  ukI  Kappy  haven*.' 
"  King  Richard  11,"  Act  1.  ac.  3. 
*  For  a  dcKripiion  of  Hoddam  Hill,  ice  "  New  Leimt  and 
MemmUi."  i.  3-S. 
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ancient  Tower  of  Repentanct  stands  on  a  corner  of 
the  farm  ;  a  fie  memorial  for  reflecting  sinners.  My 
Mother  and  two  licde  Sisters  go  with  us  at  WhiD> 
Sunday;  we  expect  to  manage  well.  Here  then  will 
I  establish  ray  home,  till  I  have  conquered  the  fiend' 
that  harasses  me;  and  afterwards  my  place  of  retreat, 
d)l  some  more  suitable  one  shall  come  within  my 
reach,  i  have  estimated  the  good  and  the  evil  oi 
the  undertaking  as  correctly  as  I  could:  the  former 
seems  distinctly  to  preponderate;  and  the  philoso- 
pher has  nothing  more  to  do  but  study  to  conquer 
or  forget  the  latter. 

So,  my  Dearest,  you  must  n^  revoke  your  appro- 
bation of  a  rural  life ;  for  your  sanction  of  my 
schemes  is  a  thing  which  1  require  for  prosecuting 
them  with  spirit.  Like  you  I  look  forward  with 
anxiety  and  impatience  to  our  meeting :  much  must 
be  considered  tnen,  much  must  be  determined.  It 
behooves  us  to  think  calmly  of  our  affairs,  and  these 
are  affairs  on  which  it  is  diFBcult  to  thtnk  with  calm- 
ness. Let  us  try,  however ;  the  period  of  romance 
and  extravagance  should  now  be  past  with  us ;  it  is 
only  clear  judgement  guided  by  prudence  and  integ- 
rity that  can  carry  us  thro'  in  safety.  Meanwhile, 
my  Dearest,  let  not  your  kind  heart  be  troubled. 
The  chaos  of  circumstances  still  lies  before  you  to 
order  as  you  please.  Consider  me  and  all  that  I  have 
and  am,  as  altogether  yours,  to  take  or  to  reject,  ac- 
cording to  your  will.  Choose  in  your  fortune  the 
path  that  promises  most  plausibly  to  lead  you  to 
happiness,  and  true,  not  seeming  honour,  and  count 
on  mc  and  all  my  humble  stock  of  resources  to  aid  you 
to  the  uttermost  in  pursuing  it.  This  is  not  mere 
cant :  I  feel  and  ought  to  feelin  this  manner.  Since 
the  earliest  period  of  our  intercourse^  your  part  has 
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been  kindness  and  gentrosity,  and  forgetfulness  of 
many  petty  things  which  another  would  have  re- 
membered :  my  part  has  been  litde  more  than  rain 
wishes  for  your  wel&re ;  and  these,  however  vain,  I 
mean  to  keep  with  me  and  endeavour  with  such  suc- 
cess a3  shall  be  granted  me  to  accomplish,  so  long 
as  there  is  any  hope,  or  use  in  entertaining  them. 
After  ally  1  do  not  see  that  there  is  any  room  for 
desperation.  Each  of  us,  I  believe,  would  rt^ard  it 
as  the  highest  happiness  of  our  union  to  make  the 
other  happy  :  we  are  both  honest  creatures,  and  love 
each  other  honestly :  it  is  strange  if  our  combined 
understanding,  faithfully  and  disinterestedly  applied 
to  our  concerns,  will  not  direct  us  safely  thro'  their 
intricacies.  It  is  necessary,  as  you  say,  and  every 
way  fit  that  we  should  now  communicate  unreserv- 
edly. Hitherto  even  in  each  other's  company,  we 
have  seen  each  other  thro*  a  glass  darkly;  steering 
carefully  amid  pitifiil  perplexities  which  locked  up  ^ 
our  confidence,  and  gatnenng  each  other's  sentiments 
from  faint  and  dubious  indications.  Let  us  now  see 
each  other  face  to  face !  There  wants  only  a  full  and 
frank  explanation  of  our  purposes  and  situations, 
the  free  light  of  day  to  he  thrown  over  every  corner 
of  our  circumstances  ;  and  the  right  path  thro'  them 
cannot  fail  to  appear.  Dread  nothing,  my  own 
Jane!  Which  of  us  is  the  selfish  in  heart?  Neither. 
Which  of  us  is  the  blind  and  prejudiced  in  judge- 
ment? Neither.  What  then  do  we  fear?  The 
strength  or  the  weakness  of  our  means  is  nothing  to 
our  happiness,  if  it  be  righdy  estimated,  and  man- 
aged. The  sparrow  on  the  house-caves  is  happy; 
yet  its  means  are  very  small.  Let  us  but  abjure 
VANITY,  the  head  and  front  of  mortal  sin  and  misery ; 
let  us  utterly  declare  war  against  it  in  all  its  branches, 
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and  hunt  it  from  our  spirits ;  and  believe  mc,  the  rest 
19  easy.  At  all  events  let  us  love  one  anothrr  to  thf 
end!  I  often  think  of  losing  you,  and  how  my  pa- 
dence  would  support  it:  but  I  trust  the  experiment 
will  not  be  tried  on  me. 

I  wait  for  Letters  from  Edinburgh  to  appoint  m 
setting  out;  I  calculate  on  being  there  next  week 
will  write  to  you  whenever  I  arrive.  Have  you 
actually  got  the  Book,  and  refused  to  open  it?  I  de- 
clare 1  myself  feel  almost  of  your  humour:  these 
unfortunate  persons  drivelled  and  dallied  about  it  so 
long,  that  it  is  almost  a  pain  to  mc  to  think  of  aught 
connected  with  them.  Nevertheless  let  us  learn  to 
be  patient,  and  that  the  Universe  was  made  for 
others  as  well  as  for  us !  Next  publishing,  I  hope 
we  shall  lose  less  time. —  lean  easily  appreciate  your 
multiplied  anxieties  and  disappointments  ;  but  you 
will  forgive  mc,  the  innocent  or  guilty  cause  of 
them,  me  whom  you  have  already  forgiven  so  much. 
We  shall  meet  at  last;  and  in  return  for  my  delay* 
and  failures,  1  will  stay  with  you  as  long  as  you  will 
let  me.  Am  not  I  a  generous  youth?  Upon  my 
honesty,  you  do  me  injustice :  I  am  like  other 
blessings,  you  will  never  know  the  worth  of  me  till 
you  have  lost  me.  ^iU  not  that  "dumpling  of  a 
girl "  be  gone  ?  I  pity  you,  and  may  soon  pity  my- 
self, with  her.  And  yet  poor  "dumpling"!  she 
must  live  as  well  as  others. —  I  could  find  you  a 
far  better  pupil  than  this  Highlander,  it  you  felt  di- 
dactically inclined.  The  little  Poetess  is  grown  a 
tall  girl  (I  was  two  years  mistaken  in  her  age),'  and 
bids  fair  to  be  a  genius  in  good  earnest!     She  has 

'  Ctrlylc  on  tending  Miit  WcUli  a  copy  of  hti  siittr  Jean's  Po- 
edca]  letter  htd  wriRcn  tbii  ihe  li(il«  poeteu  wu  ntiie  yurs  old. 
She  wat  rail)'  clcveii. 
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gjuned  unfading  honours  here  by  extracting  a  very 
tolerable  knowledge  of  arithmetic  and  grammar  from 
the  Schoolmaster  of  the  village;  a  miracle  scarcely 
inferior  to  that  of  Moses  when  he  drew  water  from 
the  thirsty  whinstone.  In  fact  the  creature  has  fine 
faculties,  and  a  true  honourable  spirit:  it  seems  to 
me,  at  times,  a  pity  that  such  a  mind  should  be  ex- 
pended on  bakmg  and  churning.  I  am  seriously 
meditating  to  take  charge  of  her  myself.  On  the 
day  of  my  return,  she  came  running  bare-head  from 
her  school  in  the  village  to  investigate  the  loading  of 
the  coach  ;  I  pulled  down  the  window,  and  her  race 
grew  scarlet:  I  liked  the  creature. —  Write  to  me  if 
you  have  time  within  a  week :  if  not  I  will  write  on 
my  arrival.  God  bless  you  Dearest. 
I  am  ever  yours, 

T.  Carlyle. 

Is  your  head  recovered  ?  What  a  monster  is  this 
headache !  Was  it  study  or  cold  or  accident  that 
brought  it  on  ?  I  pray  you  for  Heaven's  sake  to 
take  care.  Ill  health  is  the  evil  which  above  all 
others  I  have  dreaded  for  you ;  I  would  not  for  the 
whole  Universe  that  you  should  be  as  I  am.  No, 
no  !  That  must  not  be  !  Send  the  dumpling  away, 
and  be  a  good  girl,  and  all  will  be  well. — My  kindest 
love  to  your  Mother :  one  of  the  copies  of  Schiller^  is 

'  On  the  fly-leaf  of  Miss  Welsh's  copy  of  the  Rrst  Edition  of 
"SchiDer"  there  is  written  in  Carlyle's  hand:  "  Zam  MiJcbtn 
das  mifb  btstelt,  das  die  HufnuHg  meines  Lebins  in, 

"  Gtwidmet  and  gteigntt" 

(To  the  maiden  who  animates  me,  who  ii  the  hope  of  my  Ufcj 
dedicated  and  made  her  own.) 

This  apecial  cop/  was  gilt  and  bound  in  darlc-green  morocco. 

A  copy  of  the  Second  Edition  of  ■■  Schiller  "  bean  thii  inicrip- 
tion  in  Carlyle's  hand  : 
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for  her.  Irving's  "  Missionary  Sermon  "  is  between 
you  :  I  will  bring  icwhen  1  come,  before  the  next 
week  end  —  !  —  Will  you  be  good?  Yes,  you  will. 
A  Ditu  I 


Carlytc  camr  to  Edinburgh  (from  Mainhill)  in  April  to 
consult  with  Brewster,  Taic,  etc.,  about  literary  work  for 
himself.  Tbcrc  was  some  talk  of  founding  a  Literaiy 
Newspaper,  with  Loclctun  and  Carlyle  in  charge  of  the 
BcUl-s  Lctucs  dupintncnt  and  Bixwetcr  uf  the  Scicniifigi 
but  the  scheme  did  not  take  effect.  Carlyle  finally  arranged 
to  proceed  with  a  selection  and  translation  of  specimens  of 
German  Fiction,  to  be  published  by  Tait  in  a  series  of 
volumes  under  the  title  of  German  Romance.  While 
negotiations  were  going  ui),  he  paid  a  long  visit  to  Had- 
dington. On  his  return  to  Edinburgh  he  wrote  the  fol- 
lowing Letter  to  Miss  Welsh,  and  received  in  reply  Letter 
No.  121*  a  little  before  leaving  for  Mainhill.  Both  these 
Letters  are  saddisb  tn  tone,  natumlly,  considering  the  un- 
toward circumstances  in  which  the  lovers  were  now  placed. 
Tho'  ihey  loved  each  other  tenderly  anJ  devotedly,  the 
prospect  of  their  union  seemed  remote  and  uncenain. 
Caftytc  was  not  in  a  position  to  marry  and  support  a  wife, 
and  nis  outlooks  for  ever  becoming  so  by  the  fruits  of  litera- 
ture were  far  from  promising.  Miss  Welsh  was  tbe  pos- 
sessor of  a  small  patrimony,  —  j^aoo  a  year,  or  alitde  lesSf 
from  Cnigcnputiork.  But  even  this  was  uncertain:  the 
farm  was  sometimes  unlec,  and  sometimes  the  tenant  could 
not  make  the  rent  out  of  the  place.  Two  hundred  a-year 
with  what  might  be  gained  by  Carlylc's  pen  would  have 
sufficed  the  young  couple  to  b^in  on  ;  but  there  remained 
Mrs.  Welsh  to  be  provided  for.     She  had  been  left  by  Or*, 


"  To  J«ic  Cwlyie 
With  memory  of  the  fint  Edition  : 


LoKDow,  i6  Oci»„  1845." 
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Welsh's  sudden  death  altogether  and  literally  pcnnilrs^ ;  and 
at  their  recent  meeting  Carlylc  had  himself  julvited  Miu 
Welsh  to  make  over  to  her  Mother  the  liferent  of  Cnugcn- 
puttoclc  and  the  ownership  of  the  little  house  in  Hadding- 
ton in  which  Miss  Welsh  wis  bom.  The  lovers  parted  in 
the  understanding  that  (his  should  be  donci  and  tn  the 
knowledge  ihit  they  were  both  et]ually  poor  and  dependent 
for  the  future  on  their  own  industry  and  the  favour  of 
fonune. 

Before  leaving  Edinburgh  for  home  Carlyle  selected  a 
nufnber  of  German  Books  and  took  them  with  hint  to 
Mainhill,  when  he  arrived  about  the  12th  of  May,  and 
staid  until  Hoddam  Hill  was  got  ready  for  his  occupation. 


Letter  120 
5*.  Carlyle  to  Miss  ff^e/sht  Haddington 

34(  S*Lis»u«v  Smirr,  Friday-morning, 
«6tli  May,    I  8a;.' 

Meine  HER7.EN$i.TF.RiTE! —  I  cannot  take  to  any 
work  dlt  I  have  written  you  a  Letter:  and  yet 
except  that  1  am  sad  and  sick  at  heart  at  parting 
with  you,  I  know  not  aught  I  have  to  say.  Even 
this  might  be  supposed  without  saying  it;  to  have 
parted  with  you  in  so  dreary  and  constrained  a 
mood  would  have  sickened  a  heart  still  harder  than 
mine.  O  tny  Dearest !  I  boasted  of  being  grown  a 
Stoic,  and  1  find  there  are  things  which  could  make 
a  girl  of  me  yet.  Ever  since  I  left  you,  the  farewell, 
which  I  (fjuld  not  imprint  upon  your  lips,  has  been 
sounding  in  melancholy  tones  thro'  my  inmost  soul. 
Last  nignt  I  opened  Goethe ;  but  his  wisdom  to  me 
was  foolishness;  I  could  do  nothing  but  gaze  into 
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the  fire,  or  listen  to  the  tempest,  and  keep  recount- 
ing all  the  tender  things  i  should  have  snid  to  you, 
all  the  harsh  oties  1  should  have  suppressed,  and 
picturing,  on  the  most  sable  canvas,  past  and  future 
images  of  weeping,  thwarted  love..  Sometimes  I 
fancied  our  parting  ominous ;  that  you  would  die, 
and  I  should  never  sec  you  more!  O  God!  If 
Thou  wouldst  not  —  But  there  is  no  use  in  this,  it 
is  all  a  dream  ! 

I  have  looked  at  your  paper,  and  secured  it  as  my 
choicest  treasure.  If  you  have  not  the  gift  of  speak- 
ing with  the  voice,  you  can  speak  with  your  actions 
to  the  very  core  of  the  heart.  This  little  token  is 
mine;  it  addresses  all  that  is  sacred  and  all  that 
is  tender  in  my  nature ;  I  must  be  dead  to  manli- 
ness and  mercy  if  I  foi^ct  it  or  itsimport.  O  Jane! 
What  a  thing  I  am !  How  have  you  padcnce 
with  me !  "  The  end  of  man  is  an  action,  not  a 
thought":'  I  have  told  you  this  a  hundred  times, 
and  yet  how  sadly  docs  my  own  practice  contradict 
ttl  What  have  I  ever  done  Co  merit  so  much  love 
from  you,  what  shall  I  ever  do  to  maintain  it  and 
repay  it!  If  prayers  could  make  you  happy,  you 
were  the  happiest  of  mortals. 

Excuse  this  whining  :  I  ought  lobe  consoling  you 
in  your  sorrows,  not  afflicting  you  by  recounting  my 
own.  There  is  no  use  in  the  philosophy  of  com- 
fort :  the  whole  remedy  for  sufFering  is  diligent 
action;  let  us  both  apply  it  in  our  several  spheres, 
and  the  result  will  be  peaceable  and  blessed.  After 
all,  where  is  the  bugbear  ?  We  are  alive,  and  love 
one  another  to  the  end  of  our  existence :  a  few  more 
sad  partingS]  and  we  meet,  to  part  no  more  for 
ever.     If  we  are  wise,  we  shall  and  must  be  happy. 

I  AniaTcrtxs,  "Ethici,"  x.  9.  1. 
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Courage  !  Le  hon  Umps  viendra .'  and  I  prophesy 
without  fear  that  we  shall  both  deserve  it  and 
enjoy  it. 

Now  will  you  tell  mc  that  you  arc  still  good  to 
me,  and  busy  and  composed  in  heart,  and  that  your 
headache  is  away,  and  i  shall  think  you  happy,  and 
depart  in  peace.  Will  you  write  me  a  Letter 
however  short  en  Sunday  ?  Do,  my  Dearest,  if 
you  please.  I  know  you  wilt,  when  I  say  that  it 
will  do  mc  good.  I  will  answer  it  the  moment  I 
reach  home.  Be  diligent,  and  encourage  me  to  be 
so,  and  we  set  Fortune  at  defiance.  £n  ^/^  nous 
nous  reverrons!  [In  Summer  we  shall  meet  again  !] 
The  farewell  kiss  shall  add  its  tenderness  to  the  kiss 
of  welcome.  We  shall  talk  and  counsel  without  let 
or  hindrance  ;  for  frank  warm  kindness  will  be  about 
us  both.  Think  what  is  to  be  done,  and  when  and 
hour;  and  tell  me  without  reluctance  or  reserve. 
Am  I  not  yours  entirely  and  forever,  to  dispose  of 
as  you  please  ? 

But  this  is  "thought  not  action,"  again:  I  must 
leave  you  and  conclude  my  business,  at  least  com- 
mence it,  and  fly  from  the  pestilence  of  smoky  stony 
Athens.  As  yet  I  have  spoken  to  no  one,  but  three 
words  to  the  landlady  of  these  apartments.  No 
word  from  Crabb  [Robinson]:  to-day  1  must  sec 
Brewster  and  Sir  W.  Hamilton.  On  Monday 
morning  I  shall  have  your  Letter  ?  Do,  Jane :  it 
will  give  solace  to  yourself  as  well  as  me  ;  there  is 
ease  in  free  speech,  I  am  already  better  since  I 
began  to  tell  you  that  I  was  sad.  Have  you 
begun  your  writing?  Do  begin  it  forthwith;  and 
think  that  it  is  for  me  you  write.  Is  your  head 
recovered  ?  For  the  love  you  bear  me,  my  own 
Jane,   be  careful,  be  solicitous  about  your  health  I 
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Sickness  is  our  oaly  foe  :  O  let  us  not  so  fearfully 
extend  its  empire!  Were  you  sick,  what  would 
become  of  us  ? 

And  now  my  Darling,  I  must  take  my  leave. 
Adieu  my  Dearest,  mein  rwig  iubstes  H^etb  [my  ever 
best-loved  woman] !  Write  on  Sunday  or  sooner 
if  jrou  can. 

I  am  ever,  ever, 

Your  Brother  and  Friend, 

Thomas  Carlyle, 


Letter  I2r 

Miss  Wtlsh  to  T.  Cariyle,   Mrs.  McLeo^s, 
24,  ScUibury  Street,  Edinburgh 

*  HADDtMOTOK,'  Tvx.  Sakctum,'  Sundaif  Morning, 
•  8  May,  i8s;.> 

Best  and  Dearest, —  [  believe  I  am  going  to 
lose  the  faculty  of  writing,  as  I  have  already  lost  the 
faculty  of  speech.  For  this  half  hour  and  more  I 
have  been  trj-ing  to  express  to  you  some  of  the 
hundred  things  that  are  in  my  heart ;  and  I  can 
find  no  words,  at  least  none  but  such  as  seem  cold 
and  inadequate  to  what  I  feel.  Well!  no  matter! 
You  know  already  that  1  love  you  with  all  my 
soul ;  that  I  am  sad,  very  sad  at  parting  with  you  ; 
and  shall  not  be  otherwise  than  sad  till  wc  meet 
again.  And  knowing  this,  you  may  easily  imagine 
all  that  I  xvotiU  and  cannot  say. 

I  have  but  a  sorry  account  to  give  of  myself  since 
your  departure:  my  head  is  still  aching  very  dili- 

*  "  The  Sanctum  "  i*  probably  the  little  room  just  behind  the 
dintng-roominDr,  Welsh' ihguR. —  now  called  "Carlylc  Houm." 
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gently,  and  none  of  my  tasks  arc  yet  cominenccd. 
Nevertheless  1  have  been  tar  from  idle :  I  have 
papered  a  box  for  my  Mother;  re-established  order 
and  elegance  in  the  Sanctum ;  and  put  all  things 
in  readiness  to  commence  operations  on  Monday. 
With  the  help  of  some  unfinisned  drawings  and  other 
wares,  I  have  made  this  the  prettiest  little  room  you 
ever  saw:  and  here  I  will  sit  four  hours a-day  at  the 
tasks  which  you  have  assigned  me ;  in  spite  of  all 
fools  whatever.  No  criticisms  shall  prevent  me 
from  following  your  counsels  and  the  dictates  of 
my  conscience.  The  miserable  Lilliputians  !  they 
shall  not  bind  me  with  their  threads!  I  am  free! 
Tbajiks  to  my  love  for  you  which  has  made  me 
aol  I  will  walk  too,  every  day,  and  do  all  things 
that  you  bade  me:  Yesterday  I  was  at  Paradise. 
Alas !  Paradise  no  more :  Ich  bin  allein  [I  am 
alone].  I  sat  mcditadng  in  the  arbour  {not  on  the 
mind  0/  many  rill  I  nearly  fell  asleep;  and  then 
walked  sadly  home  again,  resting  at  all  the  places 
where  we  used  to  rest.  The  sun  was  bright  and 
the  place  looked  as  lovely  as  ever  ;  but  I  no  longer 
wished  it  mine.  O  No!  The  little  Fairj-'s  box 
were  worth  twenty  such  residences  1 

Indeed  I  am  very  sad.  1  say  to  myself  every 
minute,  "  I  am  alone,  there  are  leagues  of  distance 
between  me  and  my  only  Friend;  and  who  knows 
that  I  shall  ever  see  him  again  ?  "  It  is  very  weak 
to  be  so  dispirited  when  everything  promises  fair ; 
when  our  happiness  seems  to  depend  almost  wholly 
on  ourselves;  but  I  cannot  help  it.  Oh,  for  the 
wings  of  a  dove !  that  I  might  fly  away  to  your 
side  and  gather  consolation  and  courage  from  your 
lips !     I  would  take  itight  this  very  instant.     But, 

■  Ed.  Irving'i  phnic. 
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alas  !  I  have  no  wings  !  no  wishing-carpet !  no  Fairy- 
box  !  and  to  visit  you  in  any  ordinary  fashion  would, 
in  the  present  posture  of  affairs,  be  ill-advised. 
Patience,  then.  It  cannot  be  many  weeks  before 
I  am  in  Nithsdale ;  and  then,  my  beloved  Brother 
■^O  more  than  Brother! — we  meet  again,  and  you 
will  take  me  home  with  you,  and  we  shall  be  happy, 
happy  as  the  day  is  long,  shall  we  not  Dear  ?  In 
the  mean  time,  you  wUl  write  to  me  often,  and 
without  constraint.  No  one  shall  ("  means  in  the 
third  person  to  promise  or  threaten")'  see  your 
Letters.  They  are  the  only  pleasure  I  have,  and 
I  am  determined  to  enjoy  it  to  the  full.  I  kept  the 
last  to  myself,  and  purpose  to  do  the  same  with  all 
future  ones.  Moreover,  you  will  continue  to  love 
me  very  dearly,  —  more  dearly  than  you  ever  loved 
Margaret  Gordon,"  —  for  with  all  my  faults  I  do 
deserve  it  of  you.  Well,  i  am  a  ^eat  fool  and  no 
fraction  of  a  Philosopher:  and  you,  Mr.  Socrates, 
are  not  overwise.  But  I  expect  we  shall  ("  in  the 
first  person,  simply  futurity  ")  both  improve. 

The  [enclosed]  Letter  for  you  is  come  this 
minute.  \  hope  it  is  from  Mrs.  Strachcy.  Will 
you  write  to  all  these  people  the  very  first  leisure 
day  you  have  ?  Their  affection  for  you  is  worth 
cherishing.  I  do  love  them  for  loving  you  so 
well. 

I  forgot  to  give  you  any  message  to  your  Brother, 
tho'  it  was  several  times  in  my  mind.  Pray  tell  him 
how  much  1  was  gratified  by  his  book ;  and  that 
but  for  the  awkwardness  of  beginning  a  correspond- 

'  Culyte  hod  evidenily  been  cxpUimng  Co  Misi  Welth  ike 
proper  ux  of  shall  ind  vill,  tml  ihc  licrc  rcpcxs  pan  of  (he 
nilet. 

*  For  tome  account  of  th»  lady  Ke  AppCDda  B,  Note  Two. 
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ence  with  an  almost  stranger,  I  would  have  written 
to  him  ere  now.  By  and  by  we  shall  be  better  ac- 
quainted, 1  expect ;  and  then  he  shall  hear  from  me 
as  often  as,  perhaps  oftener  than,  he  likes.  —  You 
must  lay  the  blame  of  my  detestable  writing  on  the 
new  Mail-coach  regulations :  my  Letter,  I  find,  must 
be  in  the  Post-office  by  two  o'clock.  —  God  bless 
you,  meine  Seele  [my  Soul]. 

Yours  forever  and  ever, 

Jane  Welsh. 


Letter   122 
T.  CarfyU  to  Miss  Welshy  Haddington 

Mainhill,  Z2  May,   182;. 

My  Dearest,  —  I  will  write  to  you  today,  lest 
you  should  get  uneasy  about  me  or  discontented 
with  me;  not  because  I  have  the  slightest  particle 
of  tidings  that  can  interest  you  to  communicate,  or 
the  slightest  parricle  of  speculation  that  can  profit 
you.  When  I  have  said  that  I  am  well  and  good 
to  you  as  ever,  and  busied  solely  with  the  most 
prosaic  occupations,  little  more  remains  for  me  to 
tell  you. 

I  am  living  here  in  the  middle  of  confusion  worse 
confounded  :  the  cares  that  occupy  me  are  not  those 
of  the  Philosopher  on  paper  but  of  the  Philosopher 
inforo ;  it  is  not  the  talents  of  the  bel  esprit  but 
those  of  the  upholsterer  that  will  stead  me.  There 
is  no  syllable  of  translation,  far  less  of  composition 
(save  of  bed-hangings,  and  green  or  yellow  washes), 
nor  will  there  be  for  two  good  weeks  at  least ; 
nothing  but  cheapening  and  computation,  and  fight- 
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ing  with  the  pitiful  details  of  Whitsunday  '  and 
future  housekeeping.  I  have  read  nothing,  but 
half  of  one  German  novel,  last  Sunday!  Not  long 
ago,  all  this  would  have  made  me  miserable;  but  at 
present  t  submit  to  it  with  cc{uanimit)',  and  even 
find  enjoyment  in  the  thought  that  in  this  humblest 
of  the  spheres  of  existence  I  am  doing  alt  I  can  to 
save  my  spirit  and  my  fortunes  from  the  shipwreck 
which  threatened  them,  and  to  fit  me  for  discharging 
to  myself  and  others,  whatever  duties  my  natural  or 
accidental  capabilities,  slender  but  actually  existing 
as  they  are,  point  out  and  impose  upon  me.  Alas, 
Jane !  there  is  no  Bird  of  Paradise  ;  nothing  that 
can  live  upon  the  odour  ""^  flowers,  and  hover 
among  pure  ether,  wirti»^t  ever  lighting  on  the 
V  clay  of  Earth  I     The  c^^ic  itself  must  gatncr  sticks 

to  build  its  nest,  and  in  its  highest  soarings  keep  an 
eye  upon  its  creeping  prey..  Once  I  thought  this  a 
sad  arrangement;  now  I  do  not  think  so.  *' The 
mind  of  man  "  is  a  machine  considerably  more  com- 
plex than  a  pepper  or  even  coffee  mill ;  there  is  a 
strength  and  beauty  where  at  first  there  seemed  only 
weakness  and  deformity;  our  highest  happiness  is 
connected  with  our  mcanes'  ants.  1  oegin  to 
approve  of  this:  at  anyrate,  .-  ir  sind  nun  einmal 
so  gemachi  [wc  arc  indeed  so  made],  and  there  is 
an  end  oi  it. 

One  thing  that  pleases  and  consoles  me  at  present 
is  my  increased  and  increasing  faith  in  the  return  of 
health,  the  goal  of  all  these  efforts.  1  am  already 
wonjerfullylietter  than  when  you  saw  me:  I  am  a 
driveller,  if  in  spite  of  all  impediments  from  others 

*  A  Scottiih  Tcrm-diy,  for  rcmovolt,^  the  26th  ul*  tAty  in 
those  yaat. 
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aod  myself,  I  do  not  grow  completely  well.     The 
thought  of  this  is  like  a  second  boyhood  to  me : 

fltmpscs  of  old  purposes  and  feelings  dawn  on  my 
oHzon  with  an  aspect  more  earnest  but  not  less 
lovely  ;  I  swear  that  1  will  be  a  wise  man,  that  thou 
my  Darling  wilt  be  good  and  wise  also;  and  if  so, 
what  can  hinder  us  from  beine  happy  and  active, 
what  more  have  we  to  wish  for? 

I  more  and  more  applaud  myself  for  having  fled 
from  towns,  and  chosen  this  simple  scene  for  the 
commencement  of  my  operations.  Heaven  pity 
those  that  arc  sweltering  today  along  ihc  fiery  pave- 
ments of  London,  begirt  with  smoke  and  putrefac- 
tion and  the  boundless  tumults  and  distractions  of 
that  huge  tread-mill !  Here  I  can  sec  from  Hart- 
fell  to  Helvcllyn,  from  Criffcl  to  the  crags  of  Christ- 
enbcny ;  a  green  unmanufactured  carpet  covers  all 
the  circle  of  my  vision,  fleecy  clouds  and  the  azure 
vault  are  above  me,  and  the  pure  breath  of  my  native 
Solway  blows  wooingly  thro'  all  my  haunts.  Inter- 
nally and  morally,  the  difference  is  not  less  important 
in  my  favour.  Stupidity  and  selfishness  make  up 
the  general  character  of  men  in  the  country  as  they 
do  in  towns ;  but  here  one  has  the  privili^e  of  free- 
dom from  the  sight  of  it ;  all  dunces  and  Turks- 
in-grain,  one  transacts  his  painful  hour  of  business 
with,  and  packs  away,  with  an  implied  injunction, 
peremptory  tho'  unpronounced,  not  again  to  trouble 
one  till  another  hour  of  business  shall  arrive,  "  But 
then  Society?" — There  is  little  of  it  on  Karth, 
very  little :  and  unhappy  is  the  man  whose  own 
door  does  not  enclose  what  is  worth  all  the  rest  of 
it  ten  times  told.  -My  own  Jane!  you  cannot  think 
how  I  rejoice  that  your  tastes  in  this  point  corre- 
spond so  completely  with  my  own.     O  if  I  had 
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thee,  in  peace  and  happiness,  within  my  parlour, 
tho'  all  the  Reviewers  and  scnbcnt  hacks  and  blues 
and  "literary  characters"  in  nature  should  forget 
that  J  existed !  ffili  the  tirac  come,  think  you  ? 
Yes,  it  must  and  shall,  and  then  —  !  — 

But  alas  for  poor  "divine  Philosophy."'  If  I 
think  of  this  I  shall  soon  lose  sight  ot  her,  and  in- 
stead o(  becoming  a  wise  man  become  a  foolish  bo^. 
Let  us   leave  it  then.      I    should  have  told  you  in 

flain  prose,  in  an  earlier  portion  of  my  sheet,  that 
arrived  here  ten  days  ago,  having  hastily  collected 
some  forty  tomes  of  German  fiction,  and  fled  from 
Edinburgh  as  from  a  pest-house,  where  day  after 
day  my  state  was  growing  more  intolerable.  Thanks 
for  your  dear  Letter :  I  know  you  arc  a  good  crea- 
ture, and  cannot  hate  me,  if  you  would.  I  was  in 
such  a  haste  that  1  forgot  a  number  of  things,  among 
others  (proh  pujor!)  the  good  ShcrrifTs^  message  to 
Beugo  the  bngraver!  You  must  make  my  peace 
with  the  worthy  Sherriff:  I  am  heartily  sorry  for 
my  ^ross  omission ;  but  I  was  sick  almost  to  dis- 
traction while  in  Edinburgh  ;  and  I  found  his  Letter 
for  the  first  time  in  my  pocket  at  Mainhill.  Your 
gloves  also  (poor  little  gloves!)  I  found  there:  I 
have  laid  them  by  safely ;  you  shall  never  get  them 
till  you  corru  and  sffk  thtm  ■ —  If  then  I  Such  is  the 
fate  of  simple  maid  ! 

On  Thursday  we  split  up  our  establishment  here, 
and  one  division  of  us  files  away  to  Hoddam  Hill. 
What  a  hurly-burly,  what  an  anarchy  and  chaos ! 
In  less  than  forty  days,  the  deluge  will  abate,  how- 
ever ;  and  the  first  olive  branch  (of  peace  and  health) 
will  show  itself  above  the  mud.     My  literary  proj- 

'   "Howirhirining  ii  divine  PhiloiopHy!  "  — "Cooua,"  476. 
*  Mr.  Shcniff,  a  Hoddingion  neighbour. 
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ects  are  dll  then  stationary,  but  not  unfit  for  moving 
in  a  calmer  time.  Crabb  Robinson  has  written  to 
me  4  I  saw  Sir  W.  Hamilton  (apparently  among  the 
best  men  I  have  ever  met  in  Ldinburgh),  and  Dr. 
Irving  introduced  mc  to  Dr.  Julius  (Yoolioos)  of 
Hamburg,  who  almost  embraced  me  as  a  father, 
because  ihad  written  a  Life  of  Schiller  and  trans- 
lated a  novel  of  Goethe's.  Julius  is  a  man  of  tetters ; 
as  well  as  a  Doctor,  and  a  person  of  official  dignity, 
being  gent  by  his  government  to  investigate  the  laws 
of  quarantine*  which  our  parliament  now  meditates 
altering.  1  regretted  that  my  previous  arrangements 
hindered  me  irom  seeing  him  above  an  hour;  but 
I  liked  him  much,  and  he  promised  to  write  me  his 
advice  regarding  these  German  books  some  time  in 
Summer.     So  tar  all  is  well. 

I  had  left  my  trunks  at  Moffat,  and  they  did  not 
come  till  two  days  after  my  arrival.  Your  little  box 
I  opened  in  the  presence  of  many  eager  faces  ;  your 
gifts  were  snatched  with  iautrr  jubelgtscbrei  [genu- 
ine jubilation]  \  I  question  if  ever  gifts  were  wel- 
comed with  truer  thanks  or  gave  more  happiness  to 
the  receivers.  All  stood  amazed  at  the  elegance  of 
their  **  very  grand"  acquisitions,  some  praised  in 
words  the  generous  young  Leddy  who  had  sent 
them,  tittle  Jenny  flourished  her  green  bag  "like 
an  antique  Micnad,"  and  for  the  whole  evening  was 
observed  to  he  a  wee  carried,  even  when  the  first 
blush  of  the  business  was  over.  My  Mother  was 
as  proud  (/xirir-proud)  as  any.  She  knows  that 
you  arc  coming,  but  she  will  tell  no  man  of  it,  so 
you  need  not  fear.  Her  warmest  welcome  as  that 
of  all  and  sundry  waits  you  ;  this  in  your  eyes  will 
make  amends  for  all  deficiencies.  On  the  whole 
I  think  we  shall  be  happy,  and  you  must  not  rue. 
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Have  you  told  your  Mother?  She  surely  will  not 
put  a  veto  on  so  fine  and  innocent  a.  scheme. — 
Now  judge  if  I  have  room  to  ask  all  the  questions 
you  must  answer,  asked  or  not?  My  Letter  is  a 
perfect  hurhit ;  but  if  I  cannot  talk  "a  tori  el  h 
trovers  [at  random]  to  you,  to  whom  can  I  ?  Is  your 
headache  gone  ?  For  Heaven's  sake  tell  me  that  it 
is.  Are  you  writing,  —  writing  for  me  F  Do  you 
still  love  me  ?  I  have  ceased  to  love  you  some 
time  ago!  — Your  Evil  Genius, 

T.  Caklvle, 

[On  the  margtm']:  I  wrote  to  Mrs.  Montagu  the 
other  day,  and  advised  her  to  write  to  you,  as  to 
a  young  person  of  ethereal  temper,  for  whom  the 
Fates  condemned  nic  to  entertain  some  foolish  fond- 
ness. Mrs.  Strachey  is  distracted  with  religion;  I 
know  not  what  to  make  of  her. 

Can  you  execute  a  commission  for  me,  and  will 
you?  James  Johnstone'  the  meek  Pedagogue,  of 
whom  you  have  heard  mc  speak,  is  returned  from 
France,  and  wishes  to  exchange  his  present  place  of 
Tutor  in  a  family  at  Broughty- ferry,  for  some  per- 
manent appointment  in  a  school.  Will  you  walk 
over  any  day  to  Grant's  Braes,  and  ask  Gilbert 
Burns'  if  there /V  to  be  a  Parish  School  in  Had- 
dington, and  when  and  how,  and  send  me  word 
minutely  when  you  write?  I  love  this  good  simple 
man,  and  would  gladly  see  him  settled  in  a  station, 
which  he  could  611  with  such  profit  to  himself  and 
others.     This  is  a  prosaic  charge  I  give  you :  but 

'  Carlylc's  early  fiicod,  Khooimaic,  and  coircipondenc. 

*  The  poet's  brother.  Gilbert  Burni  wm*  *i  thii  time  Factor 
of  Lotd  BUntyrc's  liut  Loihun  E»atcs.  He  died  ai  Gnuii't  Bract, 
Bth  April,  1837. 
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for  m^  sake  and  your  love  of  goodness  you  will 
accomplish  it.  ~  God  bless  you  my  Dearest !  You 
owe  me  a  thousand  kisses,  but  in  time  I  will  have 
payment  of  them  all.  — ■  You  must  make  my  kind- 
est compliments  to  your  Mother;  she  shall  not 
always  dislike  me.  But,  if  possible,  let  the  Letters 
be  your  own,  as  you  propose :  it  is  far  better  :  whom 
have  I  but  dice,  whom  hast  thou  but  me?  —  Are 
the  beans  come  up  ?  How  flourish  Madame,  and 
Mr.  Tummas  and  his  fair  Helpmate?  Hope  also, 
and  Despair  I'  Tell  me  how  the  Sanctum  is  ar- 
ranged, when  yon  rise,  and  everything  you  do. 
Above  all  be  good  and  love  me. 


Letter  123 
t.  CarfyU  to  Miss  fTelsh,  Haddinsiffit 

HonoAM  Hill,    24  June,    182 J, 

Mv  Dearest,  —  After  two  weeks  of  patient  and 
two  of  impatient  waiting,  your  Letter '  at  last  ar- 
rived. It  seems  I  ought  to  thank  Providence  rather 
than  you  for  the  favour;  and  indeed  to  me  it  makes 
little  difference  which.  So  long  as  Providence  shall 
please  to  give  you  "  several  things  which  you  cannot 
do  without  telling  me,"  I  nm  perfectly  content.  For 
the  rest,  what  use  is  there  in  telling  you  that  I  long 
for  an  answer?  Do  I  tell  my  Mother  that,  gener- 
ally speaking,  in  the  forenoon  of  every  lawful  and 
unlawful*  day,  I  desire  to  have  some  morsel  of 
breakfast?  She  makes  it  for  me,  and  there  is  an 
end. 

'  Tliit  Letter  hw  been  Ion. 
■  The  "  unbtwiiil  day  "  wru  the  Sabbaih  1 
vol.  II— 9 
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I  rejoice  to  hear  tKat  you  are  busy,  and  constant 
in  your  business.  The  theory  of  happy  living  grows 
plainer  to  mc  every  day :  Let  thought  be  turned  to 
action,  or  dismissed  entirely;  there  lies  the  whole 
secret :  it  is  pity  only  chat  the  praciiie  should  be  so 
much  harder  than  the  demonstration !  I  can  give 
myself  and  you  the  sagest  rules  of  conduct:  but  for 
the  flilfilment  of  them  —  alas!  alas!  —  I  expect  that 
Life  '  of  yours  will  do  us  both  good  :  the  advanced 
stage  of  its  progress  already  rebukes  me  for  my  own 
inaction ;  and  vjhen  you  arrive,  what  a  choice  text 
will  it  be  for  long  volumes  of  philosophy  !  What 
a  sweet  termination  too  !  "  On  the  —  day  of  July, 
my  beloved  Mr.  Sansurre  was  waiting  for  me  in  the 
lower  district  of  Annandale;  he  had  the  audacity  to 
clasp  me  in  his  arms,  and  kJss  mc,  and  here  my  Life 
came  io  a  dose!  " 

Your  arrival  in  these  parts  promises  to  form  a 
sort  of  epoch  in  our  domestic  history.  All  hands 
arc  waiting  for  you  with  a  sentiment  compounded  of 
terror  ana  delight.  My  Mother  sends  her  kindest 
compliments,  and  says  in  various  phraseology,  that 
so  long  as  you  can  tolerate  her  rude  irregular  min- 
agty  she  will  be  proud  to  have  your  company.  My 
Father  too  expects  you,  I  believe,  with  considerable 
impatience,  and  without  any  of  the  fear  that  over- 
hangs the  hearts  of  others.  For  him,  he  could 
open  the  wattled  door  of  his  wigwam,  if  he  dwelt  in 
one,  and  welcome  with  a  serene  spirit  the  monarch 
of  Europe;  or  dismiss  him  as  serenely  if  he  thought 
that  better.  On  the  whole,  however,  this  royal  visit 
is  anticipated  as  a  great  affair.  I  expect  for  my 
share,  that  notwithstanding  all  your  practical  phil- 
osophy, you  will  be  considerably  astonished  at  the 
'  Mm  Welsh  had  begun  to  write  her  lutobiography. 
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Hibernian  aspect  of  things  here;  but  as  Laertes 
says,  was  thul  'i  [what  docs  it  signify]  ?  ^  You  wish 
to  see  man  as  be  ir,  I  wish  it  also ;  so  come  and 
make  the  trial.  If  you  can  live  contentedly  on  the 
resources  of  Repentance  Hill,  with  no  society  but 
that  of  honest-hearted  toilsome  people,  to  whom 
rest  is  the  highest  recreation,  you  are  far  advanced 
tn  your  domestic  culture  ;  you  might  live  even  at 
Craigenputtoclc  for  two  months  with  an  angel.  If 
not,  I  will  persuade  you  to  stay  till  you  have  seen 
and  understood ;  and  then  to  think,  with  how  very 
little  means  the  human  spirit  may  be  kept  in  happi- 
ness and  raised  to  its  full  moral  stature. 

When  are  those  currants  to  be  ready?  I  wish 
the  sun  would  shine,  and  your  Aunt  bestir  herself, 
and  get  them  fairly  preserved,  and  fet  you  go. 
Your  Mother  was  particularly  kind  to  give  her 
permti  so  readily  ;  I  think  the  arrangement  of  your 
journey  is  now  much  better  than  it  was;  nothing 
IS  wanted  but  the  execution.  You  need  not  go  so 
far  as  Annan  ;  three  coaches  pass  every  evening 
within  two  miles  of  us:  direct  the  guard  to  stop 
with  you  at  Kelhcad  (three  miles  h^m  Annan); 
Jack  and  I  will  be  there  with  a  pony  saddled  and 
bridled,  and  tea  will  be  waiting  for  you  here.  I 
will  show  you  Kirkconnell  Churchyard,  and  Fair 
Helen's  grave,  if  I  can  find  it^  I  will  take  you  to 
the  top  of  Burnswark,  and  wander  with  you  up  and 
down  the  woods  and  lanes  and  moors,  and  talk  of 
all  things  new  and  old.  Earth,  sea  and  air  are 
open  to  us  here  as  well  as  anywhere ;  the  Water 
of  Milk  was  flowing  through  its  simple  valley  as 
early  as  the    Brook   Siloa,  and   poor    Repentance 

'  '■  Licrte*'  cuitomary  xeM  tkal'i." —  "  Meiiier't  Apprentice- 
ship," Bk.  iv.,  ch.  X. 
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Hill  is  as  old  as  Caucasus  itself.  TKcrc  is  a 
majesty  and  mystery  in  Nature,  tnke  her  as  you 
will;  the  essence  of  all  poetry  comes  breathing  to 
a  mind  that  fccis,  from  every  province  of  her 
empire.  Is  she  not  immoveable,  eternal,  and  im- 
mense, in  Annandale  as  she  is  in  Chamouni  ?  The 
chambers  of  the  East  arc  opened  in  every  land,  and 
the  Sun  comes  forth  to  sow  the  Earth  with  Orient 
pearl ;  Night,  the  ancient  Mother,  follows  him  with 
her  diadem  of  stars ;  and  Arcturus  and  Orion  call 
ntg  into  the  infinitudes  of  space  as  they  called  the 
Druid  Priest  or  the  Shepherd  of  Chaldea.  Bright 
creatures!  How  they  gleam  Itkc  spirits,  thro'  the 
shadows  of  innumerable  ages,  from  their  thrones 
in  the  boundletts  depths  of  heaven ! 

"Who  ever  paxd  upon  chcin  shinitig, 
Ait<J  CuraM  CO  eirtb  without  Kpining, 
Nor  wish'd  for  wings  to  flee  iway. 
And  mix  with  their  etenul  ny  i"  > 

—  7  have,  twenty  times;  tho'  now  and  then  also  I 
have  not.  Would  you  go  with  me?  Come,  and 
let  us  consult.  In  plain  prose,  we  shall  have  peace 
and  quietness  here,  and  if  our  minds  can  amuse 
ihemseives,  well  and  good;  if  they  cannot,  they 
may  even  go  unamuscd. 

I  must  not  terminate  this  valuable  sheet  (excuse 
the  beautiful  stamped  bonier,  for  in  truth  I  had  no 
other)  without  sending  you  a  paragraph  about  my- 
self, and  my  specific  occupations.  Happily,  the 
whole  may  be  summed  up  in  little  compass.  For 
myself,  I  am  gradually  and  steadily  gathering  health; 

»  "  The  Siege  of  CorinOi "  ^^n)  U.  20J-6.  Carlyle  cim 
from  roetnory  with  joine  tnicairaetes,  which  I  have  correcMd.  Mr. 
Proude'i  venion  (••  life,"  i.  199)  1$  ndlher  Bjron'i  nor  Ctrlyie'l. 
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and  for  my  occupations,  they  amount  to  wro.  Ic 
is  many  a  weary  year  since  I  have  been  so  idle  or 
so  happy.  1  have  not  done  two  sheets  of  Werier  * 
yet;  I  read  Richter  and  Jacobi,  I  ride,  and  hoe 
cabbages,  and,  like  Basil  Montagu  am  "  a  lover  of 
all  quiet  things."  Sometimes  something  in  the 
shape  of  conscience  says  tome:  "You  will  please 
to  observe,  Mr.  Tummas,  that  time  is  flying  fast 
away,  and  you  are  very  poor  and  ignorant  and 
unknown,  and  verging  towards  nine-and-twent)'.* 
What  is  to  become  of  you  in  the  long  run,  Mr. 
Tummas  ?  Are  you  not  partly  of  the  opinion  that 
you  are  —  an  ass?  The  world  is  running  past  you, 
you  arc  out  of  the  battle  altogether,  my  pretty  Sir; 
no  promotion,  knowledge,  money,  glory"  —  To 
which  I  usually  answer:  "And  what  the  D[cyil] 
is  the  matter?  What  have  knowledge,  money, 
glory  done  for  me  hitherto?  Could  they  quench 
the  burning  of  my  soul,  or  get  mc  one  hour  of 
deep  rest?  Time,  you  say,  is  flying:  to  how  many 
mortals  have  you  seen  this  same  Time  yield  any 
portion  of  contentment  and  dignity?  How  much 
has  it  yielded  me  ?  Let  it  fly,  twice  as  &st,  if  it 
like!"  —  On  the  whole,  however,  I  hope  this  hu- 
mour will  not  be  my  final  one.  It  is  rather  a  sort 
of  Holy  Truce,  a  Pax  Dei  which  exhausted  Nature 
has  conquered  for  herself  from  all  the  fiends  that 
assaultcQ  and  beset  her;  as  her  strength  returns, 
the  battle  will  again  commence.  Yet,  never,  1 
trust,  with  such  fateful  eagerness  as  of  old  !  1  see 
the  arena  of  Life  lying  round  mc,  desolate  and 

*  "Sorrows  oC  Wtrter,"  hy  Goethe,  whicli  Car]}'le  il  one 
time  thought  of  including  in  his  "Gcnnin  Romince." 

'  Cartyle  wa«  now  over  iwentj'-njne,  hiving  been  bom  on  the 
4i]i  of  Pecember,  I795> 
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quiet  as  the  asKes  of  Mount  ^tna;  flowers  and 
verdure  will  again  spring  over  its  surface,  but  I 
know  that  fire  is  still  beneath  it,  nnd  that  it  or  I 
have  no  foundation  or  endurance.     O  human  life ! 

0  soul  of  man  !  —  But  ray  paper  is  concluded. 

I  am  glad  that  you  have  answered  Mrs.  Mon- 
tagu, and  liked  her.  She  labours  under  some 
delusion,  1  believe,  about  your  secret  history,  but 
she  has  skill  to  manage  anything.  I  have  had  a 
Letter  from  her,  full  of  eloquence,  in  which  she 
tells  me  that  "your  heart  is  in  England  your  heart 
is  not  here."  ^  This  is  the  "  romance  of  real  life." 
She  lays  down  in  distinct  and  minute  l.mguage  the 
duties  that  my  most  enviable  wife  will  have  to 
engage  with;  that  also  is  romance;  but  you  shall 
see  it  when  you  come.  On  the  whole,  she  is  a 
noble  woman,  after  making  all  allowances.  In  the 
midst  of  all  that  rhetoric,  there  is  sincerity  and 
goodness  and  highmindcdness  enough  to  furnish 
fifty  ordinary  women.  I  must  write  to  her  again. 
Mrs.  Strachey  is  in  my  debt.  To  Eldward  Irving,  I 
have  not  written  a  syllable !  Tomorrow,  I  purpose 
it;  for  I  am  very  wrong  in  this  case.  —  When  will 
yow  write?  What  more  can  1  say,  except  that  "  I 
would  gladly  give  my  life  for  thee,  who  wouldst 

*  Mrs.  Montagu's  Letter  ii  dated  joih  May,  l8i{.  Tn  it  thr 
tiys:  "In  writing  to  Misa  Wclth  I  have  had  a  tub  of  contidcrable 
difficulty.     '  Her  hnn  u  in  Ejigland,  her  hart  is  not  there,'  and 

1  Icared  to  be  the  means  of  Jlirring  an  old  flame.  ...  If  Miis 
Welsh  were  to  pan  one  week  with  mc,  the  might  be  saiiified  that 
to  be  Mr.  Irving'i  wife  would  (to  a  ipirit  of  her  tone)  be  entire 
and  unmixed  mitery  :  they  are  not  the  teut  filled  to  esch  other, 

.    .    .    Come  back  to  ui,  when  you  arc  well,  Ibr  with  all  our 
Tallin  we  are  not  undetervinf;  of  yom  entirely."    .    .    . 

For  some  remarka  on  the  lubject  of  Edward  Irring  and  Mi» 
Weljh,  Kc  Appeodix  B,  Note  Thiee. 
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}less  you,  my  own  Jane 
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for  me,  withal  " ! '  —  God 
!      Write,  and  come. 
I  am  ever  yours, 

T.  Carlyi-e. 


Take  my  best  thanks  for  y^our  attention  to  poor 

Johnstone's  affair;  1  have  wnttcn  to  him,  and  think 
the  place  may  suit  him  ;  it  is  possible  he  may  come 
and  sec  Mr.  Burns  in  person.  —  The  missing  vol- 
ume of  your  Moliire  is  here.  Come  and  fetch  it. — 
Jean  is  not  here ;  Mary  has  detained  her  at 
Mainhill  for  the  sake  of  having  company  to  school. 
Jack  sends  his  best  compliments :  he  sits  in  a  little 
room,  reading  Medicine  and  Poetry  and  History, 
from  the  rising  to  the  setting  sun,  and  chopping 
logic  with  aJi  men,  women  and  children.  —  Is  your 
head  well,  is  your  Life  nearly  done  (Heaven  forbid  !)  ? 
—  Write  soon,  and  tell  me  all,  all. 


Letter  124 
Miss   fftlsh  to  r.  Carlyle,  Haddam  HUl 

Haixmnctok,   jrd  Jul/,  '  1 825.' 

My  adorable  Mr.  Thomas,  —  I  will  schreihen 
instantly  since  you  are  wearying,  tho'  I  doubt  if  you 
will  thank  me  for  it,  as  1  am  in  the  dullest  of  all 
possible  moods. 

While  you  have  been  aiding  the  good-for- 
nothingness  of  knowledge,  money,  glory  —  and  love 

'  The  qtiontion  Menu  to  be  «  innsliiiion  or  imiuEJon  of  ■  ko- 
tence  in  "AwIb*'  ("The  HimMtnen")  where  Chaicaahriaad. 
dcfcribing  AuU's  re»cue  of  her  lover,  the  son  of  Ouutisii,  from 
torcare  by  the  iRdtuM,  maket  her  exclaim  :  "  J' at  d&  haiardir  no 
vit  ftvr  viiu,  fuiifu*  paw  nffirz  Jannl  U  v»lrt  ftur  mti.** 


136 


JANE  WELSH  TO 


(Jj-iy. 


too  no  doubt  —  a  danger  has  passed  over  your  un- 
conscious head,  which  might  well  have  given  a  more 
sombre  hue  to  your  spcculationa, —  nothing  less 
than  the  cutting  short  of  both  my  lives  at  once-  I 
can  hardly  say  what  has  ailed  mc ;  but  for  these  last 
three  weeks  I  have  been  in  the  most  uncomfortable 
plight.  I  e^ve  over  sleeping,  and  then  gave  over 
eating,  while  my  head  ached  in  an  unmerciful 
manner  day  and  night.  All  this  with  the  help  of 
drugs  and  hot  baths  made  me  so  very  weak  that  I 
could  not  walk  twentj-  yards.  Be  comforted,  how- 
ever; for  [  am  fast  recovering,  and  expect  to  set 
out  far  Dumfciesshire  in  about  a  fortnight.  Then  ! 
My  heart  beats  fiuCer  than  usual  when  1  think  of 
walking  into  the  midst  of  your  Family.  But 
I  ivill  comCt  if  I  am  alive.  I  think  I  should  be 
quite  well  if  I  was  beside  you  again.  Surely  the 
Fates  are  against  my  purposes  !  Let  me  be  ever  so 
studiously  disposed,  I  get  nothing  accomplished. 
Will  it  be  always  thus?  If  1  thought  so,  1  would 
say  my  prayers  and  hang  myself  without  more  ado. 
But  when  we  get  this  delightful  House  in  the 
Country,  and  "all  things  fit  around  us  like  the 
wheels  in  an  eight-day  clock,  "*  I  flatter  myself  that 
I  shall  have  no  more  headaches ;  no  more  vexatious 
interruptions;  that  I  shall  have  health  and  ijuietncss 
to  study  all  things  under  the  sun,  and  to  imitate 
Theresa'  "in  her  imitable  points,"  besides.  In  the 
meantime.  Dearest,  will  you  please  to  recollect  that 
two  hundred  a-year  is  not  to  be  gained  by  hoeing 
cabbages ;  that  it  would  scarce  be  advisable  to  set 
up  house-keeping  on  less;  and  that  I  am  heartily 
sick  of  my  existence  in  this  miserable  Haddington. 

'  Quixcd  from  Cirivlc*]  Letter  of  iitb  Aug.,  1814,  No.  100. 
■  Of  "  Wilhelm  Meiiur." 
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What  a  cold  lover  you  are  that  need  to  t>e  reminded 
of  this!  and  what  must  1  be  that  deign  to  remind 
you  of  it  ^  A  little  delirious  perhaps  from  my  recent 
illness. 

Is  it  not  very  provoking  to  see  Fortune  lavishing 
her  favours  on  fools  while  she  is  such  a  nig^rd  to  you 
and  I  [si{\?     In  returning  from  Haddington  to  Gart- 

more,  the  other  day,  Mai^aret  B lighted  on  a 

Husband  as  rich  as  Crxrsus.  They  travelled  a  dozen 
miles  cogether  in  some  coach  ;  he  offered  her  him- 
self and  his  fortune,  four-and-twenty  hours  after, 
and  to-morrow  is  their  wedding-day.  This  is  "  free- 
masonry of  souls"  with  a  vcnj*eance  !  I  do  not 
envy  Margaret  her  Gla^ow  McrcKant;  but  I  do 
think  his  money  would  have  been  better  bestowed 
on  my  Philosopher.     What  do  you  think? 

I  am  very  curious  to  see  Mrs.  Montagu's  cata- 
logue of  duties;  so  take  care  that  you  do  not  light 
your  pipe  with  the  Letter.  I  have  heard  from  the 
"noble  ladv "  again,  and  written  again.  She  will 
surely  be  satisfied  now  that  there  is  no  worm  of  dis- 
appointment preying  on  my  "  damask  check  "  ; '  for 
t  have  told  her  in  luminous  En^ish  tliat  my  heart 
is  not  in  England,  but  in  Annandale.  An  odd  com- 
munication you  will  say  to  be  contained  in  my  second 
Letter.  1  do  not  know  how  it  was,  but  1  could  not 
resist  the  ultra-German  impulse  to  make  a  confidant 
of  this  new  friend  whom  I  h.ive  not  seen.  I  already 
feel  an  afTection  for  her  which  I  cannot  express:  she 
is  so  frank  and  kind  and  high-souled;  so  superior  to 
all  the  women  I  have  known.     It  is  to  be  wished, 

'"....  ihc  never  toW  bcr  love  ; 

But  let  conrcjilment,  like  a  worm  i'  the  bud. 

Feed  oa  ber  domuk  check.  " 

"  Twelfth  Ni^i, "  A«  ii,  ic.  4- 
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however,  thnt  she  would  not  flatter  at  such  a  rate. 
She  makes  such  a  heavenly  creature  of  mc  in  her 
last  Letter,  that  if  I  had  not  viewed  myself  too  often 
in  the  mirror  of  truth  to  credit  her  representation,  I 
should  be  apt  to  commit  the  folly  of  Narcissus  and 
die  of  self-love. 

My  Life  is  lying  quietly  in  the  "Sanctum,"  as 
also  Modern  Europe  and  the  Thirty-Tear^  tf^ar.^  1 
do  nothing  on  the  face  of  the  earth  at  present,  but 
recline  on  a  sofa  and  read  Novels,  or  drive  about 
the  Country  in  a  gig.  This  is  my  Mother's  pre- 
scription ;  and  I  am  obliged  to  submit  for  peace's 
sake.  —  I  must  conclude;  for  I  am  tired,  and  I  am 
sure  I  have  tired  you  also.  Better,  however,  that 
you  should  think  mc  stupid  than  forgetful  of  you. 
God  bless  you.  Darling.  I  will  try  to  write  longer 
and  better  at  another  time.  Meanwhile  do  you 
writC)  and  comfort  me  for  this  interruption.  I  think 
in  a  month  or  six  weeks,  I  shall  have  the  kiss  which 
you  make  such  a  work  about.  My  kindest  regards 
to  your  Mother  and  John.  I  wish  he  could  light 
on  some  recipe  in  his  Medical  Books  to  cure  my 
vexatious  headache. 

Ever,  ever  yours, 

J.  B.  W. 

Letter  125 
T.  Cariyle,  to  Mist  Welsh,  Haddington 

HoDDAM  HtLL,  Monday,  '4  J>^yi  iStj.' 

Meinb  Liebc,  —  Tho' it  is  not  yet  above  a  week 
since  the  utmost  speed  of  postage  could  have  brought 

'  Schiller'),  vrhich  Cailj'lc  li<.d  ^vm  lier  wh«n  he  wh  lut  in 
Edinburgh. 
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me  your  Letter, '  I  hive  begun  to  long  for  it  with 
no  little  eagerness.  You  will  forgive  tms  supernu- 
merary Letter;  and  look  upon  it  as  the  record  of 
my  anxieties,  if  it  do  not  prove  the  means  of  remov- 
ing them.  I  would  not  torcc  you  to  write  to  mc 
b«ore  your  time,  altho'  I  could.  A  Letter  from 
you  is  like  a  little  rose  in  the  garden  of  love:  wc 
must  watt  with  patience  till  the  Sun  and  the  dew 
have  unclosed  the  bud  and  sent  forth  the  leaves; 
not  pluck  it  unripcncd,  and  mock  the  promise  of  its 
blushing  fragrance.  After  all,  why  shuuld  I  feel  so 
anxious  about  your  decision  ?  Do  1  not  know  that 
you  are  coming?  Have  you  not  totd  mc  so,  "unless 
I  rued?"  And  how  can  7  rue?  GrvjuSf  ste  kommt! 
[For  certain  she  is  coming!] 

I  might  insult  your  love  of  mc,  and  awaken  doubts 
about  what  is  not  doubctui,  if  I  made  any  more  apol- 
ogies about  the  rudeness,  insufficiency,  and  so  forth, 
of  the  accommodation  you  arc  like  to  meet  with.  Is 
it  not  my  own  vanity  rather  than  my  wish  for  your 
happiness  that  would  prompt  me  to  dilate  on  that 
"head  of  matters"?  Forsooth  the  Philosopher  is 
a^aid  lest  his  chosen  Darting  should  find  out  that 
he  is  not  rich  enough,  or  of  nch  enough  extraction; 
that  he  is  in  fact  a  sort  of  clod-hopper,  and  unworthy 
the  attention  not  to  say  affection  of  one  like  her ! 
Poor  Philosopher!  he  were  but  a  young  apprentice 
to  the  trade,  if  then  things  moved  him.  Or  do  I 
know  so  little  of  you  as  to  think  that  pomp  and  cir- 
cumstance  are  essential  to  your  comfort,  that  kind- 
ness and  affection  might  not  make  amends  for  every 
want?  Come,  then,  come  my  Darling;  if  you  have 
the  heart  to  venture,  I  predict  that  you  will  not  rc- 

)  Wbo)  wriiing  thU  Carlylc  hid  not  received  Mi»  Wclih't  of 
the  3d  of  July. 
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pent.  My  Mother  amuses  me  when  she  speaks  of 
you ;  the  other  day  she  said  :  "  I  ken  how  it  'il  be ; 
she'll  Ju&t  feel  is  I  would  do  If  I  were  gaun  to  live 
wi'  Peter  Paddy's  folk  (Peter  is  a  Tipperajy  band- 
box-makcr  late  of  this  district,  now  alas!  sub  umbris); 
but  if  she  want  to  see  iJiee,  she  *ll  no  care  !  "  Con- 
sider therefore  if  you  want  to  see  me  (a  sight  for 
sore  eyes,  truly !),  and  come  accordingly. 

Alick  lias  bought  you  a  little  Irish  pony  at  Kel- 
tonhill  fair ;  it  is  of  a  dark  chestnut  colour,  and 
kicks  occtsionally.  Nevertheless  1  will  make  it 
carry  you  beside  me,  at  a  gcnde  amble,  thro'  all 
these  moors  and  lanes;  and  we  shall  see  the  ru^ed. 
fice  of  old  Annandale,  and  talk  of  all  things  under 
the  sun.  How  many  quarrels  do  you  think  will 
serve  us?  One  per  diem?  Alas  !  that  human  souls 
have  so  much  of  the  Devil  in  them  !  How  could  I 
find  in  my  heart  to  say  one  cruel  word  to  you  ?  Or 
why  should  those  kind  black  eyes  ever  look  on  me 
with  any  other  aspect  than  the  melting  light  of 
love?  Kichtcr  says:  "The  man  should  overcome 
by  tenderness,  the  woman  by  reason  " ;  but  this  is 
only  in  the  "  married  state  " ;  in  the  single  state,  I 
know  not  how  he  manages,  I  suppose  there  is  noth- 
ing for  it  but  to  kiss  and  he  agreed.  By  and  by,  it 
may  be,  we  shall  learn.  O  that  we  had  learned^ 
and  had  room  to  practise  it !  that  we  belonged  to 
one  another,  that  wc  lived  with  each  other  wholly, 
in  that  trustful  sympathy,  that  oneness  of  souls  that 
is  the  choicest  gift  of  Heaven  to  mortals  !  My 
Dearest!  I  believe  in  truth  "my  heart  has  still 
some  foolish  fondness  for  thee  "  :  1  do  love  thee  in 
the  secret  of  my  spirit,  it  will  be  long  before  I  cease 
to  love  thee.  V^ould  that  I  could  show  it,  that  ic 
might  reward  and  animate  me  in  suitable  activity. 
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not  lie  choked  and  mouldering  in  the  lahyrinthic 
depths  of  speculation!  Poor  miserable  sons  of 
Adam  !  There  is  a  spark  of  heavenly  fire  within  us, 
an  ethereal  glow  of  Love  and  Wisdom,  for  it  was  the 
breath  of  God  that  made  us  living  souls;  but  we 
arc  formed  of  the  dust  of  the  ground,  and  our  lot  is 
cast  on  Earth,  and  the  Brc  lies  hid  among  the  ashes 
of  our  fortune,  or  burns  with  a  fitful  twinlcle,  which 
Chance  not  wc  can  foster.  It  makes  me  sad  to  think 
how  very  small  a  part  we  are  of  what  we  might  be; 
how  men  stni^Ie  with  the  great  trade-winds  of 
Ufc»  and  arc  borne  below  the  haven  by  squalls  and 
currents  which  they  knew  not  of;  how  they  toil  and 
strain,  and  are  again  deceived ;  and  how  at  last  tired 
nature  casts  away  the  hclm,and  leaves  the  bark  to  float 
at  random,  careless  to  what  unknown  rock  or  shore 
the  gloomy  tide  may  bear  it-  Will  affection  also 
die  at  last  in  that  inhospitable  scene?  Will  the 
excellent  become  to  us  no  better  than  the  common, 
and  the  Spirit  of  the  Universe  with  his  thousand 
voices  speak  to  us  in  vain  ?  Alas !  must  the  heart 
itself  rrow  dull  and  callous,  as  its  hopes  one  after 
the  other  shrink  and  wither?  "  Jrmirliger  Faust, 
ich  kennt  Jich  nicht  mthr  !  "  [Poor  Faust,  I  know 
thee  no  more !] 

You  perceive  my  preaching  faculty  is  not  a  whit 
diminished,  had  I  opportunity  to  give  it  scope. 
This  place  in  fact  is  favourable  for  it :  I  have  no 
business  to  accomplish,  but  a  problem  of  which  Ex- 
perience and  John  Badams  have  already  given  me 
all  the  rules  and  limits;  I  only  sleep  eight  hours 
of  the  four-and -twenty,  and  I  sec  no  living  creature 
that  abstracts  me  from  my  visions.  No  wonder, 
then,  that  I  take  "general  views."  Sometimes  un- 
luckily they  become  particular  enough,  notwithstand- 
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It  would  edify  you,  for  example,  couid  you 
to  one  of  the  auricular  confessions  which  I 
hold  wicli  the  man-within  some  morning  before  get- 
ting out  of  bed.  Whiit  blessed  anthems  that  gentle- 
men doeii  chaunt  co  mc  !  With  what  emphasis  he 
rails  me  fool,  ass,  blockhead;  with  what  felicity  he 
likens  me  to  the  armadillo  of  the  Tropics,  a  horn- 
cased  pug  of  a  creature  that  climbs  some  tree,  and 
will  not  budge  a  step  from  it,  till  it  has  eaten  eveiy 
leaf  and  twig  and  even  every  shred  of  bark  !  I  tell 
him  that  I  must  and  will  be  healthy  tho'  the  Devil 
were  in  it ;  that  he  had  better  hold  his  tongue,  thac 
there  is  no  use  in  talking  —  and  then  spring  out, 
and  huddle  on  my  raiment,  and  gallop  round  by 
Dalton,  and  so  put  him  to  silence,  at  least  to  low 
grumbling.  On  the  whole,  I  feel  well  that  this  is 
no  scene  for  the  healthy  Philosopher  whatever  it 
may  be  for  the  sick.  If  ever  I  get  well,  I  must 
leave  it,  and  shall  wish  to  leave  it.  For  the  present, 
every  time  1  think  of  London  and  Edinburgh,  I 
feel  as  if  in  heaven. 

Considering  all  this,  I  wonder  many  a  dme  that 
ycu  have  not  cut  me  off  from  all  part  or  lot  in  you. 
How  in  the  name  of  wonder  aare  you  think  of 
marrying  me  ?  Was  it  the  serious  purpose  of  your 
reason,  or  only  the  day-dream  of  your  fanc)"  ? 
Or  do  you  love  me,  and  feel  that  you  could  brave 
any  fortune  along  with  me  ?  If  so,  my  own  Darl- 
ing !  —  But  how  have  1  deserved  it  ?  Surely  there 
is  not  such  faith,  in  the  breast  of  another  '*  young 
lady  ■*  in  this  country.  You  arc  richer  than  I  in 
soul  as  well  as  in  fortune  ;  you  have  a  belief  in  the 
omnipotence  of  affection,  which  I  for  some  years 
have  partly  lost.  God  bless  you, my  little  Jane! — 
Let  us  study  not  to  wreck  a  prospect  that  has  in  it 
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so  much  of  Heaven,  liowever  closed  and  cumbered 
by^  the  clay  of  Earth.  I  have  still  some  faint  idea 
that  vou  will  Tuc,  when  you  have  seen  me  here :  at 
times  in  bitter  moments,  I  smite  my  foot  against 
the  ground,  and  swear  chat  it  were  best !  Oh,  how 
many  thousands  of  things  have  wc  to  ask  and  learn, 
when  you  come ! 

Now,  you  will  come  for  certain  ;  and  write  to  me 
very  soon  to  that  effect  ?  be  serious  ;  do  not  laugh 
at  me,  if  you  can  help  it ;  there  is  something  m 
laughter  that  dries  up  ail  the  channels  of  the  heart: 
you  are  pretty  (pooty)  when  you  mock,  you  arc 
heavenly  when  you  love  and  weep.  Will  you  attend 
to  this  caution  f     Not  a  jot ! 

My  Mother  docs  not  know  that  I  am  writing  to 
you,  or  her  *'  kindest  compliments  "  would  form  a 
portion  of  my  Letter.  She  is  far  from  well  in  health, 
and  has  not  like  mc  the  hope  of  ever  recovering  it. 
//«"  country  is  on  the  other  side  of  the  Stars  !  i 
were  a  Turk,  if  I  did  not  love  her. — Jane  was  here 
the  other  night ;  she  is  sewing  Samplers,  stitching-in 
names  and  robin-red- breasts  and  all  sorts  of  mosaic 
needlework.  Among  a  crowd  of  vulvar  initials,  I 
asked  her  what  the  "J.  W."  meant?  Who  was 
he  ?  She  paused ;  then  with  a  look  of  timorous 
archness,  answered  :  "  It 's  no  a  he  ava  * !  "  —  You 
will  write  ?  But  I  am  a  fool  to  hurry  you.  A  Dieu, 
my  Dearest !     I  am  wholly  yours. 

T.  Carlvle. 

Take  this  Newspaper,  come  at  any  rate  :  except 
as  a  memorial  of  me,  I  fear  it  is  not  worth  the  half- 
penny it  costs  you.  I  looked  for  an  fxamiWr  instead. 
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Letter  126 

Miss  fFehh  to  r.  Carlyhy  Haddam  Hill 

Haodmctok,  19th  Joly,  'i8«S-' 

Mt  dear  Love,  —  What  a  miser  you  are  of 
your  Lcttcra^to  charge  the  last  to  my  account,  after 
making  a  show  of  giving  it  into  the  bargain  !  Eh 
bien!  1  have  nothmg  tor  it  but  to  submit  in  this 
as  in  al!  things  else:  "my  whole  will,"  Mrs.  Montagu 
says,  "  must  be  thrown  into  fusion^  and  cast  accord- 
ing to  another  mould."  A  barbarous  process, 
really  !  I  wonder  that  the  bare  mention  of  it  did 
not  terrify  me  into  the  resolution  of  remaining  single 
all  the  days  of  my  life. 

A  (tm  hurried  lines,  however,  arc  all  that  I  can 
bestow  on  you  at  present,  being  in  the  middle  of 
confttsion  and  '*  troubled  about  many  things."  To- 
morrow, with  the  blessing  of  God,  we  go  to  Edin- 
burgh; on  Saturday  to  Dumfriesshire,  and  not  an 
article  of  my  wardrobe  is  packed  yet.  To  add  to 
my  hurry,  I  have  just  got  a  Letter  from  the  ci- 
ifvant  Margaret  B which  requires  an  imme- 
diate answer,  as  it  concerns  the  important  matter 
of  cambric  handkerchief. —  It  cannot  be  long  now 
until  we  meet  —  meet!  O  that  it  were  never  more 
to — quarrel!  I  wish  however  that  the  weather 
were  a  little  cooler,  and  my  health  a  little  stronger 
first.  I  am  better,  greatly  better  than  I  was,  but 
still  "silly"  as  the  people  here  call  it;  but  the  frisk- 
ing pony  and  the  sight  of  thee  will  put  me  all  to 
rights  again,  I  expect. 

I  am  just  returned  from  a  visit  (you  would  never 
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guess  where), —  at  Phsntassic  !  This  is  the  first  fruits 
of  my  Life  ;  it  revived  a  number  of  recollections  in 
me  which  softened  my  heart  towards  these  Renniea ; 
so  that  when  1  met  some  of  them  one  day  by 
chance,  I  made  steps  towards  a  reconciliation,  which 
were  met  more  than  halfway.  We  are  now  on  the 
best  possible  terms.  I  am  glad  of  it ;  for  there  arc 
few  kinds  of  suffering  which  I  would  not  endure 
sooner  than  estrangement  from  those  1  love;  and  it 
is  impossible  for  me  ever  to  feel  altogether  indiffer- 
ent CO  the  friendships  which  I  contracted  with  the 
trustftil,  sanguine  enthusiasm  of  sixteen. 

My  money  matters  are  all  arranged ;  and  now  I 
am  as  poor  as  yourself     Do  you  like  me  the  worse 

'  In  Jaotnry,  1S24.,  Mr.  Donmtdion  (Mn,  Welth's  &[iuly 
Iiwycr),  heiring  that  Miss  Welth  wm  xriouily  111,  (00k  il  upon 
hiinseir  to  write  and  wjim  !ier  ihac  in  cue  of  licr  dying  inietuie, 
Mri.  Wdih'}  righ[  to  her  diughicr')  ciute  would  likely  be  dii- 
paied.  Hi*  Letter  his  not  been  preserved,  hut  Mia  Wclsh'i  reply 
to  ii  11  Bt  followi:  "  Edinburgh,  23rd  January,  i  83^. —  My  dear 
Sir, —  I  feel  very  gnteftil  10  you  for  puning  me  in  mind  of  t  duty 
vf hi<h  I  ii«vc  neglected  hitherto  wlely  iVom  ignowncc  of  t«  itnpor- 
Ciace.  Undlyour  Letter  wiiput  into  my  haadi,  I  wis  not  in  the 
least  aware  that  in  the  event  ofmydeiih.nny  Mother's  nWirr^/ right* 
to  my  iDhcniance  could  possibly  be  diiputed.  Othei^visc  common- 
sense  and  natunl  affection  would  doubtleit  have  insinictcJ  me  10 
anticipate  your  friendly  countd.  Now  thai  1  aKi  aware  that  such 
a  pgujbility  Juitnisx,  I  shall  not  icci  comfonablc  in  my  mind  u 
long  u  it  i»not  effectually  provided  against," — Accordingly  a  pn>- 
Tuional  "Setilcmcnt  "  wa*  prcpaced  by  Mr.  Donaldcon,  and  cie- 
cuted  by  Miss  Wclth  on  the  30th  of  January,  1314.  Next  year 
•he  made  her  will  Imving  Crai^cnputioclc  in  lee-umple  to  Cirlyle. 
and  Bt  the  same  tlnic,  urged  thereto  by  Coilylc  himself,  she  eie- 
CUIcd  a  "Di*po»ition  and  Assignation,"  making  over  to  her  mother 
the  Haddington  House  and  the  life-rent  of  Crdjgenpuiiock.  The 
date  of  this  latter  instrument  is  19th  July,  182;.  On  the  same 
day  in  presenting  it  10  Iter  mother,  she  wrote  ;  "  I  promised  to 
Mr.  Carlylc.whcn  he  was  last  here,  (hat  before  we  met  again,  he 
vox^  II  —  10 
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that  [  am  poor?  Not  you  indeed  !  And  for  me, 
1  would  give  thousands  a^year  instead  of  hundreds 
to  buy  tnc  conviction  of  being  loved  for  myself 
alone.  Mr.  Donaldson  has  seen  my  ff^ill  too,  with 
your  name  written  in  it  in  great  letters.  No  matter  ! 
Why  should  I  be  ashamed  of  showing  an  affection 
which  I  am  not  ashamed  to  feel  I*  But  we  will  talk 
over  all  these  things  when  we  meet.  —  It  will  lake 
all  your  indulgence  to  excuse  this  breathless  Letter, 
—  God  bless  you,  my  Darling  !  I  am  yours  ever 
and  wholly, 

Jane  Baillie  Pun  Welsh. 

I  had  two  sheets  from  Mrs.  Montagu,  the  other 
day,  trying  to  prove  that  I  knew  nothmg  at  all  of 
my  own  heart!  Mercy!  how  romantic  she  is!  — 
Write  presently  to  Tcmpland. 


Letter,  127 
Muf  IVeUh  19  r.  Carfy/f,  Ht^dam  HtU 

TcMrLAND,  Sunday,  '14  July,  182$.' 

My  Dearest,  —  1  thought  to  write  to  you  from 
this  place  with  joy;  I  write  with  shame  and  tears. 
The  enclosed  Letter,'  which  I  found  lying  for  me, 
has  distracted  mf  thoughts  from  the  prospect  of  our 
meeting,     the     brightest    in    my    mind    for    many 

thouM  be  dtlivercd  (torn  the  thought  or  loving  id  Hcircti,  i 
[houghc  which  is  KKiWy  fa inft 1 10  hit  pToud  and  gcneroits  nanire." 
—  Sec  "New  L«Rcr»  and  MemoritU,"  L  3. 

'  Thccncloiure  wh  from  Mr».  Montagu  t  it  i«  undated  but  poii- 
Diirked  *' loih  July,  181;."  The  version  which  ibllovri  ihit 
Letter  givca  Mn.  Muncagu'*  meaning  at  iccnracel/  at  pouible. 
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months,  and  forced  them  on  a  part  of  my  own  con- 
duct which  makes  mc  unwortny  ever  to  see  you 
again,  or  to  be  clasped  to  your  true  heart  Again.  I 
cannot  come  to  you,  cannot  be  at  peace  with  myself, 
till  I  have  made  the  confession  which  Mrs-  Mon-^„_^ 
tagu  so  impressively  shows  me  the  need  of.        ""^ 

Let  mc  tell  it  then  at  once.  I  have  deceived  1 
you,  —  /  whose  truth  and  frankness  you  have  so 
often  praised,  have  deceived  my  bosom  friend !  I 
told  you  that  I  did  not  care  for  Edward  Irving ; 
took  pains  to  make  you  believe  this.  It  was  ialse: 
t  loved  him— must  I  say  it  —  ottcf  passionately 
loved  him.     Would  to  Heaven  that  this  were  all!  , 

it  might  not  perhaps  lower  mc  much  in  ^"our  opin-         / 
ion  ;  for  he  is  no  unworthy  man.     And  if  I  showed     y 
weakness  in  loving  one  whom  I  knew  to  be  engaged 
to  another,  I  made  amends  in  persuading  him  to 
marry   that  other  and  preserve    his    honour   from 
reproach.     But  I  have  concealed  and  disguised  the 
truth;  and  for  this  I  have  no  excuse;  none,  at 
least,  that  would  bear  a  moment's  scrutiny.     Woe 
to  me  then,  if  your  reason  be  my  judge  and  not 
your  love!     I  cannot  even   plead  tne  merit  of  a 
voluntary  disclosure  as  a  claim  to  your  forgiveness. 
J  make  it  because  I  muit,  because  this  extraordinary 
woman  has  moved  me  to  honesty  whether  I  would 
or   no.      Read   her    Letter,   and  judge   if  it   was     J 
possible  for  me  to  resist  it.  -^ 

Write,  I  beseech  you,  instantly  and  let  me  know 
my  hie.  This  suspense  is  worse  to  endure  than 
any  certainty.  Say,  if  you  can,  that  I  may  come  to 
you,  that  you  will  take  me  to  your  heart  after  all  as 
your  own,  your  trusted  Jane,  and  I  will  arrange 
it  as  soon  as  ever  I  am  able;  say  no,  that  vou  no 
longer  wish  to  see  me,  that  my  image  is  defaced  in 
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your  soul,  and  I  will  think  you  not  unjust.  Oh 
that  [  had  your  answer !  Never  were  you  so  dear 
as  at  this  moment  when  I  am  in  danger  of  losing 
your  affection,  or  what  is  still  more  precious  to  me, 
your  respect 

Jane  B.  Welsh. 

[On  the  cover,  in  Miss   Wtlsh's  hand:}     "One 

enclosure  only."     Beneath  which  words  Carlyle  has 

written,  in  his  later  handwriting  («rc«  1869} : 

"  Some  uf  Mrs.  Monugu's  nnuinit  (PfF!)." 


Mrs.  Montagu  to  Miss   Jane   Welsh 

15,   Bi;i>raiiD  Square,   Londok, 
[Posi-iiurked  zojuly,  1825.3 

My  DEAR  Miss  Wiuh,  —  There  is  now  before  me  on 
my  table  a  beautiful  green  Mandarin  Baaon^  a  Gredc 
Tazza  coutd  not  cxcee<l  Its  el^ant  proportiont,  and  it« 
scarcity  only  sccm»  to  increase  every  person's  opinion  of  its 
value.  ~  It  is  to  mc  valutUst ;  it  will  not  endure,  or  hold  } 
hot  or  cold  water  would  prove  its  wonhlessness.  It  no 
longer  rings  responsive  to  my  (ouch  ;  for  noi withstanding 
its  elegance  and  beauty,  it  has  a  ffmu  in  it.  And  this  illus- 
trates my  feeling,  of  the  truth,  entirene»,  and  int^rity  of 
friendship.  —  Shall  such  a  flaw  be  found  in  nriy  dear  Jane 
Welsh '.  Shall  she  stop  half-way  in  nobleness  and  sin- 
cerity ?  Shall  she  be  allowed  to  «keek  with  critical  dissec- 
tion "  into  another  heart  laid  at  her  feet,  and  shall  she  shut 
up  the  inner  recesses  of  her  own  from  uiie  whom  )ihe 
professes  to  love  and  live  fur  *  No,  my  dear  young  Lady, 
the  past  as  well  as  the  present  must  be  laid  open ;  there 
must  be  no  Bluebeard's  closet  in  which  the  skeleton  may 
one  day  be  discovered.  You  have  received  a  new  and 
a  dear  guest  to  occupy  your  heart,  not  as  tenaot  at  will. 
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but  as  tenuit  lor  Itfe ;  and  if,  with  a  noble  $haw  of  friend- 
ship, you  have  still  only  a  show  of  it,  what  conclusion  will 
that  **  soul  of  Arc "  arrive  at  i  The  wisdom  tbat  was 
before  all  time  hath  said,  "  Perfect  love  casteth  out  fear  "  ; 
and  till  your  fears  are  all  cast  oultyour  love  h  still  imperfect 
and  your  cure  incomplete.  I  could  s;ty  much  to  you  of  the 
paiicy  of  a  perfect  integrity*  but  I  scorn  that  base  and 
I  grovelling  word.  —  You  will  think  bow  easy  it  is  to  sit  ajid 
I  dictate  f  Believe  mc,  my  love,  I  owe  many  peaceful  days 
L  and  nights  to  a  similar  disclosure,  poured  into  the  ear  of  a 
^K  passionate  and  jealous  maiii  a  disclosure  most  painful, 
^Hmost  humiliating,  —  the  paniculars  I  will  one  day  commu- 
^Knicate  to  you.  If  this  confession  had  not  beeti  made,  how 
^^  terrible  would  the  evils  have  been,  to  which  I  might  have 
been  exiwsed;  and  how  could  I  have  hoped  to  regain  con- 
fidence, of  which  I  should  in  that  case  have  felt  myself 
wholly  undcser^-ing  ?  iV)V<-  is  a  pzltry  thing  :  it  is  an 
inflation  that  only  proves  emptiness,  —  which  Folly  paints 
with  the  colours  of  the  prism,  but  which  fades  to  its  origi- 
nal nothingness  under  the  eye  of  Reason !  Tim  muse 
Koop  before  you  can  be  proud.  Oh  '  wear  not  the  tiverv 
of  fools  whom  you  despise:  in  them  it  is  excusable,  but 
not  in  you. 

You  see,  my  dear  friend,  what  a  terrible  monitor  you 
will  find  in  mc.  The  poor  monk  who  puts  on  voluntarily 
a  hair  shirt,  witl  be  but  the  type  and  shadow  of  your  patient 
endurance,  —  if  you  do  endure  me, — and  you  must  learn 
to  do  so;  for  your  wit  will  not  over-awe  me,  or  your  love- 
liness bribe  me.  I  shall  be  the  only  friend  you  have  out 
of  the  circle  of  your  spells. 

Mr.  Irving  is  here  again ;  his  Wife  and  Child  are  with  her 
friends  \  and  he  has  resumed  his  old  place  and  his  old  feelings. 
I  perceive  the  strength  of  his  sympathy,  and  the  strength  of 
the  social  pan  of  his  nature,  which  is  in  perfect  harmony  with 
(he  feelings  of  the  persons  who  are  around  him.  He  is 
very  much  beloved  here.  Mr.  Montagu  (whom  you  would 
delight  in)  loves  him  entirely  like  a  favourcil  son.  He  is 
now  suying  under  our  loof,  where  1  so  often  entreated 
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Mr,  Carljle  to  »uy.  Wc  would  have  exorcised  the  bkicr 
spirit  that  rends  him,  and  have  cast  it  out  forever.  You 
will  du  this  much  mure  rciidily.  I  have  a  married 
daughter,  the  Wife  of  Mr.  Procter,  better  known  to  you 
as  "  Barry  Cornwall."  I  think  she  will  be  teafintd  about 
September,  and  that  will  keep  me  late  in  Town.  If  it 
should  be  othctwisCf  if  1  should  be  able  to  mzke  out  a 
journey  to  Bolton  Abbey  (near  Harrogate),  could  you  join 
roe  there  f  It  is  nut  more  than  scvent)'  miles  from  the 
Lakes,  and  would  be  a  step  from  Dumfriesshire,  —  Will 
you  see  my  dear  young  friend,  whom  I  have  never  seen, 
Mi.ii  Craik  of  Ai'bigland  i  the  daughter  of  a  woman  whom 
I  loved  from  her  earliest  infancy  to  the  day  of  her  sudden 
death,  three  years  since  i  And  will  you  sec  my  dear  Boy, 
Charles  Montagu,  with  Dr.  Duncan  at  Ruthwcll  ?  1  know 
not  where  Tcmpland  is,  though  I  have  seen  much  of  Dum- 
friesshire, and  much  of  the  Town  of  Dumfries  in  company 
of  my  dear  Robert  Bums,  who  used  (o  take  mc  into 
the  silent  streets,  where,  to  use  his  own  words,  **  we  were 
free  of  the  Rtd-aats  who  haunted  my  steps,"  For  so  he 
most  familiarly  abused  the  impottam  personages  who  made 
my  Balls  happy.  Will  you  come  to  Bolton  f  And  when 
you  arc  safe  under  my  protection,  will  Mr.  Carlylc  come 
too?  "  He  hears  mc  not,  he  mirids  mc  not  ";  but  he  will 
answer  and  mind  you. 

Your  anached  friend, 

D.    B.    MONTAOtJ. 


Letter  128 

T.  Carfy/g  to  Miss  Baiilie  H^elshy  Tmpknd 

HoDBHu  Hiu..  i9tb  July,  18a;. 

Mv  Dearest, —  Your  Letter  reached  mc  but  a 
few  hours  ago :  I  was  doubly  shocked  on  reading  it 
a  second  time  to  find  it  dated  Sunday.     What  a  week 
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you  must  have  had !     It  were  inhuman  to  keep  you 
another  moment  in  uncertainty. 

You  exaggerate  this  matter  greatly :  it  is  an  evil, 
but  it  may  be  borne ;  we  must  bear  it  (oiether ;  what 
else  can  we  do?  Much  of  the  annoyance  it  occa- 
sions to  mc  proceeds  from  selfish  sources,  of  a  poor 
enough  description  ;  this  is  unworthy  of  our  notice. 
Let  it  go  to  strengthen  the  schoolings  of  experience, 
let  it  be  another  chastisement  to  Vanity :  perhaps 
she  needs  it ;  and  if  not,  who  is  Sfie  that  I  should 
take  thought  of  her? 

Nor  is  the  other,  more  serious  port  of  the  mis- 
chief half  so  heinous  in  my  eyes  as  it  seems  to  be  in 
yours.  There  was  a  want  of  firmness  in  withholding 
an  avowal  which  you  thought  might  give  me  pain, 
there  must  have  fcKcen  much  sufFeringin  the  conceal- 
ments and  reservations  it  imposed  on  you  :  but  there 
is  a  heroism  in  vour  present  frankness,  a  fund  of 
truth  and  probity,  which  ought  to  cancel  all  that 
went  before.  You  say  it  was  not  voluntary :  so 
much  the  more  difficult;  I  honour  it  the  more. 
You  ask  me  to  forgive  you,  you  stand  humbled  and 
weeping  before  me.  No  more  of  this,  for  God's 
sake !  Forgiveness !  Where  is  the  living  man  that 
dare  look  steadfastly  into  his  "painted  sepulchre" 
of  a  heart,  and  say  :  "  I  have  lived  one  year  without 
committing  fifty  faults  of  a  deeper  dye  than  this?" 
My  dear  Jane  !  My  best  Jane !  Your  soul  is  of  a 
more  ethereal  temper  than  befits  this  very  despicable 
world.  You  love  truth  and  nobleness,  you  are 
forced  to  love  them  ;  and  you  know  not  how  they 
may  be  reached.  O  God  !  What  a  heartless  slave 
were  I»  if  I  discouraged  you,  for  any  paltry  momen- 
tary interests  of  my  own,  in  the  sacred  object  you 
are  aiming  at !     Believe  rae,  my  Dearest,  this  strug- 
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gling  of  a  pure  soul  to  escape  from  the  con- 
taminations that  encircle  it,  is  but  the  more 
touching  to  me  that  its  success  is  incomplete. 
It  is  human  nature  in  the  toveticst  aspect  our 
poor  Earth  admits  of;  flesh  and  spirit,  the  clay 
of  the  ground  made  living  by  the  breath  of  the 
Almighty. 

O  love  truth,  my  Dearest,  prize  it  beyond  all 
fame  and  power  and  happiness!  Continue  to  love 
it  fearlessly,  thro'  good  and  bad  report:  it  is  the 
day-star  from  on  nigh  that  shines  to  us  in  this 
gloomy  wilderness  of  existence ;  there  is  still  hope  of 
Kim  who  knows  and  venerates  its  light,  and  dare 
determine  to  hold  fast  by  it  to  the  death.  Help  me 
too  to  love  it:  I  can  talk  more  largely  of  it  than 
you;  but  many  an  hour  I  could  say  with  Brutus: 
"  Virtue,  have  I  worshipped  thee  as  a  substance,  and 
found  thee  an  empty  shadow  ?  "  It  is  not  so !  By 
the  majestic  Universe,  by  the  mysterious  Soul  of 
Man,  it  is  not  so!  There  is  a  worth  in  goodness 
which  defies  all  chance.  The  happy  man  was  never 
yet  created;  the  virtuous  man,  tno  clothed  in  rags 
and  sinking  under  pain,  is  the  jewel  of  the  Earth, 
however  I  may  doubt  it,  or  deny  it  in  my  bitterness 
of  heart.  O  never  let  me  forget  it !  Teach  me,  tell 
me,  when  the  Fiend  of  Suffering,  and  the  base  Spirit 
of  the  world  arc  ready  to  prevail  against  me,  and 
drive  me  from  this  last  stronghold  ! 

You  feci  grateful  to  mc  that  I  have  "forgiven" 
you  ?  You  thank  mc,  and  say  I  treat  you  gener- 
ously? Alas,  alas!  I  deserve  no  gratitude.  What 
have  I  done?  Assured  you  that  my  affection  is  stilt 
yours,  that  you  are  even  dearer  to  mc  for  this  pain- 
ful circumstance.  But  do  you  know  the  worth  of 
that  afiecdoQ?    Have  you  ever  seen  mt  and  my 
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condition  in  the  naked  eye  of  your  reason  ?     You     ^ 
have  not :  you  do  not  know  me.  .  .  .  What  is  nijr    J 
love  of  you  or  of  any  one  ?     A  wild  peal  through 
the  desolate  chambers  of  my  soul,  forcing  perhaps  a 
bitter  tear  into  my  eyes,  and  then  giving  place  to 
ailcnce  and  death  ?     You  know  me  not ;  no  living    () 
mortal  knows  mc,  —  seems  to  know  mc.     My  heart    4 
has  been  steeped  in  solitary  bitterness,  till  the  life  of    } 
it  is  gone:  the  heaven  of  two  confiding  souts  that 
live  but  for  each  other  encircled  with  glad  affection, 
enlightened  by  the  sun  of  worldly  blessings  and  suit- 
able activity,  is  a  thing  that  1  contemplate  from  afar     ) 
distance,  without  thcliopc,  sometimes  even  without    ' 
the  wish,  of  reaching  it.     Am  I  not  poor  and  sick 
and  helpless  and  estranged  from  all  men  ?     I  He 
upon   the  thorny  couch  of  pain,  my  pillow  is  the     ' 
iron  pillow  of  despair  :   I  can  rest  on  them  in  silence,     j 
but  cnat  is  all  that  I  can  do.     Think  of  it,  Jane!  I 
can    never   make  you  happy.     Leave  me,  then !  *y 
Why  should  I    destroy    you?      It  is  but  one  bold 
step  and  it  is  done.     We  shall  suffer,  suffer  to  the 
heart;  but  wc  shall  have  obeyed  the  voice  of  reason, 
and  time  will  teach  us  to  endure  it,     yerjchmerz-eM 
werden    win :    J^hh    was   versthmcr2Se    nicht    der 


'  C«-lyle'»  liia^pker,  iceming  lo  cite  fiom  cKu  Letter,  «jrs 
("Life,"  i.  307)  :  "His  infirmitiM,  mental  and  bodily,  inight 
make  hid)  an  onfii  compunion  for  hcf  or  indeed  fof  vny  womin." 
Thcwordi  "or  indeed  for  any  womui  "  arcapufc — orntheran 
impure  —  invrniion  of  the  biognphcr.  There  is  nothing  the  le«l 
like  iKcm  in  (his  or  in  any  other  of  Carlyle's  Letter*.  Mi»  Welsh 
hiijiui  confessed  that  jhe  had  "  tnti  passionately  loved  "  Irring, 
aad  Ctrlyle  replies.  n«l  unntturally  under  ihc  circumiuncct,  "  I 
can  never  mike  you  happy.  Leave  me, then,"  — a  very  diSercnt 
thing  from  saying  that  he  could  never  be  a  fit  companion  for  Any 
woman!  Carljle**  only  "bodily  infirmity*'  wa*  dytpeptia}  he 
VFsi  nncr  afflicted  writh  aii/  "  mciita)  inJinnicy  "  I 
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Mensch?^  [We  shall  endure  the  smart  of  it;  for 
what  sorrow  is  there  in  man  that  will  not  finally  fret 
itaelf  to  sleep  ?]  No  affection  is  unalterable  or  eter- 
nal :  we  ourselves  w^th  all  our  passions  sink  to  death, 
tnd  arc  speedily  consumed. 

I  know  your  generous  heart:  you  say  I  will  not 
leave  this  poor  true-hearted  brother,  he  u  my 
brother  and  faithful  to  mc  tho'  sinking  in  the  waves 
of  destiny ;  I  will  clasp  him  to  my  heart,  and  save 
him  or  [>erish  with  Kim  I  Alas !  you  know  not 
what  you  do:  you  cannot  save  me;  it  is  Fate  only 
that  can  save  me,  if  I  am  to  be  saved  at  all.  ...  1 
smile  to  hear  the  recipe  of  Mrs.  Montagu.  Exor- 
dsm  !  with  a  vengeance!      ylch  du  lieber  Gott ! 

These  things  nave  long,  for  years  more  or  less 

distincdy,  lain  upon  my  heart,  and  I  have  told  you 

Chem,  that  1  might  imitate  the  sincerity  you  have  so 

f   nobly  set  before  me  as  a  pattern.     I*  you  say  they 

arc  "blue  devils,"  vapours  of  sickness,  I  shall   be 

',    sorry  ;  for  it  will  but  show  me  that  you  have  not 

,     understood  or  believed:  if  you  think  them  merely 

-    the  weak  querulous  wailings  of  a  distempered  mind, 

you  will  do  mc  some  injustice :  if  you  think  they 

I    are  pretexts  and  that  I  have  ceased  to  love^ou,  you 

^    will  do  injustice  both  to  yourself  and  mc./   O  Jane ! 

—  But  what  use  is  it  to  talk?     I  could  write  forty 

quires  on  the  subject,  and  yet  not  make  it  clear  to 

you.     You  are  young,  you  know  not  life,  know  not 

yourself.     Secluded   all  your  days  from  the  native 

country  of  your  spiiit,  you  have  grasped  at  every 

semblance  of  it :  first  the  rude  smoky  fire  of  Edward 

Irving  seemed  to  you  a  star  of  heaven;  next  the 

quivering  ignis  faluui  of  a  soul  that  dwells  in  me  ! 

■  r^iT  Schillct'i  "WiUcBMciB/'  Act  r.  k.  iii.— The  tranili- 
boB  of  (JM  bK  cUuie  of  the  «bon  kukdm  it  Dr.  t.  Flugd'i. 
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The  world  has  a  thousand  noble  hearts  in  It^  that 
you  do  not  dream  of;  and  you  chink  that  you  will 
never  meet  another.  What  am  I,  or  what  is  my 
father's  house,  that  you  should  sacrifice  yourself  for 


me 


I  know  not  whether  it  was  good  to  write  these 
things,  for  a  spoken  word  is  more  dangerous  than  2 
whetted  sword.  They  assume  a  thousand  forms  in 
my  thoughts:  this,  as  near  as  I  could  paint  it,  is  a 
glimpse  of  their  general  aspect.  At  least,  there- 
tore,  they  are  true  ;  chcy  seera  to  demand  your 
solemn  calm  deliberation,  and  the  speedier  the  ded- 
sion  it  may  be  the  better  for  us  both.  Again  and 
again  I  repeat  it,  you  do  not  know  me  !  Come  and 
see,  and  determine.  Let  me  hear  you,  and  do  you 
hear  me.  As  I  am,  take  mc  or  renise  me :  but  not 
as  I  am  not ;  for  this  will  not  and  cannot  come  to 
good.  God  help  us  both,  and  show  us  both  the 
way  we  ought  to  walk  in  !  When  will  you  be  here  ? 
Write  twice  ?  Once  pointing  out  the  week,  again 
appointing  the  day.  Bid  the  coach  leave  you  at 
Kelhead  Kilns  at  the  end  of  the  road  for  Hoddam 
Bridge;  I  will  be  in  waring;  tell  mc  which  coach 
you  come  by,  for  three  pass  every  evening.  AH 
are  impatient  for  you  here:  I  for  many  reasons. 
When  will  you  come?  You  are  forever  dear  to  me, 
in  spite  of  all  I  say  and  feel. 

God  bless  you  my  Darling!  I  am  always  and 
wholly  yours, 

T.  Carlyle. 


'  "  To  Mcrifice  my»clf."  lutx!  in  reference  to  nurriagc,  w  Mi» 
Wel«h*i  own  phruc.  — Sec  sau,  Lciur  47. 
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Letter  129 

Mijs  WeUh  to  T.  CarfyU,  Hoddam  Hill 

TsMPLAND  Saturdiy,  •  jo  July,  iSij-* 

Mr.  Carlyle,  do  you  mean  to  kill  mc?  *  Is  it 
just  of  you  to  keep  me  so  long  in  doubt?  Your 
displeasure  I  have  merited,  perhaps  your  scorn,  but 
surely  not  this  terrible  silence  !  Write  then,  for 
Heaven's  sake!  and  kindly,  if  you  can;  for  I 
am  wretched  beyond  all  expression.  Had  I  but 
strength,  1  would  come  to  you  this  very  day ;  and 
when  I  held  you  In  my  arms,  and  you  saw  my 
tears,  you  would  forget  everything  but  the  love  I 
bear  you.  O,  I  do  love  you,  my  own  Friend,  above 
the  whole  Earth  :  no  human  being  was  ever  half  so 
dear  to  me,  —  none,  none  :  and  will  you  break  my 
heart?  Alas!  I  thought  when  we  parted  that  some 
evil  destiny  was  hanging  over  us ;  but  the  loss  of 
your  affection  was  the  very  last  thing  I  feared.  And 
nave  I  indeed  lost  it?  Speak,  telT  me.  It  is  in- 
human to  leave  me  in  this  suspense.  Be  your 
answer  what  it  may,  I  will  iove  and  venerate  you 
to  the  last  You  may  be  no  longer  mine,  but  I 
will  be  yours  in  life,  in  death,  through  all  Eternicy. 

Jane  B.  Welsh. 

'  Carlyle't  I.encr  of  the  i^ih  hid  not  reached  Miu  WeUk'i 
haaili  when  the  wrou  the  ibove. 
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Letter  130 
7.  Carlyle  to  Miss  Bai/lu  fi^thh^  Templand 

HoDfMH  HtLL,  todi  Ai^josi,  iSaj. 

My  DEAREST  LITTLE  RuTH ! '  —  1  owB  you  many 
thanks  for  your  kindness  of  heart,  for  your  true 
unflinching  love  of  me,  unworthy  as  I  am  '*  by  des- 
tiny or  by  my  own  deserving  "  of  such  liounties.* 
Your  faith  in  me  is  great,  greater  dian  I  ever  can 
fulfil,  or  pay  with  due  gratitude.  So  we  arc  not  to 
part!  O  my  Darling,  how  could  we  ever  part? 
Do  we  not  love  each  other?  Does  not  your  fervid 
trembling  spirit  cleave  to  mine  as  to  its  pillar  of 
hope  in  the  darkness  and  tempests  of  lite?  Are 
not  my  arms  about  you,  is  not  my  breast  your  pil- 
low ?  If  you  love  me  with  the  whole  strength  of 
that  noble  heart,  it  lotre  unwise  in  you  to  leave  me. 
No,  we  will  never  part,  betide  what  may  ! 

In  truth,  I  believe,  I  should  not  be  so  generous 
with  my  offers  to  that  effect,  were  it  not  for  some 
secret  persuasion  that  they  had  little  chance  to  be 
accepted.  I  feel  as  if  there  were  no  sacrifice  which 
I  could  not  make  to  see,  stili  more  to  cause,  your 
happiness;  but  sacrifices  in  idea,  and  sacrifices  in 
deed  arc  different  matters ;  and  this  would  in  truth 
be  a  sacrifice  of  almost  all  that  still  binds  mc  to  the 
world  by  any  tie  of  hope,  that  still  tinges  my  sky 

'  "  And  Ruth  uid,  Inirvsc  me  not  (o  letve  thee,  or  to  return  frpin 
lollowing  after  thee  :  for  whither  thou  gocii,  I  will  go  ;  ind  where 
(hou  locl|et(,  [  will  lodgr  ;  ihy  [leople  shall  be  mv  people,  and  ihy 
God  my  God."  —"Ruth."  i.  i6. 

'  Mis*  Wclth't  reply  to  Carlyie'i  lui  Letter  hu  beeo  Ion. 
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with  a  streak  of  dawn  amid  the  gloom  that  over- 
shadows me.  Who  knows,  too,  but  we  may  still 
be  happy  ?  In  Ciilm  hour?,  hope  has  not  yet  for- 
saken mc ;  for  we  are  still  in  the  land  of  the  living 
which  is  the  place  of  hope,  and  more  perverse  desti- 
ntes  than  ours  have  changed  Co  smoothness  and 
serenity.  The  evil  is  deep  and  dark,  but  it  Is  ow, 
and  I  see  it  clearly.  If  this  accursed  burden  of 
disease  were  cast  away,  nine-tenths  of  my  faults  and 
incapacities  would  pass  away  with  it.  Life  might 
still  lie  round  mc  like  a  huge  quarry  ;  but  I  should 
have  my  strength  to  labour  in  it,  and  form  its  shap^ 
less  masses  into  an  edifice.  Nay,  perhaps,  thissame 
deathlike  cold  eclipse  under  which  my  youth  has 
passed  away  in  heaviness  and  woe,  might  not  be 
without  its  uses  in  my  future  fortunes,  tno'  I  have 
stormed  at  ic  as  the  blackest  most  unminglcd  curse 
with  which  the  wrath  of  Heaven  could  have  visited 
mc.  "Ye  shall  become  perfect  thro'  sufferings," 
says  the  Scripture,  and  Experience  is  beginning  to 
show  me  the  truth  of  the  maxim.  Thou,  too,  my 
Darling,  hast  thy  share  !  Kcpine  not  at  it,  Jane; 
it  is  the  lot  of  all  mortals  ;  the  curse  of  fools,  but 
sometimes  also  the  blessing  of  the  wise.  How  wild 
are  our  wishes,  how  franticour  schemes  of  happiness 
when  wc  first  enter  on  the  world !  .  Our  hearts  en- 
circled in  the  delusions  of  vanity  and  self-love,  we 
think  the  Universe  was  made  for  us  alone  ;  we  glory 
in  the  strength  of  our  gifts,  in  the  pride  of  our  place ; 
and  forget  that  the  fairest  ornament  of  our  being  is 
"  the  quality  of  mercy,"  the  still,  meek,  humble 
Ixivc  that  dwells  in  the  inmost  shrine  of  our  nature, 
and  cannot  come  to  light  till  Selfishness  in  all  its 
cunning  forms  is  hanished  out  of  us,  til!  affliction 
and  n^lect  and  disappointment  have  sternly  taught 


iSas-l 


JANE  WELSH 


159 


us  that  self  is  a  foundation  of  sand^  that  we,  even 
the  mighty  we,  Arc  a  poor  and  feeble  and  most  un- 
important fraction  in  the  general  sum  of  existence. 
Fools  writhe  and  wriggle  and  rebel  at  this ;  their  life 
is  a  little  waspish  battle  against  all  mankind  for 
refusing  to  take  part  with  them  ;  and  their  little  dole 
of  reputation  and  sensation,  wasting  more  and  more 
into  a  shred,  is  annihilated  at  the  end  of  a  few  beg- 
garly years,  and  they  leave  the  Earth  without  ever 
feeling  that  the  spirit  of  man  is  a  child  of  Heaven, 
and  has  thoughts  and  aims  in  which  self  and  its  in- 
terests arc  lost  from  the  eye,  as  the  tagic  is  swal- 
lowed up  in  the  brightness  of  the  sun,  to  which  it 
soars.  Let  us  be  wise,  let  us  admit  this  painful  but 
medicinal  conviction,  and  mcckJy  Icam  the  lesson 
which  it  teaches  us.  O  Jane  !  Why  should  we 
murmur?  Arc  wc  not  rich  in  better  things  than 
silver  or  gold,  or  the  vain  babble  of  stupid  men? 
We  have  found  each  other,  and  our  hearts  arc  one, 
our  beings  arc  one;  for  we  love  each  other  with 
a  love  not  grounded  on  deception  but  on  truth,  and 
no  force  can  part  us,  or  rob  us  of  that  blessing  ! 
Heavenly  affection  !  Heavenly  trust  of  soul  to 
soul !  This  can  soften  all  afflictions,  if  it  is  genui  ne 
and  lasting,  as  it  is  in  noble  hearts.  The  summer 
sunshine  of  joy  ts  not  its  chosen  place;  it  burns 
with  its  clearest  light  in  the  dark  winter  of  sorrow  ; 
when  heart  is  pressed  to  heart,  and  one  has  no  hope 
but  in  the  other,  no  care  but  for  the  otlier.  Do  you 
know  this  as  it  hi  Do  you  dare  to  front  it,  not 
decked  in  the  sta^-Iight  of  the  imagination,  but  in 
the  squalid  rcpulswcncss  of  the  actualworld  ?  Then, 
my  little  Ruth,  thou  art  a  heroine,  and  I  would  not 
give  thee  for  a  kingdom ! 

It  is  thus  I  change  from  week  to  week,  and  &om 
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day  to  day  !  Heaven  knows  I  have  no  wish  to  de- 
ceive you;  but  to  show  you  all  that  is  in  me,  all 
my  feelings  and  fantasies  as  1  view  the  brightest  or 
the  darkest  side  of  our  fortunes.  By  and  by  you 
will  learn  wh»t  manner  of  man  I  am.  As  yet  I 
sometimes  scarcely  know  myself. 

But  now  is  not  the  dme  for  speculations  with  pen 
and  ink,  since  we  are  so  soon  to  meet  fecc  to  face  ! 

0  that  this  were  a  palace  of  the  Fairies,  with  rosy 
gardens  and  velvet  lawns,  and  stately  chambers  full 
of  sumptuous  delights  !  Not  an  insufficient  farm- 
cottage,  surrounded  with  oats  and  cattle  !  You  will 
come  to  it  however,  and  your  love  of  me  will  make 
it  pleasant.  But  when?  when?  Are  you  arrived 
at  Dumfries?  How  long  arc  you  to  loiter  there? 
No  small  impatience  on  your  account  prevails  here  ; 

1  am  asked  day  after  day ;  "  Hast  thou  got  a  Letter 
yet,  and  when  is  she  coming  ?  "  Do  come  as  soon 
as  you  are  able :  I  know  you  will.  The  pony  has 
ceased  to  kick,  has  had  a  serious  distemper  in  the 
throat  which  has  brought  all  its  humours  away,  and 
it  now  munches  oats  and  clover  and  ambles  to  and 
fro  *'  as  temperate  as  a  lamb."  1  do  believe  a  week 
or  two  of  it  would  do  you  more  good  than  all  the 
Doctors  of  the  county.  Or  if  you  want  galloping, 
there  is  Larry  the  flame-coloured  colt  [who]  will 
fly  with  you  like  a  "perfect"  Pegasus  while  his 
strength  lasts,  nay  leap  gates  and  swim  rivers.  Be- 
sides the  clegi  (gadflies)  are  all  dead  now ;  the 
"  Lammas-flood  '  '  also  is  over,  the  fields  are  grow- 
ing white  for  harvest,  and  the  season  is  at  the  nnest. 

*  Lffiima*  =  looT-mus,  or  Itait  of  the  "  fine  Iruits,' '  licM  on  (he 
IR  of  AtiguM.  The  Lunmu-Roods  or  "ipitcs"  arc  ttomis  of 
nis  and  wind,  getiieraliy  occurhng  (in  Scotland)  in  ihe  eirly  dayi 
of  Augiut. 
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Come,  meine  L'tebe  f  I  long  to  see  thy  fair  face 
again,  and  to  have  that  little  kiss,  which  by  all 
taws  human  and  divine  belongs  to  me  by  impre- 
scriptible right.  Dost  thou  mean  to  cheat  me, 
thou  infatuated  creature  ?     1  swear  thou  shalt  not ! 

You  talk  of  a  "  day  or  two  "  ;  but  we  will  ap- 
point no  time ;  for  this  I  fear  will  be  found  a  very 
stinted  allowance.  A  day  or  two  1  You  will  stand 
amazed  here  for  the  space  of  Mr«  days  and  nights  at 
least,  and  be  unable  to  utter  any  word  of  intelligible 
import.  Stay  so  long  as  you  can  hold  it  out,  and  then 
you  shall  go  with  my  best  blessing.  Bring  chintz  or 
drug^t  gowns  with  you,  lest  your  silks  be  spoiled 
here  ;  also  a  stock  of  needles.  We  have  books  for 
wet  weather ;  and  if  you  speak  me  fair,  for  the  ma^ 
ter  of  ten  kis-ses  or  so,  I  will  give  you  a  Mahrcken 
of  Ludwig  Tieck's  to  render  into  English.  Be- 
sides, it  seems,  we  have  a  considerable  stock  of 
quarrels  to  accomplish  and  abolish.  On  the  whole, 
I  doubt  not,  the  time  will  not  hang  very  heavy  on 
our  hands.     So  come  and  try. 

Now  write  to  me  and  say  when  1  am  to  look  for 
you.  If  you  like  it  any  better,  I  will  bring  the 
ponies  up  to  Dumfries  in  person  some  morning, 
and  take  you  down  with  me  that  very  evening. 
We  .are  but  fourteen  miles  off,  and  a  carrier  (to 
Kcclefechan)  passes  close  by  us  every  Thursday- 
morning.     Perhaps  you  will  still  think   the  coach 

fireferablc:    cither   way    you    like;    only   do   not 
inger.      Let   me   hear,   at  any   rate,   as   soon   as 
possible. 

I  meant  to  write  three  lines,  and  behold  my 
sheet  is  full  to  the  very  edge  !  Next  time,  I  shall 
be  brief  as  a  Grace  before  meat.  I  am  not  as  the 
Scribes  and  Pharisees  that  think  they  shall  be  heard 
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for  their  many  words.  This  journey  to  Bolton 
Abbey  is  of  no  unpromising  description,  if  it  had  a 
litcte  more  certainty.  1  think  it  would  give  you 
pleasure,  the'  perhaps  far  less  than  you  anticipate, 
and  might  also  do  you  good.  The  "  noble  Lady  " 
has  a  spice  of  real  nobleness  in  her,  cho'  it  is  so 
veiled  in  waving  folds  of  sentiment  and  rhetoric 
that  you  can  never  tell  its  quantity  or  quality  with 
any  accuracy.  Perhaps  she  will  teach  you  to  — 
rest.  Mr.  Montagu,  I  prophesy,  will  not  delight 
you.  He  is  a  good  natured  caricature  of  a  Philoso- 
pher ;  headstrong  as  a  mule,  with  immense  playful- 
ness which  is  not  half  so  charming  as  he  thinks ; 
Bacon,  everlasting  Bacon,  hovers  in  every  second 
sentence  that  he  utters.  He  and  I  stood  aghast  ac 
one  another  for  many  months  \  till  at  last  I  re- 
signed myself  to  fate,  and  was  content  to  come  and 
touch  the  worthy  man  as  it  were  with  the  point  of 
one  of  my  fingers.  Bolton  Abbey  is  an  inn.  But 
hasla  }  hasta  !  [enough  !  enough  !].  Write  to  me 
directly,  lest  I  cease  to  love  you  in  the  interim. 
For  the  present  I  am  thine  entirely, 

T.    CARLYLt. 


Litter  131 
T.  Carlyle,  to  Mtjr  Baillie  fVelsh,  Dumfries 

HooDAM  HtLL,  Tuesday,  <  30  Augutt,  iSa;.* 
(Bjf  poit-mftik.J 

My  Dearest, — Your  Letter*   had  the   words 
"  too  late  "  stamped  upon  it,  and  it  did  not  reach 

*  The  Letter   to   Cxrlj'le'i  moihcr,   o(  S^th  Augtui,  printed 
in  "  New  Lcitcn  and  McauHubj"  L  8. 
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Come,  meine  L'tebe  f  I  long  to  see  thy  fair  face 
again,  and  to  have  that  little  kiss,  which  by  all 
laws  humiin  and  divine  belongs  to  me  by  impre- 
scriptible right.  Dost  thou  mean  to  cncat  me, 
thou  infatuated  creature?  1  swear  thou  shall  not ! 
You  talk  of  a  "day  or  two"  ;  but  we  will  ap- 
point no  time  ;  for  this  I  fear  will  be  found  a  very 
stinted  allowance.  A  day  or  two  !  You  will  stand 
amazed  here  for  the  space  of  three  days  and  nights  at 
least,  and  be  unable  to  utter  any  word  of  inteTHgible 
import.  Stay  so  long  as  you  can  hold  it  out,  and  then 
you  shall  go  with  my  best  blessing.  Bring  chintz  or 
drugget  gowns  with  you,  lest  your  silks  be  spoiled 
here  ;  also  a  stock  of  needles.  Wc  have  hooks  for 
wet  weather  ;  and  if  you  speak  me  fair,  for  the  mat- 
ter of  ten  kisses  or  so,  I  will  give  you  a  M'ahrthtn 
of  Ludwig  Ticck's  to  render  into  English.  Be- 
sides, it  seems,  we  have  a  considerable  stock  of 
quarreii  to  accomplish  and  abolish.  On  the  whole, 
1  doubt  not,  the  time  will  not  hang  very  heavy  on 
our  hands.     So  come  and  try. 

Now  write  to  me  and  say  when  I  am  to  look  for 
you.  If  you  like  it  any  better,  I  will  bring  the 
ponies  up  to  Dumfries  in  person  some  morning, 
and  take  you  down  with  me  that  very  evening. 
We  are  but  fourteen  miles  off,  and  a  carrier  (to 
Ecclefechan)  passes  close  by  us  every  Thursday- 
morning.  Perhaps  you  will  still  think  the  coach 
f)refcrablc ;  either  way  you  like ;  only  do  not 
inger.  Let  me  hear,  at  any  rate,  as  soon  as 
possible. 

I  meant  to  write  three  lines,  and  behold  my 
sheet  is  fiill  to  the  very  edge !  Next  time,  I  shall 
be  brief  as  a  Grace  before  meat.  I  am  not  as  the 
Scribes  and  Pharisees  that  diink  they  shall  be  heard 
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partly  your  own  and  still  more  the  landlady's  of  the 
Commercial  Inn,  —  as  I  shall  presently  demonstrate 
to  you  viva  vocf.  Id  the  mean  time  I  have  billeted 
myself  in  a  snug  little  house  by  the  wayside,  where 
I  purpose  remaining  with  all  imaginable  patience  till 
you  can  make  it  convenient  to  come  and  fetch  me ; 
being  afraid  to  proceed  directly  to  Hoddam  Hill  in 
case  so  sudden  an  apparition  should  throw  the  whole 
family  into  hysterics.  If  the  pony  has  any  prior 
engagement,  never  mind ;  I  can  make  a  shift  to 
walk  two  miles  in  pleasant  company.  Any  way  pray 
make  all  possible  dispatch,  in  case  the  owner  of  tnese 
premises  should  think  I  intend  to  make  a  regular 
settlement  in  them. 

Yours, 

jAtlE. 


Letter  133 

Miss  ff^elsA  to  T.  Carlyk,  Hoddam  HiU 

•DimvRia,'  Tueulay-iiight,  ' 20  September,   i8t;.* 

Dearest, —  I  cannot  lie  down  tonight,  until  I 
have  written  the  farewell  and  the  blcssmg  which  I 
was  cruelly  prevented  from  speaking.  Oh,  what  a 
sad  heart  is  mine  this  night !  And  yours  too>  I 
know  is  sad  ;  and  I  cannot  comfort  you,  cannot  kiss 
away  the  gloom  from  your  brow  1  Miles  of  distance 
arc  already  betwixt  us ;  and  when  we  shall  meet 
again,  and  where,  and  how,  God  only  knows.  But 
dearest  Love !  what  I  would  give  to  have  you  here, 
—  within  my  arms  for  one,  one  moment!  To  part 
so  from  you/  to  go  our  dreary  separate  ways  without 
exchanging  one  word  of  comfort!     Oh  God!  this 
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is  falling  from  the  azure  heaven  on  the  miry  earth ! 
When  shall  I  be  so  happy  ngain  as  I  have  been  in 
these  last  weeks?  I  dare  not  look  into  the  future: 
hope  seems  dead  within  me.  Write,  my  Darling, 
and  speak  consolation  if  you  can ;  I  am  very 
desolate. 

There  is  nothing  here  but  confusion  and  disquiet. 
It  was  nei  Robert  [Welsh]  whom  we  saw ;  but  he  is 
still  staying  in  the  house ;  and  tho'  it  were  possible 
to  avoid  him  herci  I  have  the  prospect  of  meeting 
him  at  Borcland*  on  Friday!  My  Grandmother 
and  Aunts  have  b«en  lecturing  to  me,  at  great 
length,  on  the  impropriety  of  "shunning  so  near  a 
relative,  like  a  pestilence  "  ;  and  I  have  borne  it  all 
with  patience,  the'  they  might  have  spared  them- 
selves the  pains.  1  needed  no  instructions  of  theirs 
to  point  out  the  best  to  be  done  in  my  present 
circumstances.  My  resolution  was  taken  before  I 
crossed  their  threshold,  to  shake  hands  with  my 
Uncle,  if  he  were  so  disposed.  If  not,  to  treat  him 
as  a  stranger  who  had  clone  me  no  injury.  I  shall 
meet  him  to  morrow-morning,  I  suppose,  at  break- 
fast. What  matters  it  whom  I  meet  so  long  as  I 
am  parted  from  you  ? 

George  [Welsh]  was  here  today  and  departed 
only  %n  hour  before  I  arrived.  He  cannot  come 
agam  dll  Thursday.  This  is  all  very  cross.  I 
found  a  Letter  (very  kind)  from  my  Mother  a-wait- 
ing  me ;  and  two  others  which  I  have  not  had 
heart  to  open  yet.  She  makes  no  comment  on 
my  visit  to  Hocldim  Hill,  whatever;  but  approves 
of  the  rest  of  my  arrangements,  —  which  is  so  far 
good. 

your  Mother  and  all 


my 


regards 


Her  uncle  George  Welsh's  Arm  neti  Southwidt,  Galloway. 
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the  rest.  "  While  I  live,  or  think,  or  love,"*  I 
shall  retain  a  grateful  recollection  of  their  good 
will  and  good  offices  towards  me,  although  I  could 
not  articulate  one  word  on  the  subject  at  parting. — 
God  Almighty  bless  you.  Soul  of  my  existence !  I 
shall  think  of  you  every  hour  till  we  meet  again. 
In  sadness  and  perplexities  we  part ;  but  we  love 
each  other,  and  in  this  we  are  more  blessed  than 
millions.     Farewell  I 

I  am  your  own  Jane  for  ever  and  ever. 

[0»  Margin'\  :  Day  is  returned,  but  I  shall  not 
see  you!  No  one  is  waiting  forme  in  the  breakfast- 
parlour  with  glad,  kind  looks.  Alas,  alas  1  the 
Sahhath  weeks  are  past  and  gone !  Write  on 
Wednesday:  I  shall  not  enjoy  one  happy  moment 
till  then.  I  am  yours,  Oh  chat  you  knew  how 
wholly  yours  1 


LETTKIt   134 

Miss  fTtlsh  to  T.  Carlyle,  Hoddam  Hiil 

■  DuMFkis*,  XI  September,  18x5.* 

Here  am  I  writing  again,  in  a  Bookseller's  shop. 
1  have  been  thro'  all  the  Milliners'  in  Dumfries  in 
search  of  a  decent- looking  cap  to  send  to  your  kind- 

'  The  quotation  a  from  a  licilc  vcrac  of  fircwcll  addrcMed  10 
Miu  Webh.on  her  leaving  Hodjttn  Hill  (lytli  Scpiembcf).  by 
dK  little  poetew  Jean  Cirlylc  : 

*■  M«)r  Haven  |uid<  tbrc,  damC  Friend! 
M»f  Ponunf  (wtctU  tnnVon  lht«l 
And  white  I  liiv  or  think  or  tort. 
Thou  ihalt  be  idlludcar  to  me." 

On  the  tame  occiilon  Carlyle  wrote  the  liltic  poem  which  ajv 
pcan  in  Appcnilix  A,  No.   i  3, 
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hearted  Mother,  by  way  of  pattern ;  but  there  is 
nothing  forthcoming  that  she  would  consent  to 
wear,  even  for  ray  sake.  N' impsrte^  I  will  make 
her  one  with  my  own  fingers,  in  the  course  of 
the  Winter,  which  shall  create  a  new  epoch  in 
the  history  of  needlework.  In  the  meanwhile,  that 
I  may  not  have  my  walk  entirely  for  nothing,  I  have 
gotten  a  ncck-lccrchicf  for ^yoa.  You  will  be  forced 
to  think  of  me  every  dme  you  put  it  on.  I  wish 
the  hour  of  Mr.  Notman's  *  departure  allowed  mc 
time  to  hem  it  Jane  however,  I  dare  say,  can 
do  it  as  well. — God  bless  you  again,  my  own 
Darling  I 

Your  Own. 


Letter  135 
Miii  WeUh  to  T.  CarlyU,  Hoddam  HiU 

[By  PoK-nurk.] 

My  Dearest,  —  I  wish  I  may  not  tire  you  with 
Letters ;  but  today,  I  write  on  business,  and  in  the 
greatest  possible  haste,  the  gig  being  waiting  for  me 
at  the  door. 

I  had  a  Letter  from  my  Mother  jrcstcrday,  fiill 
of  confusion  worse  confounded,  regarding  the  letting 
of  Craigenputtock.  She  has  had  two  oners  for  it  in 
my  absence,  and  seemed  Quite  undecided  whether 
to  accept  them  or  not.  Ii  there  is  any  chance  of 
your  Brother  taking  it,  /  would  prefer  him  infinitely 
before  any  other  man.  And  accordingly  I  wrote 
off  to  my  Mother,  instantly,  begging  her  to  come 

•  The  camo't. 
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under  no  engagement  until  he  (Alick)  had  looked 
at  the  place  and  made  up  his  mind.  Her  answer 
is  just  u-rived,  and  is  very  obliging.  She  is  quite 
willing  to  let  the  matter  rest  till  she  hears  further 
from  me.  So  pray  ride  over  to  Craigcnputtock,  as 
soon  as  possible,  and  tell  mc  if  Alick  really  wishes 
to  have  the  place,  and  what  he  is  willing  to  give  for 
iL  I  will  not  tell  you  what  the  others  have  offered, 
that  he  may  go  entirely  on  his  own  judgement. 
Write  on  Wednesday  all  about  it,  or  see  me.  I 
do  not  know  what  time  I  shall  go  into  Town,  or 
where  I  shall  be;  but  I  will  leave  my  address  at  the 
Commercial  Inn,  as  soon  as  I  arrive.  —  Come,  my 
Angel,  business  will  be  an  excuse  for  my  seeing  you 
again. 

I  was  never  so  hurried  or  so  plagued  in  my  life. 
God  Alaiighty  bless  you.     I  am  ever  yours. 

[TVfl  signature^ 

Letter  136 

T.  Carl^e  to  Miss  BaillU  WeJsh,  Tempiani 
HoDDAW  Hill,  i  October,  iSt(. 

Mv  Dearest, —  I  hope  you  pity  me  for  this 
painful  disappointment,  which  1  suffer  in  common 
with  yourself.  At  present  I  am  quite  unfit  for  com- 
ing; ever  since  you  saw  me  I  have  been  much  sicker 
than  usual ;  1  am  drowned  in  drugs,  and  one  of  the 
dreariest  personages  in  this  side  of  the  County. 
Perhaps  I  might  be  able  to  set  out  to-morrow ;  but 
that  also  is  uncertain :  so  fearing  that  you  may  be- 
come anxious  about  mc,  I  am  dispatching  this  by 
the  Annan  Post,  which  List  resource  will  itself  fail  in 
a  few  moments. 
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Guess  my  hurry  and  perplexity  and  chagrin. 
Write  to  me  tomorrow;  and  if  possible  contrive 
some  errand  for  me  still.  I  had  many  verbal  ex- 
planations about  this  same  lease:'  if  your  Mother 
think  this  offer  worth  attending  to,  I  may,  in  spite 
of  all  this,  still  come  and  see  you  about  Thursday. 
Write,  my  Angel !  I  am  very  unhappy ;  but  I  love 
you  as  my  life,  and  far  more. 

Mrs.  Johnston*  has  sent  you  her  Verses,  at  least 
such  I  suppose  is  the  packet  she  enclosed  to  mc  the 
other  day.  All  here,  from  the  youngest  to  the 
oldest  send  you  their  heartiest  love.  God  bless 
you !     1  am  your  own  forever, 

T.  Carlvlb. 


Letter  137 
Afijj  fFtlsft  to  T.  CarlyUy  HoJJam  Hill 

Tbuflmib,  Tkuridiy,  '6  October,  181;.' 

My  Dfarest,  —  I  would  have  answered  your 
Letter  yesterday  as  you  desired,  only  ray  Mother 
was  in  such  perplexity  about  this  unhappy  Farm  of 
hers  chat  she  required  a  day  to  consider  what  was 
best  to  be  done.  The  result  of  her  deliberations 
you  will  find  on  the  foregoing  page,  on  which  I  for- 
bear to  make  any  commentary.  You  may  believe  I 
was  never  more  vexed  and  angry  in  my  life.  .  .  . 

And  you  have  been  sick  too  !     Oh  me  !     And  I 

^  Of  CraigenputtiKlc,  for  which  an  offer  in  Iiis  f«thcr*»  name  b 
cnclowdin  the  above  Letter.  Mn.  Welsh  hid  bound  hcrscIT  10 
■Cfept  the  highest  offer,  and  Junict  Ctilyle's  being  I»9  than  BUtlc- 
1ock*(,  the  bttcr  was  preferred. 

'  OfTheGringe. — !iee"New  Letienand  Memwiib,"  i.  7. 
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not  near  to  nurse  and  comfort  you  1  But  I  am 
thankful  it  was  no  worse.  1  did  not  know  what  to 
think.  All  Monday  I  sat  at  the  window  looking 
out  for  you ;  and  when  night  came,  I  could  not 
sleep  for  my  foolish  forcbodmgs.  On  Tuesday  the 
same  observations  were  repeated,  with  hope  deferred, 
which  maketh  the  heart  sick ;  so  that  by  the  time 
your  Letter  arrived,  I  was  half-distractcd  with  fear 
of  I  knew  not  what  disaster.  Oh  Dearest!  anxiety 
is  fearfully  multiplied  to  me  since  my  existence  was 
connected  with  yours;  yet  I  do  not  wish  it  other- 
wise ;  for  it  is  better  to  suffer  with  you  than  to  be 
happy  alone.  Are  you  well  again,  and  will  you  still 
come  i  You  need  not  want  for  an  errand  :  there  is 
Mrs.  Johnston's  packet,  too  precious  to  be  entrusted 
to  Notman,  and  "Stumme  Liebe  "  ["  Dumb  Love  "], ' 
if  thai  is  not  sufficient.  Come,  my  Darling !  My 
Grandfather  and  Aunt  will  give  you  no  freezing 
reception.  I  have  prepared  them  to  like  you  ;  and 
they  will  like  you  provided  you  do  not  play  the 
Etourdi, '  and  counteract  my  pains.  My  Aunt  bids 
mc  repeat  to  you,  in  her  name,  a  messi^e  from 
Maroaret  Betson,  in  consequence  of  your  regards 
which  I  sent  her  in  my  last  Letter:  "that  every 
one  who  loved  her  adored  Jane  Welsh,  is  sure  of 
having  a  friend  in  ittr."  My  Mother  too  will  be 
glad  to  see  you,  that  is,  if  she  happens  to  be  in  the 
same  humour  she  is  in  now,  —  which  1  am  sorry  I 
cannot  promise  with  any  degree  of  certainty.  But 
there  is  another  person  here  whose  heart's -welcome 
will  not  h\l  you,  and  for  her  single  sake  you  would 
come  tho'  the  chances  of  enjoyment  to  yourself  were 
even  fewer  than  they  are.     You  will  be  here,  then, 

*  S«"  German  Roownct." 

»  Sec  M(diite'»  Play,  "L'Eigunli," 
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when  ?  On  Monday  we  will  look  for  you  at  dinner, 
unless  you  write  before  that  time.  Adieu,  then,  till 
Monday  at  three  o'clock, — 

Ever  ever  youra, 

Jane  Welsh. 

My  kindest  love  to  your  Mother,  and  all  the 
rest.  Me^'s  hand-fnUs  are  finished,  and  a  purse  for 
Alick,  besides.     I  hope  you  admire  my  industry. 

If  you  cannot  be  here  before  three  on  Monday, 
do  not  fiul  to  write  by  the  first  post:  1  have  had 
quite  enough  of  iootUss  expectation. 


Lettzr  138 
j^irr  a  fbert  vmt  It  TiwtpUnd 
T.  Carlyh  to  Misr  BaiUie  fFMh,  lempUnd 
HooDAM  Hoi..  19  October,  iSz;. 

My  Dearest, —  It  is  now  a  week  since  1  lost 
you,  and  time  that  I  should  have  recourse  to  wri^ 
me,  the  poor  substitute  for  that  lively  interchange 
01  feelings  which  we  can  now  enjoy  no  longer.  Let 
us  be  thankful  that  this  inadequate  expedient  is  not 
taken  from  us  also  !  That  we  arc  still  living,  still 
near  each  other;  still  obstinately  hoping  that  brighter 
days  await  us,  that  a  day  will  come  when  we  shall 
part  no  more ! 

I  predicted,  without  great  gifts  of  prophecy,  that 
I  should  be  sad  when  parted  from  you;  and  I  am 
sorry  to  say  that  my  prediction  has  been  fiilly  real- 
ized. I  had  a  metanchoiy  journey  home  that  day, 
by  the  graves  of  my  ancestors,'  with  the  thoughts 

^  On  hit  w«y  hccne  from  Tcmpland,  Carlyle  woulJ  probably 
putcloaeby  the  batt]esroundori>r)ifcSu»ili(i59}},  wbcrc  the  Car- 
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of  bygone  joys  for  my  companions !  Your  dreaty 
silent  walk  by  my  side,  your  mute  parting  kiss,  the 
tear  that  I  saw  hanging  in  your  long  black  eyelashes 
vhen  I  went  away,  ail  hung  like  a  black  cloud  over 
my  remembrances,  and  withdrew  the  sunshine  from 
the  scenes  we  had  lately  seen  together  in  such  peace 
and  gladnessy  But  wncrefor  should  a  living  man 
complain  ?  If  wc  have  joy,  we  must  have  sorrow ; 
if  we  are  not  wae  to  part,  now  should  we  be  l^tiihe 
to  meet?  There  is  a  misery  beyond  the  sharpest 
parting  sadness  ;  the  misery  of  a  heart  grown  dead 
•(  to  sadness  as  to  joy  ;  that  loves  not,  fears  not,  hopes 
not,  but  sits  amid  utter  desolation,  reckless  of  all 
further  ravages.  I'his  also  I  have  felt ;  I  ought 
nther  to  rejoice  that  I  feel  it  no  longer. 

Since  my  return  and  settlement,  the  case  is  but 
little  mended.  I  have  been  taking  some  glimpses 
into  the  Books  of  Conscience,  and  in  truth  I  lind  a 
weighty  balance  standing  there  against  me.  What 
am  I  to  do,  or  to  attempt?  How  am  I  again  to 
mingle  in  the  coarse  turmoil  of  men,  and  gather 
from  their  selfishness  and  harsh  contradiction  the 
means  of  happiness?  And  thou,  too,  my  kind, 
trustful  Jane!  My  poverty,  and  all  my  wealth! 
O  why  should  1  be  as  a  broken  reed,  and  wound 
the  hand  that  leans  on  me!  But  this  is  useless 
murmuring:  if  aught  can  be  done,  let  us  do  it 
quickly ;  if  not,  let  nothing  at  least  be  said.  It  la 
not  evil  but  the  shadow  of  evil  which  aifrtghts  me. 

Iy}e9  and  the  Johosionci  lba|ht  nic  by  n<ic  victoriouBly  agunii  Oie 
powerful  fitmily  of  MixwcIIi.  Many  ttll  on  both  tides,  f  re- 
member once  driving  with  C«rlyle  pist  ihue  S*ndi,  and  he  gave  ' 
nic  a  hijiory  of  the  battle  in  considenMc  detail  and  in  touching 
atid  gnphic  word). —  The  ancient  burying -ground  of  the  Cirlyle 
faintly  vras  Pen ncri aught,  half  a  mile  or  to  from  Eccle&chan,  anJ 
OQ  the  side  remote  lixiin  I'emplaDd. 
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Things  arc  not  worse  but  better  than  they  were.  It 
is  only  that  I  am  parted  from  you^  and  that  old 
"  October  Tirl-the-trees  "  is  riding  on  his  furious 
blast,  and  bringing  desolation  to  the  world  within 
as  to  the  world  without.  The  Summer  with  his 
glory  has  left  me,  andthevery  clouds  of  imagination 
m  which  I  lay  asleep  are  passing  witli  him,  and  I 
look  down  upon  the  naked  barrenness  of  ray  destiny 
as  it  is,  not  {let  me  hope)  to  bewail  it,  or  curse  it, 
but  to  front  its  earnest  difficulties  with  all  the  strength 
and  cratt  that  is  in  me.  Up  !  Up  !  thou  sluggard  ! 
not  to  plan  but  to  execute  what  is  already  planned, 
however  pitiful !  —  I  have  worked  two  days  honestly 
at  Ticck  ;  in  other  ten,  1  hope  to  be  done  with  him, 
and  perhaps  attempting  something  better.  Fear 
not  utterly,  my  Darling !  There  arc  moments  when 
with  thee  against  my  heart,  1  feel  more  than  match 
for  whatever  can  bcialJ  us.  Life  is  yet  all  before  us, 
and  many  proud  hours  when  we  shall  withstand  in 
true  and  closest  atTcctlon  all  its  storms  and  perils, and 
be  more  to  one  another  than  all  the  universe  besides. 
The  fire  is  blazing  in  the  room,  and  the  rain  is 
raging  vainly  without  the  window ;  but  she  with  the 
long  black  curling  locks  is  not  here  !  Nothing  but 
Jack  with  his  history  oi  Arsmikundf,  and  I  with  my 
lazy  pen,  sitting  front  to  front,  in  silence.  Mow 
altered  and  forlorn  I  Yet  I  am  far  from  regretting 
that  you  came,  and  made  a  blank  amont;  us  by  your 
absence.  I  never  knew  so  much  of  you  before,  my 
soul  was  never  so  united  to  yours,  never  saw  it  face 
to  face,  and  dared  to  love  it  as  now.  Let  us  trust 
that  these  "  Sabbach-wecks  "  were  but  an  emblem 
of  the  long  Sabbath-ycars  we  are  to  spend  together 
forever  and  ever !  One  would  think  that  they  might 
be  made  as  happy ;  but  that  were  an  error. 
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I  am  tattling  verv  sadly,  yet  I  must  continue  for 
a  licde.  My  Mother's  thanks  were  boundless  when 
she  saw  your  kind  remembrance  of  her ;  she  will 
wear  the  gown,  come  what  come  may,  and  think 
of  you  1  doubt  not  every  time  she  puts  it  on. 
Alick's  purse  brought  a  grateful  smile  over  the  feat- 
ures of  the  rui2;ged  husbandman  :  he  is  up  with  it 
today  at  Dumtries,  perhaps  at  Dabton,  beside  you, 
in  treaty  with  tk/  Major'  for  the  farm  of  Shawbrae. 
Jack  pursues  his  moral  philosophy  with  the  same 
broad  placidity  as  ever ;  he  has  changed  his  cele- 
brated moral  aphorism "  lately ;  and  now  declares 
that :  "  There  is  nothing  but  a  mixture  of  good,  and 
evil  in  the  world.  Mother";  a  truth  which  1  think 
obtains  as  little  patronage  as  its  predecessor.  He 
bids  me  send  you  his  kindest  regards. 

On  Sunday  I  had  a  Letter  from  Robert  Dickson 
of  Annan,  informing  me  that  his  brother-in-Iav 
[Edward  Irving]  was  to  "  pass  thro"  "  the  place  on 
Thursday,  and  wished  to  see  mc  then.  His  poor 
little  boy  Edward  is  dead  I  1  grieve  for  the  good 
Orator  and  still  more  for  his  Wfc ;  for  their  hearts 
were  set  upon  the  child.  Tomorrow  1  go  down  to 
meet  him  ;  as  I  conjecture,  for  a  few  minutes.  This 
docs  seem  a  perverse  arrangement ;  but  the  man  is 
married,  and  belongs  to   Isabella.     *'  Let  us   pity 

'  Major  Crichton.  hctor  to  the  Duke  of  QuecnEberry.  I>»b- 
lon.  ihe  ficior't midcnce,  u  about*  mile  north  of  Thomhill,  totne 
two  miles  from  Templand. 

•  "  He  (Dr.  CwlylcJ  w«»  nront  !n  hu  babbly  fmy,  wlul«tt 
lirctkfiM  with  Moilxr  irnl  me,  to  remark  when  the  leiK  tiling  vraa 
coiRpUined  of  or  went  wron;;,  ■  Nothing  but  evil  in  the  world. 
Mother,'  till  one  day  Mother  took  him  iharply  up  on  theological 
grounii^.  Ever  onward  from  which  he  used  to  make  i(.  '  Nothing 
buc  «n/jrJvrr  of  good  and  evil.*  " — (MS,  Notch}'  Carl^le  on  a  Let- 
ter ofhis  WtJc'l.) 
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the  poor  white  man/' '  and  not  blame  him  too 
har&hly !  Who  knows  but  the  case  may  be  his 
own  f  (A  rap  over  the  knuckles  ;  and  ixit^  -—  till 
tomorrow.) 

friJay-moming,  —  I  was  interrupted  on  Wednes- 
day-night by  a  rap  over  che  knuckles,  and  a  call 
to  supper;  and  dll  this  moment  I  have  never  been 
able  to  resume  my  operations.  Yesterday,  I  went 
down  with  Alick  (going  to  Annan  Fair)  to  meet 
the  Orator  according  to  appointment.  I  found 
him  sitdng  in  his  Kiither's  little  parlour,*  among 
a  crowd  ot  Cousins  and  admirers,  of  whom  he  soon 
shook,  himself  loose,  to  go  and  stroli  among  the 
fields  with  me.  The  sight  of  the  poor  Orator 
mollified  my  heart,  and  his  cordial  welcome  awoke 
in  me  some  old  feelings  which  late  events  have  been 
doing  much  to  extinguish.  He  Is  sallow  and  care- 
worn ;  his  boy  died  of  whooping-cough  about  a 
week  ago,  a  few  days  after  his  wife  (who  was  not 
ftllowed  to  see  the  little  sufferer  ! )  had  brought  him 
a  Daughter.  Yet  he  bears  these  things  wonder- 
fully; his  vivacity  has  not  forsaken  him;  he  talks 
with  undiminished  eagerness  about  the  "  spirit  of 
the  Gospel"  and  "the  mind  of  man";  now  and 
then  as  our  dialogue  proceeded  he  even  laughed 
with  all  his  ancient  vehemence.  I  will  not  judge 
harshly  of  this  strange  man.  He  has  a  heart  with 
many  virtues  ;  and  tlio*  overgrown  with  still  ranker 
weeds  than  formerly  of  what  in  another  I  should  call 

*  "  Lee  lu  pity  the  poor  white  man; 
No  mother  has  he  la  fetch  him  milk. 
No  wife  lo  grind  his  corn."  —  Mungo  Pirk'i  "Travcb," 

ch.  XV. 

*  Edward  Irving'i  ftthcr  lived  it  Annan,  and  wu  a  uoncr  by 
tndc. 
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citnt  and  affectation,  it  ill  beseems  me  to  forget  the 
noble  plants  that  flourish  in  the  midst  of  them.  I 
was  sad  to  the  very  heart  when  I  saw  him  step  out 
of  his  Father's  little  quiet  room,  to  dash  once  more 
into  the  great  billowy  sea  of  life.  I  walked  with 
him  two  miles  on  the  Carlisle  road  by  the  light  of 
the  moon;  he  was  going  towards  Dornock  to  see  an 
uncle,  and  await  the  coach  for  London :  we  parted 
in  the  howling  of  the  north-wind,  and  I  turned  back 
across  the  moors  to  Hoddam  Hill  to  meditate  in 
silence  on  the  chances  and  changes  of  this  strange 
whirlpool  of  a  world. 

The  enclosed  Letter  he  said  he  had  written  two 
days  before  the  unexpected  death  of  his  child.  He 
had  purposed  to  visit  you  at  Templand  along  with 
me ;  and  hoped  that  we  should  have  much  happi- 
ness together.  Be  not  too  severe  upon  the  man ! 
He  merits  some  love  from  you:  as  men  go,  there 
are  a  thousand  worse  for  one  better. 

I  saw  young  Montagu  likewise  at  An  nan.  Be  thank- 
fill  that  you  did  not  go  to  visit  this  untoward  cub  I  I 
never  in  my  life  [saw]  a  human  biped  of  a  more 
dour  and  sinister  humour.  Duncan,'  "  for  the  want 
of  proper  accommodation,"  means  to  part  with  him 
at  New-year's  day:  Charles  pokes  his  lip,  and  curls 
his  little  snub  nose,  and  cannot  determine  what  to 
do.  The  other  day  he  wrote  tome,  to  go  to  Bolton 
Abbey  and  join  his  Father  and  Badams.  For  cer- 
tain 1  was  to  go !  For  certain  I  wrote  a  Letter  and 
did  not  go  an  inch. 

Irving  and  I  had  some  talk  about  the  London 
University.  It  seems  he  had  been  a  party  in  some 
of  the  conferences  which  the  Utilitarians  had  carried 


'  Rev.  Dr.,  of  Ruthwdl 
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on  with  the  Religionists ;  he  was  even  a  Committee- 
man at  one  time ;  but  left  the  concern,  "  because 
religion  was  not  cared  for."  I  have  still  some  iaint 
thoughts  of  looking  after  some  appointment  there; 
and  some  faint  idea  that  I  might  succeed :  but  there 
is  nothing  fixed  yet.  You  shall  hear  directly  if 
anything  occur. 

You  cannot  get  this  Letter  till  Saturday-night. 
I  grieve  for  the  disappointment  you  will  suffer,  if 
you  chance  before  then  to  get  into  the  expecting 
vein.  I  might  have  sent  it  yesterday;  but  without 
news  of  the  Orator  I  thought  it  would  more  irritate 
than  satisfy  your  cuKoslty.  Be  not  anxious  about 
me  or  yourself,  my  own  Jane!  We  love  one 
another,  and  the  most  precious  part  of  our  happi- 
ness is  out  of  the  power  of  Fortune. — You  will 
write  to  me  next  week,  and  "  tell  me  all  you 
know  ?  " '  I  shall  expect  your  Letter.  —  You  must 
present  my  kindest  regards  to  every  member  of  the 
hospitable  family  of  Templand:  your  Grandfather 
and  your  Aunt  were  very  good  to  me;  passing  good 
considering  my  untoward  habitudes  and  situation. 
The  best  love  of  all  this  household  is  with  vou. 
God  bless  you,  my  own  Dearest !  — 

Yours  auftwig, 

T.  Carlyle. 


Letter  139 
Miss  Welsh  to  T.  Carlyle,  Hoddam  Hill 

Templakd,  Tuesday,  '25  October,  1825.' 

My  Dearest,  —  Your  Letter  was  very  consola- 
tory to  me;  and  much  do  I  stand  in  need  of  consol- 

*  Appendix  A,  No.  11. 
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ation ;  for>  since  you  departed  this  life,  I  have  been 
the  forlornest,  most  dispirited  of  creatures.  "What 
can  be  worse  than  to  dwell  here,  driven  out  from 
bliss,"'  amid  wind  and  whist  and  ill-humour?  Is 
there  any  livelier  image  of  Hell?  O  Time,  bring 
the  roses  as  fast  as  you  can  ;  for  the  "  winter  of  our 
discontent"'  is  ill  to  hear! 

It  was  on  the  day  after  your  departure,  that  the 
storm,  which  has  been  brewing  in  my  Mother's  mind 
for  many  weeks,  broke  forth  in  copious  eloquence. 
Oh,  mercy!  what  cruel,  unreasonable  things  she  said! 
But  nothing  distressed  me  so  much  as  her  bitter 
reflexions  against  you,  whom  she  accused  of  having 
"  bewitched  and  poisoned  my  mind."  She  was  un- 
just, I  told  her;  my  connection  with  so  wise  and 
honourable  a  man  could  be  attended  with  no  ill  con- 
sequences ;  and,  any  way,  such  language  now  was  out 
of  time,  —  particularly  since  it  was  with  her  knowl- 
edge and  consent,  that  I  had  come  to  look  upon  you 
as  my  partner  for  life.  She  sulked  for  four-and- 
twency  hours,  and  then  wrote  me  a  long  epistle, 
wherein  she  demonstrated  {not  by  geometrical  rea- 
sonings) that  1  was  utterly  lost  to  all  sense  of  duty  ; 
and  took  much  bootless  pains  to  explain  the  incon- 
sistency of  her  conduct  towards  you.  "  She  had 
indeed  given  her  consent  to  our  union,"  she  said, 
"  when  you  should  have  made  yourself  a  name  and 
a  siiuation  in  life;  but  only  because  I  asked  it,  with 
tears,  upon  my  bended  knees,  at  a  time  too,  when 
my  life  seemed  precarious  "  (to  the  best  of  my  recol- 
lection I  was  then  enjoying  tolerable  health).  "After- 
wards, however,  when  you  came  to  Haddington,  and 
she  watched  your  temper  and  perceived  its  effect 

»  "Ptttiiif  I/Mt."  Bk.  ii.  85-6. 
>  "KiDgKichanim,"  Aai.  sc.  1. 
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upon  me,  it  was  then  her  soul  was  torn,"  &c.,  &c.  A 
pack  of  damned  nonsense  the  whole  of  it!  "Tem- 
per "  !  "  Effect " !  Truly,  she  has  seen  her  own 
temper  have  a  hundred  limes  worse  effects  upon  me 
than  ever  yours  had,  without  being  troubled  with 
such  tender  solicitude.  No!  my  own  Darling!  we 
shall  not  be  parted  on  tliis  account.  Your  irritabil- 
ity is  the  very  natural  consequence  of  continual 
suffering;  when  you  arc  well  and  happy  (oh  that 
you  were!),  you  will  be  the  best-humoured  man  alive. 
And  tho'  you  should  never  be  good-humoured,  what 
then?  Do  we  not  love  each  other?  And  what  is 
love  if  it  cannot  make  all  rough  places  smooth  i 
N^in!  [No!]  I  am  not  afraid  that  my  happiness 
will  be  wrecked  upon  this  rock;  nor  is  my  Mother 
cither,  if  the  truth  were  told.  I  could  lay  my  life 
this  grand  objection  never  entered  her  head  till  she 
was  sitting  with  the  pen  in  her  hand,  hunting  after 
an  excuse  for  so  mucn  caprice. 

Another  cause  of  offence  is  my  intimacy  with 
Mrs.  Montagu,  "a  woman  whom  I  never  saw,  whom 
I  know  nothing  about,  and  for  whom,  nevertheless, 
1  have  the  most  unbounded  love  and  admiration." 
Now,  Heaven  grant  me  patience!  for  this  would 
have  made  Job  himself  cry  "  Damnation"  !  and  gal- 
lop half  a  mile !  What  I  my  honest  esteem  for  a 
clever,  high-minded  woman,  who  has  offered  herself 
to  me  .as  a  friend,  with  the  most  captivating  grace 
and  frankness,  is  to  be  looked  upon  and  persecuted 
as  a  heinous  fault!  But  it  is  to  no  purpose!  1  will 
go  on  corresponding  with  Mrs.  Montagu  as  long  as 
1  have  ink  and  pajier;  and  no  man,  woman  or  child 
shall  prevent  me  from  loving  and  admiring  her  as 
ardently  as  I  please.  You,  too,  my  Dearest,  I  will 
continue  to  love  and  admire,  tho'  the  whole  earth 
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should  blame  my  choice;  for  I  know  in  whom  I  have 
put  my  mist,  and  my  resolution  is  steadfast  as  a 
rock.  I  have  told  chls  to  my  Mother,  once  for  all. 
In  a  tone  of  decision,  which  should  prevent  further 
remonstrance. 

Nevertheless,  I  am  anything  but  insensible  to  her 
displeasure ;  and  rather  than  be  under  it  X  would 
make  every  sacrifice  consistent  with  reason.  Rut  it 
would  be  folly  to  make  myself  the  slave  of  her  vari- 
able humours.  Oh,  it  is  hcart-breakinE,  shocking, 
to  live  in  this  manner,  with  one  to  whom  I  am  bound 
by  the  holiest  tic!  Deprived  of  her  sympathy  in 
the  matters  which  lie  next  my  heart!  obliged  to  be 
silent  on  my  dearest  hopes,  —  except  when  I  am 
called  upon  to  defend  them !  How  different  it 
would  be,  if  there  were  that  cordial,  trustful  affec- 
tion betwixt  us  which  ought  to  be  betwixt  parent 
and  child !  But,  alas,  alas  1  we  understand  each 
other  no  more.* 

What  will  become  of  me  till  I  have  you  again? 
Tell  our  worthy  Doctor  to  write  me  out  a  recipe  for 
patience,  the  stock  which  I  received  from  nature 

'  Miss  Welsh's  bitter  complaints  against  her  mother  arc  huty 
»ad  not  well-founded.  There  W  seldom  been  ■  kinder  or  more 
indulgent  moiher  than  Mrs.  Welih.  and  her  duugbter  ai  the 
boiiom  ol  her  heart  kneir  (his  and  really  loved  and  esteemed  her. 
Miss  Welsh,  bring  are  only  chiid,  and  frequently  an  invalid,  hid 
been — especially  sfter  her  Taihcr's  death  —  peih*ps  t  little  too 
much  indulged,  and  had  insensibly  formed  ■  Maitt  a/"  etmfUniirg, 
Her  complaints  in  later  yean  against  her  husband,  to  which  un- 
fortunately  to  much  prommenee  has  been  unfirttly  given,  are  still 
wonc-Jbunded,  and  hare  coaiiilcrably  IcM  of  raliiy  in  them  than 
those  which  she  here,  and  elsewhere  in  these  yolume*,  record* 
a);ainit  her  mother.  Hgw  easy  it  would  have  been  for  a  romancing 
biographer  —  especially  one  with  an  elattic  conscience — to  have 
portrayed  Mrs,  Welsh  as  a  cruel  "domestic  tyr«m,"  and  her 
daughter's  life  beside  her  aa  1  piteous,  heinrcDding  mgcdjr  i 
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being  well-nigh  exhausted,  or  converted  into  furor. ' 
Our  departure  has  been  already  talked  of  for  one 
week;  in  another,  perhaps,  with  the  ble$$ing  of  God, 
it  may  be  executed.  But  decision  is  a  thing  which 
has  naught  to  do  with  our  proceedings. 

I  have  had  an  answer  from  Mrs.  Montagu,  full 
of  rhetoiic  and  kindness  ;  but  no  matter  for  the  rhet- 
oric !  She  is  good  to  met  ^^^  charity  covereth  a 
multitude  of  sins.  She  says:  "  Mr.  Carlyle  ought 
not  to  have  stept  in  between  you  and  your  kmd 
intention;'  nay  more,  he  ought  himself  to  have  seen 
my  boy.  How  many  miles  I  should  have  gone 
willingly  to  please  Iiim  or  aught  belonging  to  him  I 
But  a  man  is  always  a  —  man,  a  fine  animal  in  his 
way,  yet  selfish  withal."  Do  now,  lay  this  to  heart, 
"Dear";  and  be  tolerant  of  Mr.  Charles,  —  cub 
altho'  he  be. 

So  Edward  Irving  is  gone !  gone  without  seeing 
me !  Well,  times  are  changed,  and  we  are  changed 
in  them.  But  it  matters  not.  I  pity  the  poor  man 
for  the  loss  of  his  little  boy ;  it  is  well,  however, 
that  he  bears  it  so  manfully.  According  to  Mrs. 
Montagu's  account  of  the  matter,  I  was  imagin- 
ing him  "  in  the  most  awful  distress,  quite  over- 
whelmed by  the  sudden  stroke."  But  our  fair 
friend  is  a.  lover  of  the  picturesque.  You  might 
have  read  his  Letter  to  me,  en  pasrant,  a  con- 
strained, affected,  extraordinary  performance  as  may 
be!  Poor  Edward  I  poor  white  man!  Let  us 
pity  him,  as  you  observe,  and  be  thankful!  —  Oh 
Lord! 

I   was  interrupted  yesterday  by  furious  rapping 


'  "Furor  fit  1a;«  (icpiui  p>ticiitii."— See  <«ii«.  Letter  97. 
'  To  v'iui  Mn.  Monugu  at  BolioD  Abk«/. 
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at  the  door.  It  was  my  Lancer  Cousn  !*  arrived 
in  a  fine  cmMazoned  chance  with  four  horses  ;  and 
all  glittering  in  jewels,  from  the  gold  pendant  of 
his  rose<coloun;d  cap,  to  the  ruby  buckles  of  his 
slippers.  You  never  saw  such  a  man !  He  is>  if 
possible,  more  Adonis-like,  witty  and  elegant  than 
ever.  Such  an  air!  such  a  voice!  such  a  profusion 
of  little  does!  I  wish,  in  my  heart,  he  were  re- 
turned to  the  place  whence  he  came;  for  I  will 
confess  to  you,  dear  Friend,  that  —  you  have  not 
the  slightest  cause  to  be  jealous  I  jealous!  Oh 
mercy  !  when  I  compare  this  finc-gcntlcman  with 
the  man  1  love,  what  is  he  after  all?  A  mere 
painted  butterfly,  fluttering  over  the  flowery  surface 
of  the  Earth, —  the  creature  of  a  sun-shiny  day! 
while  he  —  my  own  —  is  like  to  the  royal  Eagle, 
who  soars  aloft  thro'  the  rwions  of  ether,  and  feasts 
his  eye  on  the  glories  of  the  sun.  '*  Zwey  unver- 
tr'agUehert  GegeniheiU  fand  die  Natur  in  ihrtm 
Umkreis  nicht  !"'*  [Two  more  irreconcilable  op- 
posites  were  not  found  in  the  realm  of  Nature  !] 
But,  *'Ohff  Jam  satis  I"  We  have  had  another 
visitor  of  an  altogether  different  species,  —  the 
old  woman  of  Criigenputtock,  who  came  riding 
on  the  "ill-thrawn  beast,"  bringing  "a  wee  com- 
pliment" along  with  her,  in  the  shape  of  a  pair 
of  black  silk  mittens.  Poor  old  Mary  I  she  had 
got  them,  J  suppose,  at  some  funeral,  and  Iwd 
them   by,  to  make  me  wae  for  a  whole  evening. 

Pity  you  did  not  see  Dr.  Badams !  and  ten 
thousand  pities  Dr.  Badams  did  not  see  me  t 
Suppose  now  that  Mrs.  Montagu  and  I  had  been 
of  me  party,  and   that  your  friend   had  hlien  in 

*  Schilla'i  "  Don  Ktrlot,"  Aa  t.  k.  a. 
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love  with  mc,  and  roUcd  on  the  floor!*  I  could 
never,  certainly,  have  withstood  such  a  demonstra- 
tion; but  must  have  gone  off  to  Birmingham  on 
the  spot  I  And  what  would  Mr.  Wisdom  have 
said  then  ?  That  I  was  squirting  a  syringe  in  the 
face  of  an  adamantine  rock  ?  Or  would  he  not 
rather  have  rolled  upon  the  floor  in  his  turn  ? 
You  will  tell  me  when  I  am  gone  to  Birmingham. 

"Tell  our  Brother  John  to  write  us,"*  as  soon 
as  he  arrives  in  Edinburgh,  that  I  may  know  what 
house  in  what  street  contains  the  best  of  Doctors ; 
and  tell  him  moreover,  that  "everything  In  the 
world  is  made  up  of  heaven  and  hell,'  or  he  would 
be  oftener  at  my  stde  to  gladden  me  with  "  the 
broad  Atlantic  of  his  countenance.  "  Most  excel- 
lent Doctor  I  1  have  a  real  a0'ection  for  him.  Mjr 
kindest  regards  to  all  the  rest,  not  excepting  even 
wee  affectation.*  I  have  been  twice  at  Dabton,  and 
have  not  executed  your  commission.  Nevertheless, 
you  must  not  think  mc  cold  in  the  service.  To 
get  your  people  into  a  good  Farm,  I  would  readily 
give  one  of  ray  fingers  (with  your  permission); 
but  [  found  it  impossible  to  overcome  my  horror 
of  asking  anything  like  a  favour.  You  will  write 
early  next  week  to  George  Square  (the  Glasgow 
project  is  given  up),  and  you  will  bear  in  recollec- 
tion that  a  fortnight  used  to  be  the  time,  which 
ought  not  surely  to  be  lengthened  nvw,  now  that 
we  are  more  to  each  other  than  ever.  1  hope  in 
Heaven  you  may  go  to  London;  I  like  the  idea 
of  it  more  than  any  scheme  you  have  proposed  to 

>  Like  Du^d  G. —  See  anU,  Letter  99. 

*  Sec  Appendix  A,  No.  1 1. 

*  Carlyle't  youngeit  aiaier,  Jioet,  alterwards  Mrt.  Robert 
Hinniiig. 
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me.  London  must  surely  be  a  far  finer  place  to 
live  m  than  cold  Edinburgh.  But  you  are  talking, 
young  lady,  of  matters  which  you  do  not  under- 
stand; and  besides  it  is  time  you  should  make  so 
end  of  your  Letter.  Eh  hien  I  plan  as  your  reason 
and  the  gods  direct  you.  So  that  the  thought  of 
me  gives  vigour  to  the  execution,  it  is  enough. 
My  will  ia  cast  into  fusion.  "  Wai  sind  die  Haupt- 
iugenden    der    Wether?        Geduld    und    Gehortam." 

[What  are  the  chief  virtues  of  women  ?  Patience 
and  obedience.] 

This  will  cost  you  double  postage;  but  if  I 
choose  to  write  two  sheets,  you  cannot  choose  but 
pay  for  them.  1  am  done,  console  toil  God  bless 
you>  my  Dearest.     I  am  yours  all» 

Jane  B.  Welsh. 

Have  you  heard  of  Mr.  Gillespie's  death?  He 
was  married  but  a  few  weeks  ago  to  a  young  lady 
whom  he  was  engaged  to  for  years.  This  is  truly 
awful.  O  that  Icould  believe  tike  Mrs.  Strachey! 
for  except  the  word  of  God,  there  is  no  stronghold 
here  on  earth. 

Should  the  words  Lthertas,^  &c,  begin  all  of  them 
with  capitals  ?  Write  them  down  for  me,  and  also 
the  motto  round  the  candle;  tho'  I  rather  think  I 
shall  6x  upon  Damnation^  after  all.  It  is  short  and 
expressive. 

*  Uierisi,  Vtriuu  Pavfiriat,  the  motto  oF  De  Limbert 
(liberty,  Truth,  Poverty).  TW  rnotia  round  the  bunung  omdle 
(Cailylc's  own)  wmi,  "Terardum  prosim"  (Let  me  bcconiumcJ, 
provided  I  beoftue). 
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Letter.  140 
r.  Carlyle  to  Miss  Baillie  fP^eUh,  Tmpland 

HoDDAU  HttX)  4th  November,   1825. 

My  Dearest,  —  1  thank  you  heartily  for  your 
long  good-humoured  Letter,  and  for  the  august 
mandate  smuggled  into  the  Newspaper,  the  behest 
of  which  I  proceed  with  all  despatch  and  submission 
to  fulfil.     In  spite  of  your  '*  Ferdammniss"  [damna- 
tion], I  will  not  think  you  utterly  unhappy  at  Temp- 
,      land.     The  resources  of  the  gallant  Lancer  cannot 
Hbe  exhausted  already:  be  content  with  him,  like  a 
W  eood  prudent  girl,  for  a  day  or  two ;  and  think  that 
long  before  Eternity  is  done,  you  must  be  delivered 
from  that  sort  of  grievances.     Yet  I  am  not  without 
sympathy  for  your  distresses,  opposite  as  they  are 
,      to  my  own ;  on  the  contrary  I  feel  them  more  and 
Hmore  deeply  and  distinctly  every  day,  and  pray  with 
"  more  and  more  earnestness  that  the  time  were  come 
which  is  to  "  bring  the  roses," '   and  free  us   both 
from  such  vile  durance  forever.     Our  wiW  is  not 
submitted  to  our  conscience;^  so  we  are  not  even  calm, 
,      to  say  nothing  of  happy.,-''  I  lie  helpless  and  unrest- 
Hfiil,  one  part  of  me  sunk  in  the  mire,  while  the  other 
^part  is  struggling  towards  the  third  heaven;  there 
13  no  unity  m  my  condition  \  and  you,  still  more 
helpless  and  unrestful,  are  constrained  to  stand  in 
silence,  amid  multiplied  obstructions,  watching  the 
progress  of  my  struggles. .    Let  us  be  patient  and 
resolute,  and  trust  in  ourselves  and  each  other!     I 
^maintain  that  the  weal  of  every  human  being,  not 

*  ••  Zeil  tria^i  Raun  "  (Tune  brings  ros«  i  German  provob). 
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perhaps  his  enjoyment  or  his  suiferingj  but  his  true 
and  highest  welfare,  lies  within  himself.  O  thnt  we 
had  wisdom  to  put  this  weighty  truth  in  practice ! 
That  we  could  think  with  resolute  calmness,  and 
decide  with  rigorously  active  steadfastness ;  to  know? 
our  duty  (for  a  duty  every  living  creature  has),  and 
do  it  with  cur  whole  heart  and  our  whole  soul  I 
This  is  the  everlasting  rock  of  man's  security ; 
against  which  no  tempest  or  flood  shall  prevail. 
This  is  the  true  feeling  of  the  Poet  and  the  Sage," 
which  I  never  understood  till  lately,  which  many 
never  understand  at  all:  "sufficiently  provided  for 
within"  the  outward  gifts  or  amercements  of  For- 
tune are  but  the  soft  or  the  hard  materials  out  of 
which  he  is  to  build  his  fairest  work  of  art,  a  life 
worthy  of  himself  and  the  vocation  wherewith  he  is 
called.  But  1  am  verging  towards  cant ;  so  1  shall 
hasten  to  the  nght-ahout. 

Your  Mother  is  not  wise  or  just  in  spoiling  the 
stinted  enjoyments  of  your  present  way  of  lite  by 
the  reflexions  and  remonstrances  with  which  she 
pursues  you.  Her  views  of  me  and  my  connection 
with  you  I  cannot  greatly  blame;  they  coincide  too 
nearly  with  my  own.  But  what,  one  might  ask  her, 
docs  she  mean  you  to  dof  Anything?  If  so,  it 
were  better  ihat  she  simply  proposed  it,  and  backed 
it  out  by  all  attcunable  reasons  in  simplicity  and 
quiet ;  that  if  just  and  fit,  you  might  go  thro'  with 
it  at  all  haps  and  hazards,  instantly  and  completely. 
If  nothing,  then  silence  is  the  least  that  can  be  asked 
of  her.  Speech  that  leads  not  to  action,  still  more 
that  hinders  it,  is  a  nuisance  on  the  Earth.  Let  us 
remember  this,  as  well  as  call  on  others  to  remember 
it !     But  after  all  where  is  the  mighty  grief?     //  it 

*  Goetbe.  —Sec  •'  Meiiter'a  Apprenticnhip,"  fik.  vi. 
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ruin  for  you  to  think  of  giving  yourself  to  me,  here 
IS  I  am,  in  the  naked  unaissembled  meanness  of  my 
actual  state  ?  Consider  this,  with  a  cold  dear  eye* 
not  in  the  "  purple  light  of  love,"  '  but  in  the  sharp 
chill  light  of  prudence:  if  your  mind  still  have  any 
wavering,  follow  the  truth  fearlessly,  not  heeding 
me,  for  I  am  ready  with  alacrity  to  forward  your 
anticipated  happiness  in  any  way.  Or  was  this  your 
love  of  me  no  girlish  whim,  but  the  calm  deliberate 
self-offering  of  a  woman  to  the  man  whom  her 
reason  and  her  heart  had  made  choice  of?  Then 
is  it  a  crime  in  you  to  love  me,  whose  you  are  in 
the  sight  of  God  and  men  ?  Can  you  love  mc  too 
much  ?  Love  me,  my  Dearest,  and  let  the  Devil 
and  the  world  chatter  over  it  as  they  like ! 

This  story  of  my  temper  is  not  worth  much.'  I 
actually  do  not  think  myself  an  ill-natured  man, 
nor  even,  all  things  considered,  very  ill-tempered! 
Really  it  is  wearisome  to  think  of  these  things. 
What  counsel  to  give  you  I  know  not.  Submission 
has  its  limits  ;  when  not  based  on  conviction  it  de- 
generates into  hypocrisy,  and  encourages  demands 
which  perhaps  ought  to  be  resisted.  But  in  assert- 
ing your  rights  be  meek  and  reasonable;  carefully 
avoid  the  faults  that  offend  you  in  the  other.  Above 
all,  do  not  cease  to  love  your  Mother,  and  to  sweeten 
her  days  for  her  by  every  method  in  your  power. 
What  is  this  caprice,  and  sullenness  to  you,  but 
unhappiness  in  herself;    an  effort  to  increase    her 

^1  )t  Qf^j  \^fJ  warm  check,  ajid  rinng  bosom,  move 

The  bloom  of  young  D«irc,  «nd  purple  light  of  Love." 
Gkav,  '*  Progress  of  Poesy,"  1.  3,  16-17. 
"  Csr!yle*s  tnopaphcr  prims  thb  (with   mriadon!) ;   but  he 
tilc»   care    not    to    let  it  be   known   wh«   "This  «ory  of  nay 
icmpa"  wu,  or  Mia  Wdsh'a  opioion  of  U. 
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own  scanty  stock  of  satisfaction  at  your  expense,  or 
rather  to  shift  a  portion  of  her  own  suffering  upon 
you  f  She  cannot  cease  to  love  you ;  and  this  is  say* 
jng  much.  For  mc  I  beg  of  you  to  take  no  thought : 
her  anger  at  me,  her  aversion  to  mc,  shall  never  be 
remembered  against  her.  They  do  not  irritate  mc: 
why  should  they?  She  tliinks  of  me  in  the  main 
to  the  fiill  as  highly  as  she  ought ;  and  these  gusts 
of  unreasonable  caprice  should  be  met  by  increased 
equability  and  steady  forgiving  self- possession ;  as 
angry  gusts  ot  wind  arc  rendered  harmless,  not  by 
other  conflicting  gusts,  hut  by  a  solid  wall  of  stone 
and  mortar.  Think  of  this,  and  do  it,  my  good 
Jane  !  For  you  it  is  far  far  harder  than  for  mc  ; 
but  this  is  one  of  your  tiuiies,  and  it  will  bring  its 
own  reward. 

Of  ihe  HUl  or  myself  I  have  little  good  to  tell 
jrou.  I  finished  Tteck  ten  days  ago;  and  then 
rested  for  half  a  week,  till  I  grew  so  savage  that 
1  was  forced  to  begin  one  of  Goethe's  Mahrcken^ 
with  which  i  am  more  than  half  done.  This  Publi- 
cation [German  Romance]  must  henceforth  proceed 
with  spirit !  1  have  written  to  Tait  for  fresh  mate- 
rials, having  now  well  nigh  determined  what  pieces 
are  to  be  swected  and  how  they  are  to  be  arranged. 
Goethe's  Wtlhelm  Meistert  Wandcrjakrt  [Mcister's 
fravW/]  I  intend  to  make  the  third  volume  of  the 
book  ;  Musaus  and  Tleck  and  some  other  xS\t  first ; 
Hichter,  Hoffman,  Muller,  &c,  the  second.  I  feci 
some  satisfaction  in  this  arrangement,  and  shall  pro- 
ceed with  stern  assiduity  if  possible  till  it  is  done. 

»  "Db  Mihrchco"  (lit  Tale).  Catlylc  giive  lliit  iranjl«. 
tion  lo  hi«  J«nc,  and  puhlUhed  it,  with  annoiaiioni,  in  "Pnxr'% 
Magaanc,"  No.  33  (iSs*).  for  her  bcncfii.  — See  •'  Miicelkaic),*' 
vol  ir. 
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What  18  the  use  of  this  loitering?  Why  cannot  I 
mingle  in  the  busy  currcntof  activity,  and  fish  pearls 
from  it  as  others  do  ?  O  thou  thrice-cursed  health  ! 
But  fair  and  sofdy  [  1  will  take  thee  in  flank,  If  I 
cannot  in  tronL 

During  my  half*week's  repose  I  was  busily  medi- 
tating some  scheme  of  a  Kunstwerk  [Work  of  Art] 
of  my  own  !  There  are  pictures  and  thoughts  and 
fccliogs  in  mc,  which  shall  come  out,  the'  tne  Devil 
himself  withstood  it !  For  this  time,  it  was  Larry, 
not  the  Devil.  That  ungrateful  untoward  nag  has 
used  me  like  a  knave.  He  had  taken  cold  and 
staid  unmolested  in  his  shop  for  three  days;  on 
the  fourth  I  took  him  out  to  U'aM  round  by  the 
Smithy  and  Hoddam  Kirk ;  I  was  thinking  of  you 
and  my  Kunstwerk,  when  I  met  a  carrier's  cart,  and 
ray  cursed  beast,  knowing  that  I  was  studying  and 
had  nothin?  but  a  snaffle  bridle,  got  the  bit  m  his 
teeth,  whirled  round  at  full  gallop  down  a  steep 
place,  and  had  my  fair  person  dislodged  from  his 
back  and  trailed  some  yards  upon  the  base  highway 
in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  !  Proh  pudor  I  I  was 
stunned  and  scratched  and  thoroughly  bemired : 
I  have  scarcely  got  quit  of  my  headache,  and  the 
tailor  is  mending  my  coat  even  now.  Larry's 
friendship  and  mine  is  at  an  end  !  I  have  got  a 
fierce  iron  curb  for  him,  and  I  mount  him  daily 
with  an  oak  cudgel,  and  batter  his  carcase  and 
gallop  him  into  complete  tameness.  What  a  ter- 
mination for  my  navel}  But  the  time  will  come, 
must  come ! 

Jack  is  going  to  Edinburgh,  he  says,  on  Tuesday 
week;  he  will  write  to  you,  and  see  you  if  you  de- 
sire it :  he  sends  his  kindest  regards  to  you.  Poor 
Jack !    I  shall  be  lonely  in  Winter  without  him. 


; 
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tho'  his  lope  has  often  galled  mc  while  he  was  here. 
You  must  write  to  my  Mother,  according  to  your 
promise :  she  loves  you  truly,  as  do  they  all.  That 
poor  gir!  in  the  cottage  u  the  foot  of  the  Tower  Is 
departed  at  last.  Tne  other  day  I  was  walking  at 
the  foot  of  the  hill ;  and  saw  among  rain  and  stormy 
vapour  her  hearse  and  humble  convoy  setting  out 
for  the  churchyard,  and  her  poor  old  widowed 
Mother  was  standing  looking  alter  it  beneath  the 
waving  leafless  tree  at  the  corner  of  the  hut.  I 
could  have  wept  burning  tears.  Sharpc  was  hunt- 
ing on  the  other  side  of  the  glen  with  a  young  new- 
married  Wife.  So  geht  die  ff'tlt  [So  goes  the 
world]. 

The  words  of  the  motto  are:  libertas,  Veritas, 
PAUPERTAs ;  there  is  plenty  of  room  for  them  in 
your  seal.  The  motto  of  the  tight  is:  Terar  Jum 
frottra,  written  in  a  circle  round  the  flame  of  a 
candle.  Take  "  Damnation,"  if  you  dare,  you  little 
gypsy  !     Am  not  I  your  —  obedient  philosopher? 

Jack  is  going  off  to  Ecclefechan,  and  will  carry 
this,  so  I  must  have  done.  Punctual  as  clockwork 
to  the  fortnight !  When  shall  I  hear  of  you  ? 
Write  the  moment  you  arrive  in  Edinburgh  ;  sooner 
if  you  linger  in  setting  out.  Be  happy,  my  kind 
Darling,  as  happy  as  thou  canst !  I  love  thee,  and 
am  thine  forever.  Fortune  must  and  shall  look  on 
us  less  harshly  :  we  shall  yet  be  "  one  and  indi- 
visible," and  I  shall  wear  thee  in  my  heart  of 
hearts.     I  kiss  thee  truly.     Thine  auf  twig, 

T.  Carlvle. 


The  Newspapers  are  stopt.  Look  for  no  more 
of  them,  till  1  nnd  a  more  courageous  partner  than 
the  Ecclefechan  Surgeon.     Ltb'wohll 


I8Z5.I 


JANE  WELSH 


Letter.   141 
T.  CarlyU  to  Miss  IFghh,  llaJJington 

Hoddam  Hill,  iSUi  November,  t8sj. 


■Your  kind  command 


duly 


My  Dearest, 
communicated  to  me,  and  1  calculated  on  obeymg 
it  last  Thursday,  and  this  having  felled,  on  every 
one  of  the  subsequent  days.  But  a  fit  of  diligence 
has  seized  mc  of  late  weeks  ;  and  as  I  imagine  you 
yourself  would  have  disapproved  of  my  neglecting 
my  appointed  task  for  such  a  purpose,  1  forbore 
writing  in  the  morning,  and  every  evening  some 
perverse  occurrence  or  another  came  athwart  my 
measures  to  prevent  it  then  also.  You  muse  for- 
give this  delay,  like  a  good  girl  as  you  always  are, 
and  believe  that  tho'  silent  Cowards  you,  I  am 
neither  day  nor  night  forgetful  of  you,  nor  shall 
ever  be  by  God's  blessing,  while  I  continue  in 
this  sojourn  of  the  living  and  the  loving.  My 
Mother  has  already  scolded  me  sufficiently  for  my 
omission :  she  figures  you  to  be  of  the  same  imag- 
inative disposition  as  herself,  and  would  not  have 
you  for  a  moment  exposed  to  the  assaults  of  that 
afflicting  faculty.  You  have  not  done  as  Job's  wife 
counselled  Job,  notwithstanding  your  threat?  No, 
you  are  alive  still,  and  love  me,  and  hope  to  see 
good  things  with  me  in  this  world  after  all !  If 
you  were  to  die,  cither  blessing  God  or  any  other 
way,  what  should  I  do,  think  you  ?  Where  would 
the  living  heart  remain  that  I  could  long  to  incor- 
porate with  my  own,  the  spirit  In  whose  presence 

'  Cootaiiicd  in  a  Letter  of  1 4th  Nov.  to  Carl^le'i  mother. 
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some  faint  dawn  of  true  existence  srill  visits  my  be- 
wildered eyes  ?  O  my  Dearest !  surely  I  am  an 
ungrateful  man  to  murmur  at  Fate,  and  forget  that 
it  has  given  mc  thcc  !  I  know,  I  feci,  when  the 
malignant  demon  leaves  mc  for  a  moment,  that 
peace  from  all  my  woes  awaits  me  in  thy  arms ;  that 
with  thee  the  world  shall  again  become  for  mc  a  green 
hospitable  field,  and  the  gloomy  spectres  of  imag- 
ination fly  away  before  the  bright  warm  sunshine  of 
realit)'.  Why  do  I  forget  this,  and  live  without 
faith  in  the  world  ?  O  that  faith  were  changed  into 
Light,  that  believing  had  become  enjoying!  Love 
mc  truly,  and  all  will  yet  be  well. 

Your  Letter  to  my  Mother  had  been  anxiously 
expected,  and  was  gladly  and  gratefally  received. 
Had  she  the  pen  of  the  ready  writer,  she  would 
have  sent  you  a  reply  of  a  grander  texture  than 
any  you  have  ever  got  from  Bed  ford -Sauare  itself: 
but  alas,  she  has  scarcely  any  pen  at  all,  and  must 
live  for  the  present  "  with  a  most  voiceless 
thought." '  She  bids  me  give  you  her  kindest 
love ;  she  "  has  a  hundred  things  to  say,  hut  "  un- 
happily "cannot  put  them  into  language."  Jean 
would  have  written  you  a  postscript,  I  doubt  not; 
for  she  has  read  and  re-read  your  Letter ;  but  to- 
day she  is  at  Mainhill,  and  the  wild  sleety  weather 
leaves  no  chance  of  her  returning  in  time. 

I  regret  heardly  this  irruption  of  puppyism, 
quadruped  and  biped,  with  which  vou  are  threat- 
ened and  perhaps  even  now  visited."     It  is  deplor- 

^  "Bm  uh  it,  I  live  and  die  unheard, 

Withs  most  roJoelen  thought,  *hc«ihing  it  like  a  tword," 
«'ChiIde  Harold."  Caoio  iii.  tt.  97- 
'  In  her  Letter  to  Carlyle'j  mother  (i4ih  Nov.),  Mt»  WcUh 
kadnid:  "Tell  Mr.  Carlyle  tbu  my  lundKine  cousin  [Capuin 
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able  to  have  one's  heart  vexed,  and  one's  thoughts 
and  occupations  put  to  flight  by  that  inane  hubbub : 
yet  what  can  be  done  or  attempted  for  deliverance? 
Perhaps,  caring  less  about  it!  Conceive  that  you 
have  neither  part  nor  lot  in  the  affair,  that  your 
whole  duty  in  it  is  to  keep  its  influences  excluded 
from  your  heart  snd  head,  and  to  live  as  if  it  were 
not  there.  Why  should  you  fret  yourself?  Your 
business  for  the  present  is  to  keep  yourself  peaceful 
and  still,  in  the  prospect  of  more  active  and  worthy 
days :  if  you  can  be  contented  and  amused,  by  any 
harmless  means,  it  is  all  that  your  present  situation 
can  be  called  on  to  do  for  you.  By  taking  thought 
you  cannot  alter  one  thread  in  the  tissue  of  your 
fate:  «  is  I  that  must  labour  for  myself  and  you, 
to  prepare  a  scene  for  us  to  labour  in  together. 
Thmk  of  this,  and  let  your  gay  Lancer  with  his 
pugs  and  ponies  take  his  swing  before  you,  as  you 
would  a  cunning  artist  that  was  come  to  eat  (ire  and 
emit  ribbands  for  your  pastime.  The  Captain 
must  be  better  entertainment  than  is  common  about 
Haddington;  and  it  is  right  that  you  be  enter- 
tained with  him.  Besides,  consider  that  he  is  a 
kindly  soul  with  all  his  fnvolousncss,  and  really 
loves  you;  perhaps  is  in  love  with  you;  a  Quality 
which  covereth  a  multitude  of  sins.  What  if  you 
should  try  a  slight  flirtation  with  him,  by  way  of 
driving  on  the  time?  Perhaps,  you  had  better  not, 
however.  There  is  no  use  in  jesting  with  edge- 
Cools  ;  and  if  he  ran  away  with  you,  I  should  be 
obliged  to  follow  him  and  pull  his  dyed  whiskers, 
—  unless  indeed  it  were  with  your  own  free  mind 

fiaillk]  U  coming  Co  Haddington  wiih  hii  filter  Ph<rbc,  ind  hit 
^n\et  Hcnly,  ind  his  great  dog  Toby  and,  over  >nd  ibove,  Dath, 
Crii^n,  Finny  <nJ  FrLlt." 
VOL.lt—  (3 
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and  coSperatign,  in  which  case,  I  suppose,  there 
would  be  nothing  for  it  but  to  curse  witn  sufficient 
emphasis  the  whole  generation  of  inexprimables 
[unspcakables],  and  sec  mv  house  in  order,  and  go 
and  hang  mjrself.  A  baleful  consummation  cither 
way ! 

For  the  last  three  weeks  I  have  been  the  most 
industrious  man  in  Annandale.  It  would  do  you 
good  to  see  with  what  steadfastness  I  equip  myself 
every  morning  with  drcadnaughc  and  wooden  shoes 
and  sally  forth  to  walk  to  the  Kelhead  Tollbar,  re- 
gardless of  the  fiiry  of  the  elements;  then  return  to 
breakfast  and  translate ;  to  mingle  in  fit  proportions 
throughout  the  day  the  exercises  of  the  body  and 
the  mind,  till  late  night  finds  me  a  sheet  further 
forward  in  my  compilation.  I  am  not  happy,  but 
ndcher  am  I  miserable,  and  my  work  advances 
without  injury  to  my  health.  Ere  long  I  suppose  I 
shall  be  in  Edinburgh  arranging  the  printing.  I 
have  written  to  Tait  for  more  tK>oks,  which  I  ex- 
pect in  a  day  or  two;  and  I  am  already  done  with 
Goethe's  Mahrshen,  and  Musaus's  Stumme  Lifhf  and 
Lihussa.  The  former  was  meant  for  you,  but  for 
want  of  other  work,  I  took  it  up  myself.  I  have 
still  his  Milecksala  before  me,  and  then  I  bid  him 
adieu  with  small  regret.  He  is  a  man  of  fine  talent, 
but  has  no  genius  whatever.  One  volume  ot  the 
publication  I  purpose  to  occupy  with  ff'tUielm  Mei- 
sters  Wandrrjahrty  Goethe's  last  work,  instead  of 
fFertUer^  which  I  once  had  thoughts  of,  but  cannot 
now  abide.  There  is  also  one  MaUr  AiitUer  (the 
Painter  Muller)  of  whom  I  hear  a  most  flattering 
report,  tho*  he  is  entirely  unknown  in  this  country  \ 
from  him  I  calculate  on  gathering  another  half  vol- 
ume.    On  the  whole,  I  begin  to  be  better  satisfied 
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with  the  aspect  of  this  business;  and  at  all  events 
eager  to  get  it  off  my  hands.  I  should  not  be  sur- 
pnscd  tho'  you  saw  me  in  a  few  weeks  t  You  shall 
take  me  in  your  arms  and  kiss  me  ten  times  over 
then  !     You  must  of  your  own  accord  ! 

Jack  writes  that  he  saw  you  on  the  morning  be- 
fore you  went  to  Haddington.  He  says  you  were 
very  kind  to  him ;  but  tho'  you  did  not  complain 
to  him,  he  thinks  your  health  is  not  so  good  as  it 
was  in  Summer,  and  1  must  write  to  you  not  to 
study.  This  piece  of  news  threw  a  damp  over  me 
at  firstj  which  I  have  now,  I  know  not  on  what 
grounds,  contrived  to  put  aside.  O  my  Darling, 
the  bare  idea  of  miseries  that  might  too  easily  occur 
fills  my  whole  soul  with  darkness !  Never  till  I 
had  tost  thee  should  I  know  how  deep  and  abiding 
was  thy  dwelling  in  my  heart.  But  it  must  not  and 
shall  not  be.  O,  for  your  love  of  me,  take  thought 
of  these  things!  Be  careful,  sedulous,  scrupulous 
about  your  safety  ;  for  it  is  mine  too.  Do  you 
walk  daily  ?  Every  day  ?  There  is  no  drug  or 
doctoring  in  the  whole  Pharmacopxia  that  is  worth 
a  pin  without  this.  Promise  me  that  you  will 
observe  it,  tell  me  that  you  arc  well,  and  I  shall  be 
at  ease. 

I  shall  ride  to  Ecclefcchan  on  the  back  of  Larry 
with  this  tonight.  Fear  not  for  the  ungracious 
beast ;  with  martingale  and  curb  and  spurs  he  is 
quiet  as  Garroti  Bawn,  and  could  not  hurt  me  tho' 
he  were  Bucephalus  himself.  He  is  condemned  for 
sale  at  the  first  Dumfries  Fair ;  and  I  very  seldom 
ride  even  now.  —  I  am  lonely  for  the  want  of  poor 
Jack,  tho'  his  logic  afflicted  me  while  he  was  here  ; 
yet  I  am  fast  getting  used  to  solitude.  Aiick  and 
my  Mother  read  beside  me  at  night:  for  the  last 
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two  nights  she  has  been  busy  with  the  Life  of  Mr. 
John  and  Mr.  Josiaa  [Welsh],  your  ancestors,'  from 
the  •*  Scots  Worthies."  I  objected  somewhat  to  her 
apotheosis  of  these  noble-minded  persons:  but  she 
answered :  "  Say  nae  ill  o  thy  ain  1 "  —  You  will 
write  directly? 

Yours  auf  ewtgi 

T.  Cajilvle, 


Letter  14a 

Miss  fFelsh  to  T.  Carlyle,  Hoddam  Hili 

'  Hai>dinctok,  8th  December,  iSi;.* 

THEr  are  gone,  my  Dearest,  fairly  gone  !  Mr. 
Baillie,  and  Miss  Phcebe,  and  all  the  dogs,  and  my 
Uncle  [Gcoroc  Welsh]  from  Galloway,  and  his  Wife 
and  his  Wife's  Brother  besides.  This  has  been  a 
more  terrible  infliction  than  anything  that  befell  our 
friend  Job.  Nevertheless,  I  am  still  alive,  and 
blessing  God  for  all  his  mercies,  —  most  of  all  for 
the  great  "  temporal  blessing "  which  I  enjoy  in 
thee.  Indeed,  so  long  as  that  is  continued  to  me, 
not  all  the  dogs  and  dandies  betwixt  here  and  Bond 
Street  could  drive  me  to  utter  despair  ;  for,  strange 
as  you  may  think  it,  young  man,  1  have  an  affection 
for  thcc  which  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  language  to 
express;  and  I  wot  not  what  evil  or  combination  of 
evils  could  prevail  to  make  me  entirely  wretched, 
while  thou  art  within  reach  to  comfort  mc  with 
sweet  words  of  hope  and  love;  and  while  it  is 
written  as  with  a    sunbeam    on    my   soul    **  He 

I  Mitt  Welih  wai  not  duirencleil  from  the  John  Welth  who 
married  a  diughtcr  of  Kaoz,  but  Iroiii  Joha'i  cider  brother,  Divid 
Welsh  ofColIiiton.  — See  "Life  of  John  Welih,"  by  die  Rev. 
jtmcs  Young  (Bdinburgh,  )866). 
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loves  me!  he  is  mine!"  —  Yes,  "mine,  with 
life  CO  keep,  and  scarce  with  life  resign ! "  *  Is 
it  not  so  ? 

Often  you  used  to  tell  me,  in  the  days  of  my  in- 
sanity, that  there  was  something  better  than  feme, 
"  something  more  exquisite  still  "  ;  then  I  under- 
stood not  what  you  meant,  and  laughed  at  the  notion 
of  anything  being  better  than  fame.  But  it  is  far 
otherwise  with  me  now  ;  for  now  I  know  that  tlie 
deep  blessedness  of  two  souls  which  live  in  and  for 
each  other,  is  best  of  all  that  earth  and  heaven  can 
bestow.  This  blessedness  is  ours!  And  yet  I  am 
discontented  with  my  lot,  because  it  is  not  in  every 
particular  exactly  as  1  wish  it!  "So  little  knows 
any,  but  God  alone,  to  value  right  the  good  before 
him  I " '  Surely  it  is  weak,  sinful,  in  mc  ever  to 
get  out  of  humour  and  vex  you  with  complaints. 
And  now  that  1  think  of  it,  I  tvili  be  patient,  —  for 
the  next  four-and-twcnty  hours,  at  least ! 

It  rejoices  my  heart  to  hear  of  your  late  hopeful 
diligence.  Only  continue  and  the  roses  will  be  here 
ere  long,  and  laurels  too.  Think  that  every  sheet 
you  advance  in  your  appointed  work,  is  a  step 
towards  my  deliverance  from  this  solitude,  —  "  this 
cold  wild  waste  where  thou  arc  not "  ;  and  think 
what  a  high  recompense  awaits  thee,  all  difficulties 
being  overcome,  a  hot-tempered,  portionless  Wife  ! 

I  must  not  forget  to  thank  you  for  your  obliging 
permission  to  flirt,  which  doubtless  I  shall  be  right 
glad  to  avail  myself  of  on  some  future  occasion, 
the'  in  my  sweet  Cousin's  time,  I  felt  indisposed  to 

'    "  Now  chou  in  mine,  farever  mine, 

With  life  to  keep,  uid  scarce  wtih  life  rcilga" 

Btrok,  "  Bride  of  Ahydoi,"  C«mo  i.  J47-8. 
•  "PanditeLoK,"  Bk.  iw.  aoi-j. 


198 


JANE  WELSH  TO 


[8  Dec, 


amuse  myself  in  any  such  way.  To  tell  you  the  tnitK, 
1  am  fast  losing  all  fevour  for  this  most  beautiful 
of  men,  who  is  the  express  resemblance  of  Milton's 
Belial,  the  fairest  and  most  hollow  of  all  the  fallen. 
I  am  even  seriously  meditating  to  have  his  hair  re- 
moved out  of  my  ring.  O,  I  could  tell  you  things 
of  him  that  would  make  the  haire  of  your  head 
stand  on  end,  like  quills  upon  the  fretful  porcupine, 
only  it  would  be  pity  to  waste  my  paper  with  so 
worthless  a  subject. 

I  am  looking  forward  with  much  pleasure  to  hav- 
ing your  friend  Mr.  Johnstone  here,  that  I  may 
hold  long  conversations  with  him  about  you.  I 
have  got  the  promise  of  several  votes,  over  and 
above  those  secured  by  Gilbert  Bums,  so  that !  have 
no  doubt  but  he  will  be  appointed  to  the  office 
(such  as  it  is),  tho'  the  TownVpcopIc  are  exerting 
themselves /o//(;  Hff^rmorfin  behalf  of  a  Mr.  Young. 

Our  beloved  Doctor  is  a  Letter  in  my  debt,  which 
I  am  daily  expecting  him  to  pay.  It  was  needless 
in  the  young  man  to  alarm  you  about  my  health, 
and  absurd  in  him  to  expect  I  should  look  the  same  in 
George  Square  as  in  Annandale,  Let  not  vour  heart 
be  troubled  form*,  but  be  carefiil  of  yourself,  which  is 
the  surest  way  of  relieving  me  from  every  species  of 
evil  I  am  afflicted  with.  The  prospect  of  your  com- 
ing to  Edinburgh,  docs  not  delight  mc  so  much  as  it 
might  have  done;  for  unless  my  Mother  alters  the 
line  of  conduct  which  she  is  at  present  pursuing  with 
me,  I  cannot  suffer  you  to  come  here.  But  at  alJ 
events,  it  will  be  a  pleasure  to  know  you  near  me, 
and  perhaps  wc  may  meet  in  Town. 

Have  you  written  to  Mrs.  Montagu  yet?  She 
has  been  dangerously  ill.     Her  Daughter'  has  got 

'  Mr*.  B.  W.  Prgctei  (wfcof  "Bwry  Corawill"). 
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a  baby.  —  Lockhart  is  going  to  London  to  be  Editor 
of  the  Qttarlerly  Review,  with  a  salary  of  fifteen  hun- 
dred a-year.  —  Remember  me  in  the  kindest  manner 
to  your  Mother  and  the  rest.  Write  as  soon  as 
ever  you  have  leisure;  and  be  not  in  wrath  at  this 
nnddy  epistle. 

I  am  ever  your 

Jane  Welsh. 


Letter   143 
T.  Carlj^e  to  Miss   ffeUh,  HadJington 

Hoddam  Hux,  I  Ith  Dccnnber,  iSs;. 

M  y  Dearest,  —  \  found  your  Letter  lying  for  mc 
at  Kcclefechan,  on  Monday,  in  the  middle  of  rain 
and  mist ;  and  galloped  home  with  it  in  my  pocket 
as  proud  for  the  ume  being  as  if  it  had  been  Bish's 
head  Prize.  You  arc  a  dear  good  girl ;  and  shall  be 
happy  yet,  in  spite  of  Fate  itself;  for  I  will  clasp 
you  in  my  arms,  and  my  bosom  shall  be  your  home, 
and  instead  of  pen  and  ink,  your  kisses  and  your 
bright  black  eyes  shall  tell  me  what  is  passing  in 
your  heart.  These  hopes  are  standing  for  us  In  the 
distance;  not  butlt  on  ^r,  the  baseless  fabric  of  a 
vision  ;  but  founded  on  the  solid  rocks  of  worldly 
difficulty,  which  if  we  had  once  surmounted —  !  ^ 
Pity  that  the  path  were  so  steep,  and  the  distance 
so  long !  But  step  after  step  will  bring  one  to  the 
end  of  the  Earth :  let  us  never  murmur;  but  step 
and  step,  till  the  toilsome  pilgrimage  is  done,  and 
we  are  safe  in  the  promisccl  land  ! 

1  have  been  as  busy  as  might  be  ever  since  I 
wrote ;  and  do  not  mean  to  scop,  except  forced  to 
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do  it>  till  the  business  is  concluded.  I  have  done 
witK  Musaus,  having  finished  Melecbsata  last  night, 
and  thereby  got  too  much  of  him  rather  than  too 
little.  At  present  1  am  undecided  whether  to  pro- 
ceed with  writing  his  Life,  and  set  tlie  Printers  to 
work  forthwith,  or  in  the  first  place  to  translate 
La  Motte  Fouque's  Undine,  a  task  thit  will  not 
occupy  above  eight  days,  but  which  1  am  not  with- 
out a.  wish  to  decline  altogether,  seeing  it  has  been 
pcrfijrmcd  already,  tho',  as  I  am  told,  very  badly. 
After  that,  I  must  proceed  northward ;  for  iny 
books  will  be  exhausted ;  and  no  effectual  progress 
will  be  made  in  getting  more,  I  fear,  till  I  arrive  in 
person.  On  computing  manuscripts  last  nicht,  1 
was  surprised  to  find  that  two  of  my  three  ^volumes 
are  almost  wholly  in  black  and  white;  that  is  the 
translation  part  of  them.  I  wish  the  thing  were  off 
my  hands,  that  I  might  make  an  etfort  iuter  some 
undertaking  of  more  pith  and  moment.  Alas ! 
The  matter  lies  deep  and  crude,  if  it  lies  at  all, 
within  my  soul;  and  much  unwearied  study  will  be 
called  for,  before  I  can  shape  it  into  form.  Yet  out 
it  shall  come,  by  all  the  powers  of  Dulness !  And 
thou,  my  fair  Guardian  Saint,  my  kind  hot-tempered 
Angel,  my  beloved  scolding  Wife,  thou  shalt  help 
me  with  it,  and  rejoice  with  me  in  success  or  com- 
fort mc  in  dilute !  I  do  rejoice  to  hear  you  talk  as 
you  do,  and  as  I  always  hoped  you  would,  about 
the  vulgar  bubble  Fame.  My  experience  more  and 
more  confirms  mc  in  my  rcprobaaon  of  it  as  a  prin- 
ciple of  conduct ;  in  myself  it  never  leads  to  aught 
but  selfish  discontent,  and  distraction  of  the  inmd 
from  the  true  aims  of  a  literary  aspirant.    "  Fame !" 

*  At  a  laiet  mge  ii  wu  a^ed  to  add  a  ftmrth  volume  to 
"Gcnnan  Romance." 
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says  my  old  Goethe:  "as  if  a  man  had  nothing  else 
to  strive  for  but  fame!  As  if  the  attainment  of 
harmony  in  his  own  spirit,  and  the  right  employ- 
ment of  his  faculties,  required  to  be  varnished  over 
by  its  influences  on  others  before  it  could  be 
precious  to  himself!"  This  Goethe  is  a  wise  man. 
These  are  not  his  words;  but  they  express  his 
opinion,  which  I  joyed  to  find  so  similar  to  my 
anticipation.  You  are  right  now,  and  you  were 
wrong  then  :  therefore  ]ove  mc  with  your  whole 
soul ;  and  if  fame  come  to  us,  it  shall  be  welcome; 
if  not,  we  care  not  for  it,  having  something  far  more 
precious  than  it  can  cither  give  or  take  away.  O  my 
kind  Oarling  I  I  foresaw  that  this  would  be  the 
ultimatum  of  your  heart ;  but  I  did  not  dare  to 
foresee  that  I  should  be  the  man  on  whom  that 
noble  heart  would  lavish  all  its  treasures.  Ol>  ith 
Sie  liebe?^  Ja^  ich  Hebe  Sie  ganz  und  avig!  [If  I 
love  you  ?     Yes,  I  love  you  right  well  and  forever!] 

But  I  Am  getting  much  too  sublime;  and  a  con- 
siderable alloy  of  nonsense  always  insinuates  itself 
into  such  speculations,  when  I  rise  into  the  heroic 
mood.  I  must  change  them  now  for  the  most  un- 
hcroic  piece  of  business  you  can  well  fancy.  .  .  .* 

Now,  Jane,  my  bonny  woman,  I  have  told  thee 
the  wholestate  of  the  case.     It  is  not  without  reluc- 

^  "If  he  loved  hts  Diienchintre»  ?  AthGtuf  Hu  whole  hart 
and  sou!  »nd  life  were  hen."  —  "Sartor  Rcwnus,"  Bit.  !i.  ch,  5. 

*  A  pa«agc  ij  here  omitted,  about  the  farm  of  "Shawbrae." 
on  the  Quecnsbeiry  Rsoic,  which  Carlj'!c*i  brother  Alict  wiihcd 
to  rent.  Miss  Welsh  was  personally  iniimaie  with  the  Duke"*  fie- 
tor,  Mijor  Crichton,  and  Carlyle  asks  her  to  vrriw  a  word  10  her 
friend,  sayini;  simply  that  she  knew  Alexander  Carlyle  and  believed 
that  he  would  prove  a  good  tenant.  Min  Welsh  entered  into  the 
buMnen  with  enthusiasm  ;  but  nothing  came  of  it :  Alexander  Car- 
lylc,  luckily  for  himselfi  did  not  get  the  farrn. 
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tance  that  I  decided  on  mendontng  it  again.  Ic  has 
gone  thro*  my  head  several  umes  ;  and  a  gentleman 
called  Pride  has  been  rather  busy  persuading  me  to 
maintain  a  dead  silence  on  the  subject :  "  Hast  thou 
too  come  to  asldng  favours?"  he  says:  "Thou! 
Poor  selfish  mortal^  and  to  use  /ler  kind  aiTection  for 
these  purposes!  Go  to!  Ask  favours  of  God  Al- 
mighty ;  but  die  in  the  ditch,  before  asking  them  of 
any  poor  clay-tenant  like  thyself."  These  thoughts 
are  agreeable  to  the  natural  man:  hut  something 
better  than  Fride  spake  up  within  mc  and  said  :  "  And 
are  these  thy  feelings  towards  her?  This  stubborn 
attitude  of  self-help  to  her,  the  partner  of  thy  inmost 
heart,  the  true  sharer  of  all  thy  cares  and  joys,  who 
loves  thee,  whom  thou  lovest?  Sheshall  know  this 
concern  of  thine  ;  and  have  the  luxury  of  aiding  thee 
if  she  can ;  for  only  her  ability,  not  her  will,  is  doubr- 
fiii."  1  have  obeyed  this  latter  monitor,  nor  shall  I 
r^et  that  1  have  done  so.  I  have  told  you  all: 
what  I  have  written,  I  have  written. 

Now,  do  not  vex  your  good  heart  about  this 
matter:  but  consider  of  it,  and  decide  according  to 
your  own  judgement,  secure  that  I  shall  approve  of 
its  decision,  be  it  what  it  may.  Can  I  doubt  your 
readiness,  if  the  rules  of  propriety  will  let  you?  And 
is  it  more  your  interest  or  mine  that  you  should  not 
violate  them  ?  I  swear  to  you  by  the  last  kiss  you 
gave  me  that  I  will  love  you  neither  more  nor  less, 
do  as  you  may.  To  me  there  seems  little  hindrance ; 
but  I  feel  that  I  have  no  light  whatever.  You  know 
my  motives  and  circumstances,  and  sympathise  with 
me  in  the  wish  to  make  good  to  these  honest- hearted 
friends  the  damage  they  may  get  by  quarrelling  with 
an  unjust  Steward'  on  my  account     If  this  means 

*  General  Shirpe,  the  lancUord  of  Hoddam  HtU  end  MunluU. 
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&il,  my  life  must  be  short  or  extremely  ineffectual 
should  it  offer  mc  no  other.  Therefore  heed  not, 
my  own  Jane :  do  what  your  own  sense  directs,  and 
count  on  me  for  seconding  it.  One  other  thing  1 
must  add ;  if  you  write,  let  it  be  directly.  The  oilers 
arc  to  be  given  in  next  week,  and  the  business  will 
be  decided  in  a  very  few  days  after.  Now  basta  f  -^ 
1  have  filled  all  my  paper  with  this  prosaic  affair; 
and  I  had  very  many  savoury  speculations,  and 
much  tittle-tattle  to  send,  which  must  now  be  con- 
tent to  linger  for  another  eight  days.  —  Has  Jack 
written  to  you?  He  says  he  had  "a  Letter  from 
Miss  Welsh,  which  did  his  heart  good."  Write  to 
me  itntmdiaiiJy,  that  is  the  first  leisure  moment  you 
have.  We  shall  and  will  [word  gune^ 
Thine  forever, 

T.  CAHLns. 

I  have  not  written  a  word  to  Mrs.  Montagu,  but 
mean  to  do  it  soon.  What  is  this  of  James  Belial 
Baillie?  I  have  had  a  Letter  from  Hamburg  (from 
Dr.  Julius  whom  I  saw  at  Edinburgh  in  Spring)  full 
of  Gnerman  criticism  :  it  is  worth  little.  Write  me 
an  account  of  your  employments  from  suniise  to 
sunset;  all  and  sundry.  My  Mother  sends  her  best 
love:  she  told  me  the  other  night  that  she  "didna 
ken  how  it  was,  but  she  thought  as  much  about  her 
as  John  "  (the  only  absentee  at  present),  which  is 
certainly  something  very  surprismg  indeed.  Jane 
shall  send  you  her  postscript  next  time,  and  give  an 
account  of  herself  if  she  ean  ;  she  is  learning  nothing : 
I  see  not  what  to  do  with  her.  Adieu,  my  Darling ! 
Write  soon. 
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Letter  144 
T.  CarlyU  io  Miss   ffeisli,  HaJJingfon 

HcwoAM  Hiix,  29  December,  tSi;. 

My  Dearest,  —  I  must  no  longer  postpone 
writing,  or  the  fortnight  will  be  expired,  and  your 
kind  services  urirepaid  with  even  the  scanty  recom- 
pense of  thanks.  In  good  sooth  you  are  a  most 
benignant  little  Gcntus  to  me ;  and  do  me  messages 
of  ill  sorts,  with  the  promptitude  and  dainty  help- 
fulness of  an  Ariel.  My  own  little  Ariel !  I  wish  I 
deserved  you  better,  and  could  love  you  as  1  ought: 
you  might  beseem  the  bosom  of  a  chivalrous  Prince; 
and  I,  poor  I,  have  ndthcr  princedom  nor  chivalry 
to  share  with  you ;  "  nothing  but  a  knapsack  and 
eighteen  florins  to  share  with  anyone ! "  ' 

You  should  feci  some  contentment  with  your 
present  lot,  how  untoward  soever  in  other  points, 
for  the  service  it  enables  you  to  do  to  others. 
There  is  honest  James  Johnstone,  the  most  meri- 
torious of  Pedagc^ues ;  by  your  means  he  is  going  to 
be  a  made  man.  I  had  a  Letter  fi-om  him  tneothcr 
week,  brimful  of  this  one  subject ;  for  James  is  a 
nervous  character,  and  longs  with  trembling  hope  to 
be  at  anchor,  after  his  perplexed  voyaging,  tho'  it 
were  in  the  meagre  roadstead  of  the  naddington 
Parish  School.     He  is  making  interest  with  narls 

*  "  My  fcircr  lan  very  high  that  nl^hi  —  her  figure  made  nd  dit- 
turbatice  within  mc — I  w«i  every  moineitc  ruiiing  the  world  in 
two  — 10  give  her  half  of  ii  —  and  every  momtnt  wii  I  crying. 
That  I  had  nothing  but  a  knaptuck  taA.  eighteen  ftorint  to  ihare 
withhcr." — Corporil  Trim  in  "Trisirmm  Shttidy,"  Ji!.,  13J 
(ed.  of  1794). 
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and  Lords  and  Principaltdes  and  Powers,  as  Gilbert 
Burns  directs  him ;  and  unless  the  Fates  arc  more 
than  usually  shrewish,  certainly  "  to  Goodness  "  the 
honest  man  will  reach  the  high  top-gallant  of  his  joy, 
before  the  close  of  the  ensuing  month.  I  encour- 
aged him  with  a  glimpse  of  yourgood  deeds  towards 
him,  and  wrote  out  a  most  peremptory  Testimonial 
for  his  use,  which  indeed  was  nothing  more  than  he 
deserved.  I  owe  you  much  for  these  exertions  in  a 
matter  so  foreign  to  your  own  habits,  and  should  not 
owe  you  less  tho'  the  issue  disappointed  us. 

And  for  this  Epistle  Recommendatory  to  tht 
Major,  I  now  hearrity  rejoice  that  I  asked  it  of  you  ; 
it  will  be  a  new  tie  of  gratitude  betwixt  us ;  and  this 
is  not  the  least  precious  of  acquisitions,  the'  you  can- 
not take  it  to  the  marked  and  sell  it  by  weight  or 
measure.  ,  .  .' 

My  Mother  would  like  to  go  to  Shawbrac  almost 
as  well  as  you  would  do  to  be  Queen  of  England ; 
but  she  leaves  it  all  "to  His  disposal,  for  what  is 
good  the  Lord  will  give."  Could  she  do  more  if 
crowns  and  sceptres  were  the  stake?  She  also  told 
me  that  she  "  kenned  you  would  write,"  tho*  by 
what  magic  intimations  she  came  to  ken  it  was  not 
stated.  The  good  Mother  speaks  of  you  almost 
dajly,  and  loves  you  as  truly  as  any  other  does 
except  myself. 

But  I  must  quit  my  talking,  for  this  is  the  last 
page.  You  wilt  grieve,  as  I  do,  that  for  the  last 
two  weeks  I  have  again  been  forced  into  idle  habits. 
My  books  were  all  exhausted  ;  and  except  writing  a 
sorry  Sketch  of  a  Life  of  Musaus,  I  have  done  noth- 
ing !  I  should  have  been  in  Edinburgh  ere  now; 
but  I  dreaded  the  Christmas  jollifications,  and  con- 

*  A  puugc  chicfl/  ibouE  the  jknn  of  Stuwbrac  »  here  onutwdi 
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tented  myself  with  dispatching  a  portion  of  my 
Manuscript  to  set  the  Printers  in  motion  before  my 
arrival,  which  must  now  take  place,  as  I  reckon, 
early  next  week.  This  book  is  but  a  confused  piece 
of  work,  and  very  little  to  my  taste,  after  all  the 
trouble  I  can  take  with  it  Next  time,  —  precious 
next  time  I  What  I  am  to  do  this  next  time,  never- 
theless, is  still  enveloped  in  the  mantle  of  night  It 
will  be  long,  long,  before  1  can  do  my  best,  bad  as 
this  poor  best  may  prove.  You  bid  me  show  you 
aU  the  imaginations  of  my  heart:  but  some  of  them 
arc  much  too  crude  for  your  inspection.  Sometimes 
I  almost  think  of  asking  you  to  wed  with  me  as 
things  are,  and  set  forth  by  my  side  to  —  beg  thro' 
the  world,  for  there  were  little  else  that  we  could 
hope  to  do  at  present!  On  the  whole,  however,  i 
am  not  disconsolate,  or  in  straits  about  my  fiiturc 
course.  1  think  myself  on  the  right  way  at  present, 
whatever  others  think,  for  my  health  I  believe  is 
distinctly  improving,  and  this  is  more  to  mc  and 
those  that  love  me  than  mines  of  gold.  PatienUa  f 
Patifntidl  The  day  uull  come,  my  day  and  yours, 
and  we  shall  know  what  it  is  to  be  happy  with  such 
happiness  as  this  world  can  give,  and  blessed  in  one 
another  with  a  happiness  that  breathes  of  better 
worlds. 

At  your  request  I  have  written  to  the  "  noble 
lady,"  3  Letter  full  of  metaphorical  disclosures,  truer 
than  any  she  ever  got  from  me  before.  Last  night 
also  I  saw  her  son.  It  was  my  first  visit  to  Ruth- 
wcU  ;  where  I  spent  a  more  interesting  evening  than 
had  fallen  to  my  lot  for  many  a  week,  the'  It  needed 
all  my  nen'c  to  cause  my  Ass  to  be  saddled  and 
determine  on  the  mighty  enterprise.  Young  Mon- 
tagu awoke  for  two  moments,  at  sight  of  me,  from 
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his  usual  lock-and-kcy  condition:  at  meeting  and 
at  parting,  he  came  towards  me,  and  actually  shook 
hands  with  some  touch  of  cordiality.  The  boy  is  a. 
curious  boy  :  he  is  made  of  human  with  even  some 
angelic  materials,  but  they  are  kneaded  tt^cthcr  by 
the  Devil.  Another  of  Montagu's  sons,  I  waa 
shocked  to  learn,  is  gone  deranged !  He  was  a 
kind  simple  soul,  whom  I  used  to  sec  in  London: 
another  brother  of  his  {they  are  both  half-brother* 
to  Monsieur  Charles)  has  gone  even  a  worse  road 
in  spite  of  all  hts  Father  could  strive.  The  noble 
lady  must  have  had  wild  times  of  it  among  them  ! 

From  "Julia  Strachey  "  I  hear  nothing,  tho'  I 
have  written  to  her  tu/ice,  and  spent  the  other  night 
in  dreaming  about  her  and  Catherine  Aurora  [Miss 
Kirkpacrick],  one  of  the  most  '*  imapinative  "  dreams 
I  have  had  for  many  a  month.  *'  O  may  the  Devil 
take  them  both  !  "  Soft,  now,  my  bonny  Jane,  not 
the  real  Devil,  the  ugly  bLick  Satanas !  I  declare 
they  are  very  praiseworthy  persons,  and  I  love  them 
both  with  a  love  gam  hruJerli^h  [very  brotherly]. 
So  shall  you  too  by  and  by  gam  schwetterlich  [very 
sisterly]. 

I  long  for  more  and  more  details  about  your 
studies  and  proceedings.  Has  that  ugly  fit  of  sick- 
ness altogfiher  left  you  ?  Exercise  and  care  in  regi- 
ment I  repeat  it  again  and  again,  arc  your  only 
safety,  and  at  present  your  most  imperative  duty. 
Be  sedulous  in  dischat^ng  it  for  the  love  of  mr,if 
you  had  no  other  reason!  What  of  your  Life? 
Shall  I  see  it,  when  I  come  to  Edinburgh?  For 
your  Mother,  do  not  let  her  unkindness  afflict  you: 
answer  it  by  contrary  conduct;  if  you  think  it  fool- 
ish and  harsh,  be  you  the  more  wise  and  gentle. 
This  is  to  overcome  evil  with  good,  the  only  proper 
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weapon  to  resist  it  with.  —  But  here  comes  Jcan» 
accincta  ad  scribetidum  [cquipt  for  writing] !  and  I 
must  give  way.  \^'Jean  fnuhes  the  Letter,  and  Car- 
lyU  adds  a  postscript :]  If  you  do  not  write  within  a 
week,  direct  to  Edinburgh,  the  Doctor's  abode,  13 
Hill  Place.  It  seems  likely  1  may  leave  the  Hill 
on  Tuesday  morning,  by  five  o'clock  and  intercept 
the  Edinburgh  coach  at  Moffat.  I  heard  of  you 
last  night  from  a  fair  young  lady,  who  had  caught 
some  rumour  of  our  visit  to  Grange:  When  shall  I 
see  you,  and  hear  of  you  from  your  own  lips  f 
Adiez  Se^oretta!  —  T.  C. 


Letter  145 

T.  Carlyle  to  Miss  Welsh,  Haddington 

Dawson's  Lodcihos,  ii,  Sauiiury  SrMtT, 
Eddibvroh,  Saturdiy-afteiBooiL,  '7  Jin,,  i8t6.* 

My  Dbam ST,  —  I  have  been  in  Town  for  two 
days,^  and  cannot  rest  any  longer  without  sending 
you  a  token  of  my  existence  in  your  vicinity,  and 
the  constant  occupation  of  my  heart  about  you 
to  whom  it  rightfully  and  more  and  more  gladly 
belongs.  I  need  not  tell  you  that  I  vehemently 
wish  Tor  some  tidings  of  you,  and  still  more  for 
another  sight  of  your  kind  countenance,  the  fairest 
object  that  for  me  this  Universe  holds  in  its  domain. 
It  seems  almost  an  aon  since  I  heard  of  you,  tho* 
on  reckoning  by  the  vulgar  arithmetic  of  this  Flarth, 
I  find  that  It  is  little  more  than  a  fortnight.  Do 
write  the  first  hour  you  have  leisure,  and  tell  me  all 

^  CsTlyle  irrived  in  Edinburgh  on  Thursday  evening,  ihe  stb 
ofjanuiry. 
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and  everything;  how  your  health  is;  what  you  do 
or  think  in  this  wild  lurious  weather ;  and  whether 
you  still  love  me,  or  have  at  length  opened  your 
ear  to  Prudence,  and  determined  on  expelling  me 
from  my  Elysian  haven  la  your  breast,  to  go  and 
seek  shelter  in  some  meaner  harbour.  If  you  do, 
you  little  Gypsy,  I  will  —  die?  —  no,  not  die;  but 
come  and  raise  such  a  hurricane  of  tempestuous 
eloquence  about  your  ears^  that  you  shall  be  glad 
to  let  me  in  again  for  peace's  sake.  So  mind  never 
once  to  chink  of  it. 

After  all,  are  you  got  well  again,  and  cheerful  or 
at  least  composed  in  spirits?  Alas,  my  poor  Jane! 
that  she  should  have  to  battle  with  the  dire  fiends 
of  Fain,  and  bend  her  neck  to  their  crushing  influ- 
ences !  But  it  shall  not  always  be  so :  when  wc  get 
together  into  our  "  cight-day-clock  "  routine,  both 
of^us  will  be  happy  and  active  and  altvf  like  the 
other  children  or  men.  O  !  that  w^rc  existence ;  a 
new  birth  into  a  freer  and  brighter  world,  of  which 
this  is  but  the  dull  proscenium!  Would  that  the 
days  were  here;  wou!d  that  we  had  patience  to 
struggle  for  the  hastening  of  them  or  to  wait  for 
their  arrival. 

But  when  am  I  to  sec  you?  1  do  not  wish  to 
visit  Haddington  in  the  present  aspect  of  affairs;  I 
should  give  little  pleasure  and  get  little.  Ycc  ic 
does  seem  hard  that  I  cannot  see  my  own  little 
kind-hearted  H^eibchen,  and  she  within  two  hours* 
travel  of  me.  It  is  very  hard.  Nevertheless  I  will 
not  aggravate  your  share  of  the  evil  by  loading  you 
with  mine.  Do  even  as  it  shall  seem  thee  good, 
my  own  Darling;  and  I  shall  be  ready  to  obey. 
Jack  says  you  told  him  you  would  be  in  Edinburgh 
shortly  after  the  Newyear  began.    It  is  begun  now. 

vot.  u—  M 
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This  Book  Undine '  is  worth  little  to  you ;  yet  I 
will  wish  you  to  read  it  and  tell  me  honestly  what 
you  think  of  it,  for  T  have  some  purpose  of  intro- 
ducing it  into  our  Collection,  as  a  specimen  of  hit 
Baronship.  Scarcely  half  of  the  Tale  is  there,  but 
if  you  care  for  it,  I  will  send  the  whole  when  you 
return  this.  Or  if  you  arc  engaged  otherwise,  or 
unable  or  disinclined  for  the  task,  throw  this  linscy- 
wolscy  volume  on  the  shclf^  and  think  that  it  has 
already  done  sufficient  duty,  by  officiating  as  the 
messenger  between  two  such  worthy  souls  as  you 
and  your  future  Helper.  I  know  not  how  it  is; 
but  I  fen.r  you  are  not  well ;  and  I  shall  long  to  hear 
from  you,  and  speak  to  you ;  for  tho'  these  sus- 
picions may  be  light  as  wind,  they  have  a  weight  in 
the  imagination  which  no  logic  can  take  from  them. 
Therefore  be  kind  to  Undine,  and  write  to  me  as 
she  bids  you. 

I  have  also  sent  you  Mrs.  Straehey's  Letter,  the 
naiwli  of  which  may  amuse  you,  the  truth  and  fer- 
vent simplicity  of  which  would  interest  you  if  you 
knew  the  writer.  Do  you  really  think  I  love  that 
lady  much  more  than  I  love  you  ?  That  were  a 
joke  Indeed ! 

The  Printers  are  at  work  tod.^y  i  I  will  send  you 
a  copy  of  the  first  sheet  whenever  it  is  thrown  off, 
— perhaps  towards  the  end  of  next  week.  Tait,  the 
Bookseller,  is  writing  to  Germany  for  more  matter: 
I  expect  to  be  very  busy  for  the  next  three  months. 
I  pray  Heaven  the  thing  were  off  my  hands;  for  it 
is  a  sorry  piece  of  work  at  the  best,  and  written 
nearly  altogether  for  the  "  lucre  of  gain." 

Will  you  write  to  my  Mother?     She  wishes  it 

*  By  Btroo  de  li  Mone  Fouque.  "Undine"  wu  published 
ia  1 8 1 1,  ind  U  very  generally  conudcred  the  author's  nuitcerficce. 


Ill  you  write  to  me  "very  instant 
and  love  me  all  the  days  of  your  life?     I  am  too 
^.ong  here,  for  the  hour  is  come.     God  bless  you, 
meia  Htnemkind!    I  am  yours  forever, 

T.  Carlvle. 


Jack,  who  is  living  with  me  here,  sends  his  kindest 
[itgards :  it  seems  he  has  written  to  you  already. 


Letter  146 
T.  Carlyle  to  Miss  Welsh,  Haddington 

il,  SilUbury  Street,  Saluniay,  '  I4  Januaiy,  1816.* 


I' 

H  Best  and  Dearest,  —  I  have  literally  only  two 
Hor  three  minutes,  which  I  can  abstract  from  a  host 
"of  stupid  and  perplexing  avocationa  that  beset  me ; 

knevertnelcss  your  looking  westward  this  day  shall 
not  be  utterly  in  vain ;  I  will  send  you  three  lines 
to  say  that  I  am  still  alive,  and  still  yours,  and  you 
ittill  mine,  forever  and  ever.  Oh  my  kind  Jane! 
"Why  cannot  I  fly  to  yourself  and  tell  you  this  I 
And  clasp  you  in  my  arms,  and  swear  that  nothing 
^^arthly  or  unearthly  shall  ever  divide  us!  But  it 
■3s  vain  "to  kick  against  the  pricks":  let  mc  be 

patient. 

^^    1  knew  you  would  write  to  me  on   Monday,  and 

Hi  was  not  disappointed.     Your  Letter'  was  handed 

in  10  mc  in  the  evening,  along  with  one  from  Mrs. 

Montagu,  which    had    picked    It    up    by    the    way. 

■Do  you  think  I  was  such  a  fool  as  to  read  yours 

frsi?     What  will  you  wager  that  I  was?     I  send 

|fou  the  "  noble  lady's"  Letter,  for  your  recreadon, 

'  This  Le(tcr  hi*  not  beoi  prewrrcd. 
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and  to  quicken  you  in  her  service,  in  which  it  would 
ippcar  you  are  at  present  behind-hand.  Nothing 
can  bring  her  out  of  the  ideal :  she  is  a  bom 
Diehterinn. 

I  also  send  you  the  first  two  sheets  of  that  Boole, 
which  is  giving  mc  such  trouble:  I  wish  to  Heaven 
it  were  off"  my  hands;  for  there  is  much  more  cry 
than  wool  in  the  whole  aiFair.  I  walked  yesterday 
from  eleven  o'clock  till  four,  seeking  books  and 
men  to  expedite  the  concern ;  the  Bibliopoliat 
himself,  a  Turk-in -grain,  being  also  very  stupid, 
and  inexpert  in  devising  ways  and  means,  tho' 
willing,  poor  profit-and-loss  unit,  to  do  the  best 
he  can.  The  second  sheet  ts  full  of  blunders, 
never  having  got  the  smallest  correction  since  it 
went  to  press,  or  rather  since  it  was  shoved  into 
my  drawer  with  its  fellows,  some  night  in  October 
at  home. 

You  arc  not  to  be  here  till  next  month,  and  I 
must  not  think  of  coming  out  to  see  you?  Good 
Heavens!  1  must  leave  Town  in  a  few  days ;  by 
the  middle  of  next  month  I  expca  to  be  sitting  at 
my  own  fireside  in  Annandalc,  eighty  good  mdes 
from  Edinburgh!  Hard!  It  is  unspeakable! 
When  I  think  of  it  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to 
drop  a  bitter  tear,  a  tear  of  indignant  sorrow  at  the 
perverseness  of  things.  Are  you  not  mine,  my 
own  chosen  only  Darling  of  my  soul?  And  I 
roust  not  sec  you?  Must  not — Peace!  Peace! 
Where  is  the  use  of  brawling:  wc  ctinnot  help  it.and 
must  teach  ourselves  to  bend  to  it  submissively. 
I  could  walk  to  Haddington  to  sec  you  for  ten 
minutes.  But  I  yield  implicitly  and  trustfully  to 
your  arrangements:  I  know  your  feeling  on  the 
subject  is  Tike  my  own.     So  God  bless  you  my 
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best-beloved !  Tho'  I  cannot  see  you,  none  can 
hinder  me  from  chinking  of  you,  and  anticipating 
the  day  when  we  shall  no  more  be  separated.  O 
why  did  you  join  yourself  with  me?  I  declare  I 
could  somedmcs  weep  for  you;  tho'  I  love  you 
as  my  own  soul. 

The  day  oi  my  departure  is  not  fixed  yet ;  but 
I  have  already  been  too  long  here.  The  last 
sound  sleep  I  got  was  In  my  own  bed  at  Hoddam 
Hill :  three  months  of  Edinbui^h  lodgings  would 
drive  mc  to  the  verge  of  the  cnurchyard.  These 
are  things  not  to  be  sighed  over,  but  to  be  remedied- 
What  do  you  think  I  am  meditating  ?  To  rent 
me  a  cottage  in  the  middle  of  a  walled  garden,  if 
1  can  find  one,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  this  City, 
and  —  bring  my  Sisters  Mary  and  Jane  to  keep  it 
for  me!  If  they  do  not  get  Shawbrae,  I  shall  have 
a  house  to  provide  at  anyratc :  for  tho'  I  should 
live  in  a  place  no  bigger  or  better  than  a  hencoop, 
it  shall  be  my  awn  from  the  threshold  to  the  roof- 
trcc,  and  the  curse  of  the  abomination  of  tumult 
and  smoke  shall  be  shut  out  from  it.  Or  would 
you  —  ? — But  no!  You  shall  not:  I  love  you, 
and  will  not  make  you  miserable. 

Professor  Leslie  has  another  plan.  This  tun- 
bellied  Philosopher  met  me  on  the  North-bridge 
the  other  day,  and  wished  mc  in  the  first  place  to 
write  a  Prize  Essay  on  Comets  for  a  gold  medal 
and  fifty  guineas,  which  he  had  got  to  dispose  of 
in  that  way ;  a  thing  which  I  signifiied  was  a  good 
way  from  my  thoughts  at  that  date:  and  in  the 
second  place  to  go  to  Munich  (in  Bavaria)  with 
a  German  Potentate,  who  wishes  to  be  instructed 
tn  English  Literature  and  Science,  and  is  a  courder 
and  apparently  *'a  very  good  kind  of  a  man."     On 
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this  subject,  I  told  the  Mathematician,  I  was  rcady^ 
to  talk  further,  if  the  German  Potentate  inclined, 
and  give  him  my  decision  when  I  heard  his  terms. 
Since  then  1  have  heard  nothing ;  and  very  prob- 
ably shall  never  hear  anything.  At  all  events  I 
durst  bet  a  thousand  to  one  that  1  should  nof  go 
and  teach  this  German  Potentate  English  Literature 
and  Science.  Wc  must  tah  up  house,  Jane,  at  no 
distant  date  in  some  way  or  other ! 

Will  you  write  again  on  Monday  at  great  very 
great  length :  I  will  send  you  another  Letter  before 
1  leave  this  City,  be  that  when  it  may.  Indeed  I 
have  still  many  things  to  do ;  biographical  notices 
to  collect  from  the  Advocates'  Library,  books  to 
gather,  arrangements  to  complete.  I  would  they 
were  over  and  I  home.  The  printing  will  proceed 
as  at  present;  and  fresh  books  arc  written  for  from 
Leipzig.  Write  to  me  my  Darling;  I  have  no 
friend  but  thee.  Write  alt  that  is  in  thy  true  heart. 
I  am  forever  thine, 

T.  Carlvle. 

I  make  no  excuse  for  this  coarsest  of  Letters.     Its 

appearance  makes  its  apology;  and  I  know  well  it 
mil  be  welcome  where  it  is  going.     On  Monday  ! 


Letter  147 
Mist  Welsh  to  T.  CarlyU,  Edinburgh 

Haddimcton,  Sunday,  M  ;  January,  I  826.* 

My  Dearest,  —  The  announcement  contained 
in  your  last  Letter  bewildered  my  intellect  to  such 
A  degree  that  I  should   hardly,   I   believe,  have 
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minded  the  injunction  to  write  on  Monday,  were  it 
not  that  I  want  your  immediate  counsel  on  a  no  leas 
importiint  subject  than  the  affair  of  Shawbrac.  .  .  .* 
Last  night  I  had  serious  thoughts  of  setting  out 
for  Edinburgh  forthwith,  in  spite  of  all  and  sundry 
objecdons.  I  felt  as  if  it  would  do  mc  a  world  of 
good  just  to  fall  upon  your  neck  and  weep,  and 
tell  you  once  more  what  I  have  told  you  so  often 
already,  that  you  arc  dearer  to  me  than  aught  on 
earth.  But  it  must  not  be!  Things  are  bad 
enough  already;  I  must  not  make  them  worse,  II  1 
can  Help  it.  And  you  will  return  ere  long  to  take 
up  house,  with  Mary  and  Jtine,  in  the  middle  of  a 
walled  garden?  Indeed  you  will  do  no  such  thing; 
for  this  project  you  will  find,  on  reflection,  to  be 
none  of  the  wisest.  The  Bavaria  one  pleases  me 
just  as  little,  unless  the  German  Potentate  would 
find  room  in  his  establishment  for  me  also.  Other- 
wise, you  may  tell  Mr.  Leslie,  if  he  says  any  more 
on  the  subject,  that  you  have  got  a  Wife  to  take 
care  of  at  nome.  Meanwhile  she  must  take  care 
of  herself,  and  close  her  Letter,  short  as  it  is,  and 
go  to  bed,  for  her  bead  is  aching  beyond  all  bearing, 
God  bless  you.  I  will  write  at  very  great  length 
some  other  time. 

I  am  forever  yours, 

Jane  B.  Welsh. 

My  kind  love  to  John.  The  Schoolmaster  affair 
is  looking  rather  more  promising  again.  Lord 
Wemyss,  to  save  his  conscience,  is  not  to  vote  at 
all;  and  there  is  some  hope  that  Mr.  Fletcher  wiU 
either  do  the  same,  or  vote  as  we  wish. 


^  Atout  SHavvbneoisitKd, 
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Letter  148 
T,  Cartyle  to  Miss  Welsh^  HaJditigton 
II,  S*usBUKr  SnitFT.  Turadijr,  *ij  Jinuiry.  l8a6.' 

Mt  Dearest,  —  Your  Letter  of  yesterday  threw 
me,  for  some  minutes,  into  no  small  perplexity. 
[Here  follow  two  pages  or    so,  about  the    farm  of 
Shauibrtte,^ 

I  make  no  excuses  and  feel  no  "shame"  for 
troubling  you  in  this  way :  I  can  hardly  even 
"  regret*  that  you  are  getting  so  many  stupid  com- 
missions on  my  account.  For  it  is  on  my  account; 
and  i  am  yours,  and  you  are  ray  little  Brauuhen, 
and  a  part  of  myself,  and  1  love  you  ■ —  very 
considerably. 

The  plan  of  taking  up  house  in  the  vicinity  of 
Edinburgh  has  not  left  mc,  nor  does  it  seem  so 
fcMsIish  as  you  appear  to  think  it.  I  must  and  will 
have  shelter  from  the  horrors  of  Edinburgh  lodg- 
ings; aud  unless  my  scale  of  expenses  be  graduated 
on  the  minutest  principle,  I  am  like  to  find  it  in  an 
Edinbui^h  jaiL  Can  you  suffer  poverty  ?  Do  you 
know  what  it  means?  It  is  a  word  01  three  sylla- 
bles, easily  written,  and  looks  romantic  when 
spoken  by  the  side  of  household  love.  Alas!  alas! 
the  bearing  of  it  is  a  dilFerent  matter.  For  myself 
I  am  happy,  and  rich  in  the  midst  of  it;  but  you, 
my  poor  Jane,  would  die  before  you  learned  this 
wisdom  as  I  have  had  to  learn  it.  There  arc  many 
miracles  in  this  world  :  but  for  a  woman  to  descend 
from  superfluity '  to  live  with  a  sick  ill-natured  man 

*  There  mighi  hire  be«n  superfluiiy  (in  ■  rutricieiJ  leate'),  k*d 
Di.  WeUh  lived  and  prgipcrcd ;  but  u  it  wu  Oiae  wu  rol  need 
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in  poverty,  and  not  in  wretchedness,  would  be  the 
greatest  miracle  of  all.  But  I  will  tell  you  about 
this  at  Urge  some  other  day.  For  the  present  it  is 
but  diverting  you  frora  your  appointment.  Tomor- 
row I  expect  to  hear.  Rich  or  poor,  uck  or  well, 
you  have  me  altc^ther  and  forever. 
^H  T.  Carlyle. 

f  The  Pedagogue  Johnstone  will  prosper  after  all. 

I  Long  life  to  you  my  kind  Ariel,  for  such  you  are  in 

^^     spite  of  Fate! 

I         wl 


Letter  149 
T.  Carlyle  to  Mist   Welsh,  Haddington 

Edinbubch,  sinJiDuary,  i8>6. 


LiEBSTE!)  Weibchen,  —  I  cannot  but  regret  that 
you  have  had  such  a  poor  pennyworth  in  me  of 
late :  1  have  never  had  it  in  my  power  to  write  to 
you  with  the  smallest  portion  of  deliberation ;  and 
what  I  have  written,  in  the  midst  of  bustle  and  per- 
plexity, has  been  nothing  but  a  series  of  commis- 
sions involving  you  in  toil  and  trouble.  My  good 
kind  Jane  !  Ido  wonderat  your  patience  and  long- 
suffering;  at  the  unwearied  love  and  helpfulness 
with  which  you  meet  me  in  all  the  purposes  that  it 
enters  into  my  heart  to  imagine,  I  have  not  found 
such  Faith ;  no  not  in  Israel,  But  It  shall  all  be 
rewarded,  if  Fortune  be  not  too  hard  a  Mistress,  and 

for  economy  \n  Mn.  Wel9h'»  hauschuM  maRagcmcni.  CatlylCt  if 
he  thought  of  ihe  mutter  K  *I!,  iKemt  to  have  been  unaware  ot'  Mr». 
Welsh')  tliScultiet  in  making  eotU  matt,  \a  ker  altered  drcum- 
ibuicca. 
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my  life  more  implicated  and  perverse  than  I  have 
reason  to  expect.  O  Jane  !  1  will  love  dice  as  thou 
wcrt  never  loved:  1  feel  it  in  my  secret  heart  that 
tKou  art  dear  to  me  be^'ond  the  utterance  of  words, 
that  we  are  bound  together  by  invisible  tics,  and 
cords  of  inmost  affection  stronger  than  the  arrows 
of  Death  !  No,  Liehchertf  there  is  nothing  that 
shall  part  us :  for  thou  lovcst  mc,  and  thou  art 
worthy  the  devotion  of  an  undivided  soul,  and  there 
is  a  soul  which  shall  yet  be  thine  inatl  icscntircncss. 

Monday  (23). — So  far  had  I  written  on  Satur- 
day-afternoon, in  the  full  faith  that  my  words  would 
reach  your  car  that  night,  when  a  "Curious  Im- 
pertinent" knocked  at  my  door,  and  fiivoured  me 
with  a  transition  into  quite  a  new  set  of  ideas.  I 
was  still  in  hope  that  1  might  get  the  man  despatched 
in  dme ;  but  just  as  the  ceremony  was  concluding, 
who  should  enter  but  your  famous  Pedagogue 
James  Johnstone  from  Broughty  Ferry  !  Of  course 
all  thought  of  writing  was  banished  for  the  day ; 
and  it  is  not  till  this  moment,  such  has  been  the 
empty  bustle  round  mc,  that  I  have  got  an  hour's 
composure  to  conclude  my  Letter.  James  is  off  to 
Haddington,  to  drink  tea  with  you  this  evening  1 
Hct  not  /  /  My  heart  is  rather  sad  ;  but  wc  shall 
sav  no  more  of  it. 

I  meant  to  tell  you  that  your  punctuality  in  the 
affair  of  Major  Crichton  was  not  in  vain :  .  .  .  I 
owe  you  much  for  the  spirit  of  devotedncss  which 
you  have  shown  me  in  this  small  concern  !  the  Duke 
has  no  farm  or  class  of  farms  in  his  possession  which 
1  would  accept  in  exchange  for  my  glorious  lordship 
in  your  bosom;  he  has  not,  and  will  never  have,  so 
precious  an  inheritance,  tho'  all  his  manors  were 
enlarged  a  thousandfold.     O  Jane,  why  do  1  tma- 
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mur  at  my  Dcsdny  !  It  is  no  girl's-fondness  that 
irradiates  my  path  with  false  and  transient  splendour: 
it  is  the  calm  deliberate  love  of  2  noble-minded 
woman  that  has  given  her  generous  self  to  mc  with- 
out reserve,  the  influences  of  whose  fair  spirit  shine 
over  my  life  with  the  warmth  and  light  of  a 
mild  May  Sun.  And  I  complain,  and  call  my- 
self unhappy!  Shame  on  me  for  a  discontented 
misanthrope  1 

On  the  whole  I  do  not  mean  to  weep  much  more 
over  you ;  but  to  try  what  (  can  do  to  help  you, 
and  make  the  most  for  you,  of  your  bad  bat^ain. 
I  feci  more  and  more  the  need  for  both  of  us  of  being 
mingled  with  thccurrcntof  human  business  :  ofbcing 
united  in  the  eye  of  God  and  man,  and  beginning 
a  new  life  in  each  other's  arms.  Who  knows  but 
by  this  time  twelvemonth  wc  may  be  married ! 
Married!  —  and  Jane  shall  be  mine,  and  I  shall  be 
hers  and  not  another's, '  and  the  soft  breath  of 
wedded  love  shall  shed  its  balm  over  US|  and  re- 
fresh the  thirsty  desert  o(  existence  into  fragrance 
and  verdure  as  of  Heaven  !  My  kind  little  Toth- 
Urchen  !  And  you  will  scold  me>  and  quarrel  with 
me,  and  then  kiss  me  into  peace ;  and  be  my  true 
Wife,  and  attend  me  in  my  pilgrimage  thro'  height 
and  depth,  and  take  poverty  with  mc,  before  wealth 
and  honour  with  another!  But  is  it  really  so? 
Or  is  it  only  opposition  that  excites  you,  that  you 
[think]  a  union  with  nie  precious  because  it  seems 
atfTicult  of  attainment  ?  If  I  were  to  become  happy 
and  a  Seladon,  would  you  become  a  coy  Phiflis? 

*  "Him  had  i  chosen  from  all  oihen, 
f  W\i  would  I  be,  snd  not  mother's; 

Tome  hi*  low  wMftll  in  all." 

*•  Meuter'i  Appreniicethip,"  Bk.  ri. 
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Indeed  you  would  not:  you  arc  mine  thro'  good 
report  and  bad  report ;  and  you  have  loved  me  with 
a  noble  trust,  which  might  make  you  worthy  of  the 
best  on  Earth,  and  which  my  poor  fortunes  cannot 
diminish  or  increase. 

But  I  must  descend  from  the  heights  of  sentiment 
Into  the  level  of  sense,  and  tell  you  what  I  mean  to 
do  for  realizing  all  these  glories.  Something  1  must 
and  will  do  ;  and  that  without  undue  loitenng.  Of 
late  I  have  been  meditating  more  intently  than  ever 
the  project  of  that  Literary  Newspaper.  Brewster 
is  still  full  of  if,  so  is  the  Bookseller  Tait :  1  myself 
think  it  would  pay  well,  but  the  labour  is  tremen- 
dous. Brewster,  it  seems,  had  engaged  Lockhart  to 
take  a  third  share  in  it  along  with  him  and  me  ;  in 
which  case,  I  should  have  closed  with  the  proposal 
without  hesitation.  Now  Lockhart's  preferment' 
has  overturned  all  that,  and  the  matter  rests  where 
it  was.  I  view  it  with  wavering  feelings,  in  which 
on  the  whole  hope  and  desire  predominate.  As  to 
the  nature  of  the  business,  it  may  be  honourable  or 
base  according  to  the  nature  of  its  accomplishment. 
Did  not  the  great  Schlegcl  edit  a  Literary  News- 
paper at  Jena?  Did  not  Wicland  and  Schiller  at 
Weimar?  By  and  by  the  business  would  get 
tighter,  and  I  should  get  help  in  carrying  it  on,  and 
find  leisure  for  more  permanent  and  weighty  under- 
takings. Brewster  would  have  it  begun  at  Whit- 
sunday or  next  November:  in  either  case  I  should 
have  to  live  in  this  vicinity,  in  my  own  hired  house. 
Twice  have  I  actually  been  out  spying  the  aspects 
of  the  country;  it  is  not  an  hour  since  I  returned 
from  Morningside,  where  there  arc  houses  in  plenty 
of  every  quality.     My   plan  would  be  to  take  a 

*  See  tmti,  Leiier  141. 
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small  one;  bring  in  Mary  stud  Jane  to  keep  it  for 
me,  till  I  saw  tne  promise  of  our  enterprise,  and 

then  bring  in it  she  would  come  I     Would  she  ? 

How  do  you  like  this  form  of  action  ?  Give  mc  all 
your  criticisms  without  stint  or  reservarion.  It  is 
right  that  wc  should  both  be  satisfied,  for  it  is 
strictly  an  affair  of  the  Common-wtal.  Poor  old 
Common-weal !  It  is  pity  that  it  should  not  flourish 
better  :  but  we  will  manage  it  and  force  it  to  flourish. 

At  present  I  am  sicker  than  usual,  and  must  not 
think  of  staying  here.  Will  you  write  to  me,  before 
I  go,  ein  langes  und  bretles  ?  I  talk  of  setting  off" 
on  Thursday-morning:  perhaps  it  may  be  Friday; 
for  I  should  like  to  see  the  teriiiiDtttion  of  the 
Schoolmaster  concern  before  I  went.  Honest  James 
must  surely  prosper :  he  is  grown  five  years  older 
since  I  saw  him  last  Spring;  for  "care  sits  on  his 
faded  cheek,"  and  the  world  is  to  him  a  fremmt 
[strange,  foreign]  abode.  Write  largely  in  the  in- 
terim, if  you  have  any  time;  if  not  I  shall  be  patient 
as  possible.  Have  you  written  to  my  Mother  at 
the  Hill?  In  your  own  good  time.  AHck  sent 
me  some  kind  thanks  to  you,  the  terms  of  which  I 
have  forgot,  the  spirit  of  them  you  can  easily 
figure. 

The  other  day  I  was  walking  along  Princes  Street 
in  company  with  Dr.  Brewster,  and  saw  Eliza  Stod- 
art's  kind  face  as  she  was  turning  up  a  cross  street. 
She  evidently  noticed  me,  and  was  pointing  mc  out  to 
another  young  lady  who  was  holdmg  by  her  arm.  I 
turned  away  my  eyes;  for  the  pressure  of  etiquette 
was  too  heavy  for  me  to  bear.  Tell  Eliza  that  I 
saluted  her  In  my  heart,  and  wished  her  all  good 
things ;  and  if  you  like  you  may  give  her  a  kiss  in 
my  name,  and  I  will  pay  you  at  the  rate  of  two 
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thousand  per  cent  on  sight    This  is  a  ^r  trade  is 
it  not? 

My  sheet  is  done,  and  the  hour  of  four  is  just  at 
hand.  Tonight  I  have  to  write  to  Goethe,  and 
send  him  the  copy  of  Sckilkr  by  a  person  that  is  go- 
ing to  London.  Therefore  I  must  on  all  accounts 
have  done.  —  There  is  nothing  but  bankruptcy  going 
on  here.  Constable  the  huge  Bookseller  has  failed  ; 
then  Ballantyne  (my  present  Printer);  and  today 
Sir  Walter  Scott.  Sir  Walter  was  deeply  involved 
with  both :  his  debt  is  said  to  be  ^60,000 ;  and  it 
seems  he  takes  ic  heavily  to  heart ;  is  fallen  sick  and 
gone  to  bed  and  refuses  to  be  comforted.  O  euros 
hominum  f  O  quantum  est  in  rebus  inane /^  [O 
cares  of  men !  O  what  emptiness  there  is  in  human 
affairs!]  Now,  write  like  a  good  lassie,  and  "tell 
us  all  you  know."* 

Are  you  got  well  again  ?  Or  is  the  headache  still 
perplexing  you.  I  shall  never  forgive  myself  if  I 
have  made  you  worse.  But  you  must  and  shall  get 
well ;  for  you  are  mine,  and  I  would  not  give  you 
for  the  Universe.     God  keep  us  both  ! 

I  am  yours  forever  and  ever, 

T.  Carlyle. 


Letter  150 
Mils  WtUh  to  r.  Carlylt,  EJinhur^h 

'HADDUtcrgx,  >5ih  Jinuxry,  1836.* 

Here  are  Letters 'for  your  Mother  and  Jane,  but 
none,  my  Beloved,  for  you.     Your  last  deserves  a 

'  Psurai,  "Sat.,"  !,  1. 
'  See  Appendix  A,  No.  tl. 

'  One  of  these  (to  Cirlj-le'i  mother)  »  prinud  in  the  "  New 
Lenert  and  MemoHiIt."  i.  14.. 
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fuller  and  more  deliberate  answer  than  I  have  yet  had 
leisure  to  give  it,  as  for  some  days  and  nights  past  I 
have  been  wholly  occupied  about  the  momentous  dee- 
Hon;  and  this  morning  1  feel  spiritless  and  worn  out 
to  the  last  degree,  much  more  inclined  to  sleep  than 
CO  write.  But  you  shall  have  a  long  Letter  from  me 
presently,  at  the  Hill.  In  the  meantime,  taking  it 
for  granted  that  you  have  not  left  Edinbui^h,'  I 
send  the  rest  of  my  commands  for  Annandalc,  which 
in  the  bustle  of  yesterday  I  was  prevented  from  get- 
ting readv  to  go  along  with  James  Johnstone.  He 
is  a  wonky  creature  that,  as  ever  I  saw,  but  O,  far 
too  nervous  for  this  world !  He  had  nearly  given 
up  the  ghost  under  the  operations  of  examination. 
The  hard  and  stony  hearts  of  all  present  were  melted 
at  his  state. 

Carry  my  most  affectionate  regards  to  all  your 
people,  and  a  Sister's  Iciss  to  my  dear  Child.  Say 
to  Alick,  that  if  good  wishes  were  farms,  he  would 
not  be  long  without  one.  —  P'arewell,  my  own 
Brother,  or  Husband,  If  you  hke  that  better.  I 
live  in  the  hope  of  your  speedy  return,  when  per- 
haps you  will  nnd  things  wearing  a  more  prosperous 
aspect.  Yesterday  when  1  was  packing  up  your 
Mother's  caps,  my  Mother  with  a  sort  of  half-kind 
air,  brought  me  a  little  handkerchief  and  said,  "  You 
may  put  in  that,  if  you  choose,  for  Jane."  You 
may  oelicve  I  thanked  her  with  all  my  heart  for 
this  small  mercy,  and  hailed  it  as  an  indication  of 
returning  coodhumour,  with  great  joy.  —  Oh  yes, 
Love,  all  will  come  right  in  process  of  time; — only 
I  am  afraid  wc  shall  die  in  the  interim.  —  God  btcss 

1  C*l\y\K  Ua  E<linbursh  for  Hojaun  Hill  on  Friday,  a7lb  of 
Juoary. 
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you,  at  all  events.    Expect  to  hear  from  me  very 
soon. 

Yours  wholly  and  forever, 

Jane  Welsh. 


Litter  151 

MisJ  Welsh  to    T.  CarljU,  He^dam  HW 

Haodincton,  Tuctda)',  *  31  Jiniury,  l8a6.' 
[Pott-mark,  i  Feb.  '36.] 

Mv  Dearest,  —  You  are  now,  I  suppose,  sitting 
in  peace  and  quietness  within  your  own  four  walls, 
waiting  patiently  for  the  promised  long  broad  Letter 
that  became  due  to  you  last  week.  And  far  be  it 
from  me  to  disappoint  you  in  any  such  most  reason- 
able expectation,  particularly  since  two  nights  of 
sound  sleep  have  left  me  no  sort  of  apology  for  a 
longer  delay. 

I  declare  I  hardly  know  whether  to  laugh  or  to 
weep  over  this  last  act  of  our  drajna;  it  appears  al- 
together so  tragi-comic,  now  that  one  has  leisure  to 
thmk.  Ever  since  our  sorrowful  parting  upon  the 
highway,'  I  had  looked  forward  to  your  arrival  in 
Edinburgh  as  the  next  epoch  of  hope;  and  not 
doubting  but  1  should  find  you  there  any  time  for 
a  month,  graciously  accepted  an  invitarion  from  the 
hatefullest  family  of  my  acquaintance.  All  for 
nothing,  since  the  prospect  of  meeting  you  is  van- 
ished fikc  unto  Adonis's  Gardens,  and  the  "wine 
of  wormwood"  remains  to  be  swallowed  undisgiiised 
by  any  morsel  of  sweet.     To  complete  the  business, 

'  Nor  Tcmpland, — Sec  mu,  Lcttc;  1 38. 
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nosooner  art  eighty  good  miles  betwixt  us  than  my 
Mother  becomes  the  very  best,  rcasonablest  Mother 
alive.  The  little  present  to  Jane,  and  her  great 
kindness  to  James  Johnstone,  had  already  led  me 
to  prognosticate  fair  weather  ;  but  now  1  am  actually 
basking  in  the  April  sunshine  of  her  smiles, —  a 
change  wondcrfiilly  refreshing  after  the  tremendous 
phenomena  that  preceded  it.  Last  night  we  were 
positively  confidential.  She  was  inveighing  against 
riaddington,  and  asked  me  flatly  if  I  should  have 
any  objection  to  leave  it.  None,  I  told  her;  I  had 
already  been  here  too  lonff.  She  then  questioned 
mc  about  where  I  should  like  best  to  fix  my  abode; 
and  this  called  forth  a  fp<e(h  the  longest,  I  think,  I 
ever  made  in  my  life.  All  places,  I  told  her,  were 
alike  intiifFcrent  to  me,  so  long  as  jrcu  had  no  settled 
habitation.  Wherefore  she  need  have  no  sort  of 
scruple  about  pleasing  herself,  and  taking  up  house, 
as  she  wished,  in  Dumfriesshire:'  only  in  case  of 
your  settling  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Edinburgh,  as 
you  were  at  present  half-determined,  and  being 
some  way  enabled  by  the  blessing  of  Heaven  to 
make  a  livelihood  for  two,  it  would  not  be  worth 
while  perhaps  that  we  should  make  any  intermediate 
change.  "  I  say  tve"  I  added,  "  because  whereso- 
ever it  is  appointed  mc  to  live,  you  cannot  surely  in- 
tend we  should  ever  live  asunder."  At  this  she 
burst  into  tears,  and  exclaimed,  throwing  her  arms 
about  my  neck,  "  why  have  you  never  said  as  much 
before?"  Our  dialogue  was  long  and  interesting; 
the  resultof  it  a  prospectus  fora  "Joint-stock  Com- 
pany "  such  as  it  hath  never  yet  entered  man's  heart 
to  conceive,  and  which  I  hereby  submit  to  you  for 

'  At  Tctnpland,    with   her   ag<d   falher   and    inntlid   tiittr, 
Junnie  Weljh. 

\OL.  II  —  I  ^ 
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your  mature  deliberation  as  a  party  concerned.  Hi 
bien  I  You  are  to  hire  the  said  nice  little  houses  by 
all  manner  of  means,  ^x\^  next  November  '  we  are  to 
—  hire  one  within  some  dozen  vards  of  it ! !  so  that 
we  may  all  live  together  like  one  Family  until  such 
time  as  we  are  married^  and  after  {sk^  1  had 
infinite  trouble  in  bringing  my  Mother  to  give  car 
to  this  magnificent  project.  She  was  clear  Tor  giv- 
ing up  fortune,  house-gear,  everything  to  you  and 
I  [w],  and  going  to  live  with  my  poor  old  Grand- 
father at  Templand;  but  my  arguments,  prayers, 
tears  and  kisses  at  length  got  a  promise  from  her 
that  she  would  do  exactly  as  I  pleased.  And  my 
pleasure  is  to  live  with  you  in  poverty  all  the  days 
of  my  life  sooner  than  encroach  in  the  smallest 
degree  on  her  independence.  No  I  God  forbid ! 
what  sort  of  happiness  could  I  expect,  even  in 
your  arms,  were  I  conscious  of  having  failed  in  the 
first  duty  of  my  life  ?  Whatever  comes  of  it,  then, 
my  Mother  must  keep  my  fortune,  or  else  she  must 
keep  myself.  But  how  do  you  relish  my  plan  ? 
Should  you  not  like  to  have  such  agreeable  neigh- 
bours ?  We  would  walk  together  every  day,  and 
you  would  come  and  take  tea  with  us  at  nights.  To 
me  it  seems  as  if  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven  were  at 
hand. 

As  for  the  Literary  Newspaper,  so  that  it  does 
not  hurt  your  health,  it  is  perhaps  better  than  farm' 
ing  after  all.  One  part  of  your  scheme  however,  I 
cannot  possibly  approve,  which  is,  bringing  in  your 
young  Sisters  to  keep  your  house.  Indeed  my  Dar- 
ling, they  would  make  but  sorrv  housewives,  in  a 
situation  so  new  and  strange;  and  you,  with  all  your 

'  The  j8ih  of  Novemba  ii  one  of  the  iwo  Tcnn-diyi  for 
removifi  in  Scotland, 


THOMAS  CARLYLE 


227 


kindness  and  wisdom,  would  make  a  still  sorrier 
Mother.  Whatever  you  do,  never  think  of  carrying 
ojf  Jane.  She  is  my  child,  and  shall  go  no  such  road, 
till  I  am  there  to  guard  her.  Of  this  you  may  rest  as- 
sured.—  Any  news  ofShawbnte?  Tell  me  presently. 
I  have  not  said  a  hundredth  part  of  v)hat  I  Jotow,  and 
yet  my  paper  is  nearly  filled.  Attribute  my  dulness 
to  partial  intoxication :  I  drink  strong  ale  at  pres- 
ent to  make  me  sleep,  and  it  operates  by  making 
me  in  the  first  place  tipsy.  Write,  write.  My  kind 
love  to  your  Mother  and  all  the  rest.  "  Would  I 
come  ?  "     Certainly  not. 

Yours  auf  ewig, 

Jane  Welsh. 


Letter  152 
T.  Carfylt  to  Miss  Welsh,  fiaMngton 

Hoddun  Hill,  Sunday,  •  ;  Ptbmuy,  1816.* 
[By  Potanirk] 

Mv  Dearest,  —  T  love  you  too  well  to  put  you 
on  exercising  your  patience  for  another  week;  and 
unless  I  write  today,  that  must  inevitably  be  your 
fate.  I  am  busy  as  ever  man  was  at  present;  and 
have  no  hope  of  being  otherwise  for  the  next  four 
months.  1  he  people  have  agreed  on  adding  3 
faurth  volume  to  their  book  ;  the  printers  are  chas- 
ing me  like  greyhounds;  so  from  dawn  dll  dewy 
eve,  and  often  all  rainy  midnight,  I  am  kept  In  a 
perpetual  flurry.  Writing,  riding,  walking  or  smok- 
mg,  there  ts  no  moment  of  my  waking  hours  unoc- 
cupied. This  very  day  I  have  retouched  a  Sketch 
of  La    Mottc    Fouquc,  which    I    expected   to   be 
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dunned  for  tomorrow;  retouched  it,  alas!  in  time 
stolen  from  Divine  Service  ;  and  thro'  virtue  of  the 
same  pious  sacrilege,  1  am  now  writing  to  Miss 
Jane.  In  addition  to  all  this,  the  present  day  is  a 
soUmn  fast  with  me;  not  on  religious,  but  on  diet- 
etic principles:  therefore  you  need  look  for  nothing 
from  me  but  haste,  acerbity  and  Tartareanism. 

The  business  of  Shawbrae  Is  over.  Alick  sent 
off  his  Letter  as  I  directed,  and  next  day,  was  in- 
formed —  that  the  farm  had  been  appointed  to 
another.  .  .  . 

And  now,  my  own  Jane,  accept  anew  my  grati- 
tude, and  that  of  all  my  kindred,  for  your  prompt 
and  warm  kindness :  you  merit  it  and  have  it  the 
more  that  you  have  not  prospered,  chat  you  have 
had  to  encounter  both  the  trouble  and  the  disap- 
pointment. I  am  sure  as  if  I  saw  it,  that  you  feet 
five  hundred  times  more  grief  on  the  occasion  than 
any  other  party  concerned.  In  good  truth,  I  know 
not  myself  whether  it  is  a  loss  or  not.  Alick  was 
all  along  of  opinion  that  they  had  offered  too  much 
rent  for  the  place;  and  the  late  fluctuations  in  the 
market  had  even  considerably  cooled  the  ardour  of 
my  Father  who  is  a  much  more  imaginative  charac- 
ter. All  hands  in  the  long  run  composed  them- 
selves without  effort  to  wish  joy  of  his  prize  to 
the  Agriculturalist  who  has  got  it;  —  a  man  they 
thought  much  better  meriting  to  be  ruined  or  re- 
duced to  straits  than  they.  My  Mother  bids  me 
thank  you,  with  a  tone  of  double  emphasis  in  her 
voice:  she  was  dreadfully  frightened  at  the  Letter 
I  sent,  with  a  hired  messenger  from  the  Post-office, 
and  '*  haste  "  on  the  back  of  it ;  Jack's  approaching 
dissolution  or  yours  or  mine,  or  the  general  over- 
turn of  the  Presbyterian  Establishment  seemed  the 
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teas:  that  it  could  forebode ;  and  when  Jane  and  she, 
the  only  parties  nt  home,  succeeded  in  deciphering 
the  sheet,  and  found  in  it  nothing  but  the  loss  of  a 
paltry  farm,  they  lifted  up  their  voices  in  a  chorus 
of  glad  dcnsion>  valuing  not  only  all  "  the  Duke's 
land"  but  "all  the  land  the  lift  covers,"  at  a 
sum  not  exceeding  the  moderate  charge  of  three 
farthings. 

For  the  rest,  "  hope  springs  eternal  in  the  human 
breast"'  My  Father  is  now  bearing  with  crowded 
sails  on  a  place  called  Scotsbrig;  a  finer  farm  he 
thinks  than  even  Shawbrae,  and  to  be  had  at  a  much 
lower  rent.  Another  Carlyle'  of  this  neighbour^ 
hood,  acquainted  with  the  proprietor  (or  rather  pos- 
sessor of  it ;  for  it  belongs  to  the  mad  Hoggan  of 
Waterside  In  Nithsdalc,  but  debt  excludes  him  for- 
ever from  any  voice  in  the  disposal  of  it)  has  volun- 
teered to  recommend  him,  and  become  his  surety  if 
any  were  required ;  and  all  are  at  present  waidng  for 
the  issue.  There,  if  they  prosper,  it  is  probable 
enough  I  may  spend  the  summer.  And  at  last- 
enough,  and  more  than  enough  of  roe  and  my 
acres! 

You  may  believe  I  heartily  rejoice  in  your  recon- 
ciliation with  your  Mother;  and  pray  that  it  may 
be  permanent  and  cordial.  It  is  so  delightful  a 
thing  to  live  in  unity  with  all  men,  especially  with 
those  near  and  dear  to  us,  that  hardly  any  price  is 
too  high  to  pay  for  it.  It  will  be  your  effort,  I 
doubt  not,  to  profit  by  this  6ur  season,  for  convinc- 

'  Pope'i  "  EiMy  on  Mm,"  Epi*.  I.  95. 

*  J«m«  Carlyle'i  wuiin  Robert,  of  W«i«beek,  "wbo,*'  »y* 
Cirlyle  in  •  Lcner  to  Vw  brother  John,  "ha*  nconini<a<Icd  our 
huibajidmcn  in  the  huidsoinMt  mmner;  niy.  hti  even  *oIunteend 
to  become  their  ctiution  Tot  the  fint  three  ye*n." 
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ing  your  Mother  that  she  docs  you  wrong  in  think- 
ing that  you  do  not  love  her  as  you  ought ;  and  me 
too,  in  thinking  that  I  ever  wish  or  can  wish  to 
abridge  by  one  hair's  breadth  her  right  cither  to  her 
own  fortune  or  to  my  regard.  It  is  a.  pity  that  she 
does  not,  and  never  will,  do  me  even  the  slight 
credit  to  which  1  think  1  can  lay  claim ;  but  it  is 
just  so  much  the  more  pressing!y  my  duty  in  that 
case  to  avoid  the  error  which  I  regret  in  her,  and  to 
suffer  no  poor  selfish  feeling  to  alter  the  calm  esti- 
mate of  my  mind  regarding  her.  My  deliberate 
opinion  is  that  she  will  never  like  me  or  find  any 
pleasure  in  me;  that  it  will  be  her  wisdom  there- 
fore, and  yours  also,  to  keep  me  far  from  her ;  as  it 
will  be  mine  to  endeavour  at  all  times  to  act  and 
feel  towards  her  as  to  the  virtuous,  affectionate, 
honourable-minded,  tho'  with  me  unsympathlsing 
Mother  of  my  Jane.  You  did  right,  stoutly  and 
peremptorily  to  put  an  end  to  all  that  about  surren- 
dering of  houses  and  fortunes  and  so  forth.  I  hope 
wc  shall  hear  no  more  of  that  affair.  Docs  your 
Mother  think  it  possible  that  1  should  not  agree 
with  you  to  the  very  heart  in  that  determination? 
That  if  I  loved  her  I  should  wish  to  interfere  with 
her  comforts  for  the  sake  of  Bank-notes  and  ma- 
hogany furniture,  neither  of  which  1  need  ?  Almaeh- 
tiger  Gotl  /  Or  that  if  I  did  mt  love  her,  I  should 
be  a  whit  nearer  wishing  it  ? 

W  hat  a  bright  project  you  have  formed !  Ma- 
tured in  a  single  night,  like  Jack'j  Bean  in  the 
Nursery  Tale,  and  with  houses  in  it  too!  Ah, 
Jane,  Jane!  I  fear  it  will  never  answer  half  so  well 
in  practice  as  [it]  docs  on  paper.  It  is  impossible 
for  two  households  to  live  as  if  they  were  one; 
doubly  impossible  (if  there  were  d^rees  of  imposai- 
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bility)  in  the  present  circumstances.  I  shall  never 
get  any  enjoyment  of  your  company  till  you  are 
all  my  own.  How  often  have  you  seen  mc  with 
pleasure  in  the  presence  of  others?  How  often 
with  positive  dissatisfaction  ?  For  your  own  sske 
1  should  rejoice  to  learn  that  you  were  settled  in 
Edinburgh  ;  a  scene  much  fitter  for  you  than  your 
present  one  :  but  I  had  rather  that  it  were  with  me 
than  with  any  other.  Are  you  sure  that  the  number 
of  parties  and  formal  visitors  would  be  diminished 
in  number  or  bettered  in  tjuahty,  according  to  the 
present  scheme?  My  very  heart  also  sickens  at 
these  things :  the  moment  I  am  master  of  a  house, 
the  first  use  I  turn  it  to  will  be  to  slam  the  door  of 
ic  on  the  ficc  of  nauseous  intrusions'  of  all  sorts 
which  it  can  exclude ;  my  prospective  cottage 
would  be  calculated  for  different  objects  than  your 
Mother's.  O  the  hardness  and  inductility  of  earthly 
things!  O  the  speed  of  Will  compared  with  that 
of  Power !  Better  to  break  the  leg  of  Will  that 
poor  Power  may  not  lose  sight  of  it  altogether. 
My  Will  for  the  present,  is  crushed  and  fractured 
till  honest  Power  has  even  to  take  it  by  the  arm 
and  lug  it  along.  I  find  myself  wonderflilly  happier. 
These  are  my  first  crude  thoughts  on  the  business: 
if  you  are  smous  in  your  intention,  I  shall  willingly 
resume  them  and  may  perhaps  find  many  things  to 
alter.  After  all  what  is  my  concurrence?  Cannot 
you  settle  in  Edinburgh,  and  I  no  whit  the  wiser  ? 
Do  you  doubt  that  1  should  rejotce  to  see  you 
there,  the'  1  had  you  to  myself  only  for  a  minute 
in  the  week?  Come,  if  your  Mother  will  take 
charge  of  it;  only  let  /jrr,  not  you,  for  fear  of  after- 

'  Carlyle'i    bJognpher    slicred    thii   word    10    "  innuden-" 
Proode'*  "life,"  i.   337. 
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daps.  I  wish  from  my  soul  you  were  out  of  Had- 
dington. I  wish  from  my  soul,  your  hand  were  in 
mine,  and  we  married  in  the  eye  of  Heaven  and 
Earth. — 

Yours  forever. 

T.  Carlvle. 

James  Johnstone  was  staying  with  Jonathan  when 
I  left  Edinburgh  that  Friday,  His  youth  seemed 
to  be  renewed,  even  as  the  Eagle's  age,  by  his  success 
in  that  "  election."  You  ought  to  rejoice  in  the 
good  you  have  done ;  and  I  will  thank  you  as  long 
as  I  live. 

Jane,  I  suppose,  purposes  inditing  a  Letter  to 
your  Mother  for  her  kind  and  much  respected 
present.  I  gave  Jenny  sixpence  as  she  stood  by, 
to  prevent  her  dying  of  hidden  chagrin :  she  is  a 
kind-hearted  litdc  creature,  and  I  could  not  bear 
the  melancholy  patience  of  her  "  eagle  eye."  My 
Mother  "  kens  not  what  to  say  '* :  the  caps  are 
transcendental  caps,  worthy  to  be  worn  by  queens 
or  queen-like  figures,  and  sAe  has  nothing  to  give 
you  for  them  but  hv^,  a  draft  on  the  Bank  of  Faith 
which  I  am  sure  you  will  endorse.  The  darned 
cap,'  it  appears,  is  much  better  for  the  rent. 

Brewster  sends  me  no  tidings  of  his  Newspaper; 
from  which  I  infer  that  he  has  not  succeeded  in 
inducing  Professor  Wilson  to  join  in  the  specula- 
tion, as  he  intended  trying  to  do  when  1  left  him. 
Tant  mieux!    The  Country  is  my  place  in  Summer. 

■  See  "  New  Leiten  *tti  Memorials,"  i.  t6. 
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Letter  15J 
Miss  fVfUh  to  7.  CarfyU,  Hoddam  HUt 

Haddimctok,  Tuetdiy,  'ziMFebtuKry,  1826/ 

Mr  Dearest, —  I  have  set  you  a  dangerous 
example  this  time,  which»  I  trust,  you  will  he  hu- 
mane enough  not  to  imitate.  And,  believe  me,  it 
is  no  symptom  of  declining  grace  that  I  have  made 
you  wait  beyond  the  appointed  term  ;  well  knowing 
how  much  anxiety  the  omission  was  likely  to  occa- 
sion you :  for  the  truth  of  the  matter  (tho'  I 
am  ashamed  to  be  always  harping  on  the  same 
string)  is  just  that  I  have  had  another  illness, 
and  could  not  in  consequence,  write  so  soon  as  I 
wished. 

The  Doctor  would  probably  tell  you  of  my 
"weaver-shuttle"  expedition  into  Edinbu?^h ;  and 
probably  too,  thro*  his  Doctorial  skill,  predict  the 
consequences  of  it.  As  was  to  be  expected,  I 
have  never  had  a  day  to  do  well  in  since,  but  have 
for  the  most  part  lain  in  bed,  considerably  more 
dead  than  alive.  Yet  console  fei,  my  Beloved,  for 
the  worst  is  now  certainly  over;  and  1  will  take 
heed  how  I  endanger  a  life  that  is  yours,  another 
time. 

"  Well !  and  what,  will  you  tell  me.  Cook  you  to 
Edinburgh  at  all,  when  to  your  certain  knowledge 
J  had  been  gone  two  weeks  ?  "  You  may  well  ask 
what.  The  inducement  then,  —  that  is  the  osten- 
sible inducement,— was  to  call  for  Mrs.  Crichton, 
whom  indisposition  prevented  from  coming  hither. 
But  besides  this,  I  had  a  fancy  to  see  our  Brother 
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John,  the  next  best  sight  in  the  world  after  your- 
self; and  to  give  direcuons  about  —  a  gold  ring,  no 
less!  with  a  little  heart  on  it  of  hair.  "Whose 
hair?  Another  Lancer's? "  No !  God  forbid  !  1 
am  done  with  Lancers. 

And  you  really  arc  not  transported  beyond  meas- 
ure at  my  project  ?  Was  ever  mortal  so  difficult  to 
please?  He  needs  only  to  allow  me  the  ground 
to  build  on,  and  I  raise  him  up  the  most  mi^ifi- 
ccnt  Castle,  —  fast  as  thought!  But,  Oh  mercy, 
what  ground  !  It  reminds  me  of  the  large  whale, 
on  which  Crusoe's  or  Gulliver's,  or  somebody's  ship 
cast  anchor;'  no  sooner  have  1  erected  my  super- 
structure on  the  supposed  terra  firma  than  it  makes  a 
movement,  and  the  whole  concern  is  a  heap  of  ruins ! 
Seriously,*  Dearest,  you  arc  the  most  tantalizing 
man  in  the  world  ;  and  I  tlie  most  tractable  woman. 
This  time  twelvemonth  nothing  would  content  you 
but  to  live  in  the  Country ;  and  tho'  a  Country-life, 
Heaven  knows,  never  before  attracted  my  desires, 
it  nevertheless  became  my  choice  the  instant  it 
seemed  to  be  yeurs.  In  truth  I  discovered  a  hun- 
dred beauties  and  proprieties  in  it  which  had  hkhcrto 
escaped  my  notice ;  and  it  came  at  last  to  this,  that 
every  imagination  of  the  thoughts  of  my  heart  was, 
"love  in  a  cottage,"  continually.  He  l/ien  f  And 
what  then  ?  A  cTiange  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  your 
dream ;  while  the  bees  are  yet  humming,  the  roses 
blooming,  the  small  birds  rejoicing,  and  everything 
in  summer-glory  about  our  ideal  cottage,  I  am  called 
away  to  live  in  prespedu  in  a  very  different  scene 

'  n  vru  Sindbid's  ship.  See  hi*  Vim  Voyige,  In  the  '■  Anbtin 
Nighis'  Enten«inmcnrt." 

*  Mr.  Froudc  chuigei  "Knoiuljr"  w  "ntrciy," — "Lift," 
i.  338. 
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amid  the  smoke  and  bustle  and  icy  coldness  of 
Edinburgh,  —  prosaic,  money-making  Edinburgh. 
Now,  this  1  call  a  trial  of  patience  and  obedience. 
And  say,  could  I  have  complied  more  readily  tho' 
I  had  been  your  wedded  Wife  twelve  times  over? 
Without  a  moment's  hesitation,  without  once  look- 
ing behind,  without  even  bidding  adieu  to  my  Row- 
ers, I  took  my  way  with  you  out  of  one  Paradise  to 
raise  another  in  the  howling  wilderness  —  a  labour 
which  could  not  have  been  effected,  under  all  the  cir- 
cumstances, by  anything  less  than  a  miracle  of  love. 
Oh  mind  of^  man !  And  "  this  too  must  pass 
away!"  Houses,  walled  gardens,  conversaziones 
and  all  the  rest  of  it,  pass  away  like  the  baseless 
fabric  of  a  vision  ;  and  lo !  we  are  once  more  a  soli- 
tary homeless  pair,  —  "the  world  all  before  us 
where  to  choose  our  place  of  rest ! '  —  Be  Provi- 
dence our  guide  !  —  Suppose  we  take  different  roads, 
and  try  how  that  answers.  There  is  Catherina 
Aurora  Ktrkpatrick,  for  instance,  who  has  iifty 
thousand  pounds,  and  a  princely  lineage,  and 
"never  was  out  of  humour  In  her  life.'  With 
such  "a  singularly  pleasing  creature"  and  so  much 
fine  gold,  you  couid  hardly  foil  to  find  yourself 
admirably  well  off.  While  I,  on  the  other  hand, 
might  better  my  fortunes  in  many  quarters :  a  cer- 
tain handsome  stammering  Englishman  [  know  of 
would  give  his  ears  to  carry  me  away  South  with 
him;  my  second  Cousin,  too,  the  Doctor  at  Leed, 
has  set  up  a  fine  establishment  and  writes  to  me 

'  <'The  worM  wai  all  htfore  ttien,  where  to  chooie 
Their  place  of  rest,  and  Providence  iheir  guide. 
They,  hind  in  hBiid.  with  watidcring  iccpi  and  ilow, 
Tlu-ough  Eciea  took  iheir  loliury  way." 

"PvuUicLoai,"  Bk.  aii.  646-9. 
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that  I  am  "the  ven*  first  of  my  sex";  or,  nearer 
home,  I  have  an  interesting  young  Widower  in 
view,  who  has  no  scruples  about  making  me  Mother 
to  his  three  small  children.  Bluestocking  tho'  I  be. 
—  But  what  am  I  talking  about  ?  as  if  we  were  not 
already  married,  —  alas,  married  past  redemption! 
God  knows,  in  that  case,  what  is  to  become  of  us  ! 
At  times  I  am  so  disheartened  that  I  sit  down  and 
weep  ;  and  then  at  other  times !     Oh  Heavens ! 

I  had  learned  the  loss  of  Shawbrae  before  I 
got  your  Letter;  but  not  the  Major's  remarkable 
excuse.  .  .  . 

What  has  become  of  Jane's  epistle?  I  prepared 
my  Mother  for  the  honour  which  awaited  her,  and 
she  seemed  not  a  little  flattered  by  it.  —  This  is 
an  ill-looking  Letter,  Dear,  as  ever  I  wrote;  but  I 
could  make  no  more  of  it  in  my  present  posture ; 
for,  like  our  Orator  in  the  hour  and  power  of 
music,  I  am  laid  at  length  on  a  sofa,  practising  what 
I  have  long  learnt, —  to  rest!  Write  instantly,  will 
you?  and  tell  me  all  about  your  tasks.  John 
sent  mc  the  first  half  of  Libujja,  which  I  think 
much  better  done  than  Dumh  Love.  What  im- 
pudence !  God  bless  you,  my  Darling.  I  am  yours 
forever, 

Jane  B.  Welsh. 


Letter  154 
T.  Carlylt  to  Mia  W«lih^  Haddington 

HoMtAM  Htix,  16  Pcbruiry,  i9i6. 

Mv  Dearest,  —  I  received  your  Letter  on  Fri- 
day, after  asking  for  it  many  times  in  vain.    The 
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cause  of  vour  unwonted  silence  afflicts  me  doubly, 
as  it  came  unexpected;  John  told  me  he  had  seen 
you  in  Edinbuigh,  and  that  you  were  "tn  good 
health. "  Alas,  my  good  kind  Jane!  It  is  a  hard 
futt  for  thee  to  lie  in  prison  in  a  sick  frame,  with 
little  entertainment  for  thy  vehement  spirit  but 
doleful  meditations  on  the  gross  folly  and  pcrverse- 
ness  of  the  nmn  thou  has  loved  above  all  others.  1 
grieve  that  I  cannot  better  it;  for  in  all  likelihood 
this  Letter  will  at  first  vex  you  still  more ;  yet,  on 
more  serious  reflexion,  I  hope  it  will  not  tail  to 
produce  some  peaceable  fruit. 

1  have  already  noticed  oftcner  than  once  that  in 
unguarded  moments  you  let  indications  escape  you 
of  a  judgement  existing  in  the  bottom  of  your  mind 
by  no  means  favourable  to  my   present  walk    and 
conversation.     You    seem   in    your    secret  soul    to 
think  that  1  am  but  a  whimsical  unstable  person, 
that  1  might  do  well  if  I  liked,  that  my  chief  diV 
tress  at  present  is  idleness  and  a  diseased  imagina- 
tion.  To  these  criticisms  of  "  good-natu  red  friends  " 
I  am  already  so  much  accustomed  that  I  can  esti* 
mate  them  in  my  own  mind  at  something  like  thar    ^ 
just  value;  but  from  you,  I   will  confess  it,  they    < 
affect  me  with  a  sharp  distress.     When  my  heart  is     I 
opening  towards  you  In  trustful  Husband-like  com-    ' 
munton,  they  shut  it  with  a  harsh  hostile  violence  i/^ 
I  thought  we  were  one,  and  1  find  that  we  are  still 
tvfo ;  that  far  from  sympathising  with  mc,  by  help- 
fiil    encouragement^   m    my  great  enterprise   (and 
every  man's  enterprise  appears  great  in  his  own  little 
eyes)  you  scarcely  approve  of  it,  you  do  not  even 
jieem  to  know  with  any  accuracy  what  it  is.     Allow 
|me  to  speak  in  all  plainness ;  for  there  are  many 
listakcs  here. 
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1  can  by  no  means  engage,  in  the  space  of  one 
short  Lctccr,  to  vindicate  the  whole  course  of  my 
late  history;  but  so  much  1  may  say  in  clear  words : 
that  1  do  in  no  wise  accuse  myself  of  fluctuations 
and  change  of  purpose ;  that  on  the  contrary  ever 
since  1  became  master  of  my  own  movements  I 
seem  to  have  walked  forward  in  one  path  with  more 
and  more  steadiness ;  and  can  even  tell  myself 
at  some  moments  that  I  am  distinctly  advancing 
towards  my  highest  and  most  desirable  objects,  and 
in  spite  of  all  impediments,  and  wetl  or  ill  meant 
counter  advices,  shaping  my  own  dismembered  life 
again  into  a  whftle  ;  by  means  of  my  own ;  peculiar 
as  the  case  they  were  to  meet  is  peculiar.  A  little 
more  than  a  twelvemonth  ago,  when  it  had  become 
too  apparent  to  be  longer  denied  that  unless  I  could 
devise  for  myself  a  more  self-regulated  existence  I 
must  soon  sink  to  utter  destruction  both  of  soul 
and  body ;  having  at  last  acquired  calmness  and 
seclusion  for  meditating  the  aspect  of  my  ship- 
wrecked fortune,  I  first  bethoueht  mc  of  you  as  of 
one  to  whom  1  was  dearer  than  to  almost  any 
other;  and  with  such  knowledge  as  I  had  of  your 
circumstances  and  intentions,  I  called  on  you  for 
help  in  my  extreme  need.  Your  love  of  me,  1 
knew,  was  great,  your  nobleness  of  mind  I  had  also 
reason  to  know ;  and  the  sacrifice  I  required  of  you 
was  such  as  to  put  both  to  the  utmost  proof.  1 
asked  of  you  no  less  than  yourself  and  all  that  you 
had  and  were,  your  heart  your  hand  and  your 
worldly  resources;  you  were  to  have  the  happiness 
of  snatching  the  immortal  Mr.  Carlyle  from  the 
jaws  of  perdition  which  were  ready  to  swallow  him 
forever;  to  you  he  was  to  owe  a  home,  and  the 
peace  and  kind  ministrations  of  a  home ;  your  angel 
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hand  was  Co  lift  him  from  the  abyss,  your  true 
bosom  to  be  the  resting-place  of  his  marred  and 
wearied  soul ;  and  all  this  you  were  to  do  for  him 
OH  truil,  in  the  hope  that  as  he  grew  again  to  life 
and  strength,  he  would  more  and  more  repay  your 
celestial  helpfulness,  and,  become  what  he  might, 
would  be  yours  utterly  and  wholly  thro'  rime  and 
ctemiq*; — or  else,  such  was  my  view  of  it,  you 
were  to  do  for  yourself  the  kindness  of  forthwith 
ejecting  him  from  the  place  he  had  too  long  un- 
worthily occupied  in  your  hopes  and  interest. 
These  things  you  could  not  do,  your  fortune  was 
called  from  you  by  a  higher  duty ;  from  you  I  was 
not  to  receive  a  home.  Next  month  I  had  pro- 
cured one  for  myself.  In  due  time  I  took  posses- 
sion of  it ;  and  here  commenced,  on  my  own  poor 
resources,  that  mode  of  life  which  my  own  best 
judgement  had  more  and  more  loudly  declared  to  be 
essential  not  for  my  happiness  but  for  my  existence 
as  a  man  deserving  to  exist.  In  this  course  I  have 
continued  to  persevere  with  at  lease  no  thought  of 
fluctuation;  I  am  still  persevering  in  it;  and  by 
God's  blessing  I  intend  to  continue  so  till  my  aim  is 
attained ;  till  I  am  strong  and  collected  enough  in 
body  and  spirit  to  mingle,  in  something  like  my  own 
form,  with  the  tumultuous  floods  of  living  business, 
and  cut  my  little  way  in  it  with  unshackled  limbs. 
That  circumstances  are  not  unchangeable,  that  wil- 
ful squirclets  and  unjust  stewards  respect  not  even 
the  cottage  of  a  German  Philosopher,  is  no  blame 
of  mine  :    nor  does  it  behove  me  when  such  squire- 

*  This  is  laid  in  rcffrence  to  the  diiaRrccmcnt  between  Car- 
lyle'j  tiiher  anJ  General  Sharpe,  the  lanJIwrc!  oC  Hodi!»m  Hill, 
which  midc  it  dctinble  for  Ciilylc  to  dcurminc  hu  teaancjr  of  ihc 
little  ftrm  it  the  end  of  th«  firti  /ear. 
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lets  and  stewards  have  pulled  down  my  hut  about 
my  can,  to  sit  down  and  bewail  or  vituperate  tKeir 
injustice  and  wilfulness,  but  to  go  forth  and  seek 
myself  another  dwelling.  This  very  thing  is  now 
in  progress :  I  must  have  another  house ;  in  the 
country,  if  I  can,  for  a  while  longer;  in  Edinburch, 
if  I  cannot.  In  twelve  days  hence  the  possibility 
or  impossibility  of  the  first  scheme  will  nave  been 
determined ;  and  fir  from  the  other  being  aban- 
doned, I  understand  my  brother  to  have  been  out 
just  yesterday,  surveying  the  environs  of  Edin- 
burgh to  meet  that  contingency.  Now  in  all  this* 
my  kind,  but  overhasty  Love,  there  appears  no  in- 
consistency to  me :  there  is  one  purpose,  and  the 
means  of  attaining  it  change  as  the  accidents  on 
which  they  depend.  As  to  my  ulterior  views,  my 
hopes  of  employing  myself  profitably  in  this  in- 
terval, and  gradually  working  my  way  into  a  more 
natural  condition  of  activity  and  domestic  accommo- 
dation, by  your  permission  1  have  told  you  all  the 
fancies  of  my  head  without  reserve,  as  they  rose 
there;  but  these  were  transitory  visions  rather  than 
fixed  prospects.  No  man,  1  avow  it  proudly,  had 
ever  more  reason  to  praise  a  woman  for  compliance 
in  his  schemes  than  I  have  towards  you  ;  and  the 
thought  of  this  has  often  been  as  water  to  my 
thirsty  spirit :  but  really,  since  the  first  great  proj- 
ect *  which  you  were  forced  to  reject,  I  do  not  tind 
that  I  have  formed  any  practical  plan  with  even  an 
approach  to  determination,  to  which  your  assistance 
was  necessary  or  even  possible.  With  regard  to  my 
treatment  or  yeur  purposes,  the  reception  this  last 
proposal  met  with  ought  not  to  mislead  you.     I  re- 

'  The  CniifienpurtoclL  ^chctne.  wliicfa   Mm  Wdik  rqectcd  in 
1S15,  but  iitdly  adupictl  in  iSitt. 
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garded  it  only  as  a  brief  whim,  one  night  old  when 
dispatched  to  me,  and  probably  dead  of  a  natural 
death  before  I  received  it.  To  this  hour  I  am  not 
sure  that  I  understand  it  fully.  What  house  were 
you  providing  for  me  in  Einburgh  ?  Unless  indeed 
you  meant  me  to  live,  with  my  Wife,  in  your 
Mother's  house ;  a  generous  proposal,  which,  had 
I  so  taken  up  your  meaning,  would  have  merited  a 
more  serious  deliberation,  and  at  the  very  least  a 
more  courteous  refusal.     But  this  it  could  not  be. 

O  Jane,  Jane  !  Your  half-jcsting  enumeration  of 
your  wooers  does  anything  but  make  me  laugh.  A 
thousand  and  a  thousand  times  have  I  thought  the 
same  thing  in  deepest  earnest.  That  you  have  the 
power  of  making  many  good  matches  is  no  secret 
to  me;  nay  it  would  be  a  piece  of  news  for  me  to 
learn  that  I  am  not  the  very  worji  you  ever  thought 
of.  And  you  add  with  the  same  tearful  smne  : 
"Alas  !  we  arc  married  already."  Let  me  now  cut 
off  the  interjection,  and  say  simply  what  is  true  that 
we  are  mi  married  already ;  and  do  you  hereby  re- 
ceive further  my  distinct  and  deliberate  declaration 
that  it  depends  on  yourself,  and  shall  always  depend 
on  yourself  whether  we  ever  be  married  or  not.  God 
knows  I  do  not  say  this  in  a  vulgar  spirit  of  defi- 
ance; which  in  our  present  relation  were  coarse  and 
cruel ;  but  I  say  it  in  the  spirit  of  disinterested 
affection  for  you,  and  of  fear  for  the  reproaches  of 
my  own  conscience  should  your  fair  destiny  be 
marred  by  mc,  and  you  wounded  in  the  house  of 
your  friends.  Can  you  believe  it  with  the  good 
nature  which  I  declare  it  deserves?  It  would  abso- 
lutely give  me  satisfaction  to  know  that  you  thought 
yourself  entirely  free  of  all  ties  to  me,  but  those, 
such  as  they  might  be,  of  your  own  still-renewed 
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election.  It  is  reasonable  and  right  that  you  should 
be  concerned  for  your  future  establishment:  Loolc 
round  with  calm  eyes  on  the  persons  you  mention 
or  may  hereafter  so  mentionj  and  if  there  is  any 
one  among  them  whose  Wife  you  had  rather  be — 
I  do  not  mean  whom  you  love  better  than  me  — 
but  whose  Wife,  all  things  considered,  you  hid 
rather  be  than  mine,  then  /call  upon  you,  I  your 
Brother  and  Husband  and  friend  thro'  every  for- 
tune, to  accept  that  man  and  leave  me  to  my  des- 
tiny. But  if,  on  the  contrary,  my  heart  and  my 
hand  with  the  barren  and  perplexed  destiny  which 
promises  to  attend  them,  shall  after  all  appear  the 
wj/  that  this  poor  world  can  offer  you,  then  take 
me  and  be  content  with  mc,  and  do  not  vex  your- 
self with  struggling  to  alter  what  is  unalterable;  to 
make  a  man  who  is  poor  and  sick  suddenly  become 
rich  and  healthy.  lou  tell  me  that  you  often  weep 
when  you  think  what  is  to  become  of  us.  It  is  un- 
wise in  you  Co  weep:  if  you  are  reconciled  to  be  01/ 
Wife  (not  the  Wife  of  an  ideal  me,  but  the  simple 
actual  prosaic  me),  there  is  nothing  frightful  in  the 
future.  1  look  into  it  with  more  and  more  confi- ' 
dence  and  composure.  Alas !  Jane,  you  do  not 
know  mc :  it  is  not  the  poor,  unknown,  rejected 
Thomxs  Carlyle  that  you  know,  but  the  prospective 
rich,  known  and  admired.  1  am  reconciled  to  my 
fate  as  it  stands  or  promises  to  stand  ere  long;  I 
have  pronounced  the  word  unpraiseJ  in  all  its  cases 
and  numbers;  and  Jind  nothmg  terriAc  in  it,  even 
when  it  means  unmonletf,  and  by  the  mass  of  his 
Majesty's  subjects  negUcted  or  even  partially  ron- 
temntd.  I  thank  Heaven  1  have  other  objects  in 
my  eye  than  either  their  pudding  or  their  breath. 
This  comes  of  the  circumsunce  that  my  Apprentice- 
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ship  is  ending,  and  yours  still  going  on.  O  Jane! 
Jane !  I  could  weep  too;  for  I  love  you  in  my 
deqiest  heart. 

These  are  hard  sayings,  my  beloved  Child;  but  I 
cannot  spare  them;  ana  [  hope,  tho'  birtcr  at  first, 
they  may  not  remain  without  wholesome  influence. 
Do  not  get  angry  with  me  !  Do  not  I  I  swear  1  de- 
serve it  not !  Consider  this  as  a  true  glimpse  into 
my  heart,  which  it  is  good  that  you  contemplate 
with  the  gentleness  and  tolerance  you  have  often 
shown  me.  1  do  not  love  you  ?  If  you  judge  it  fit, 
I  will  clasp  you  to  my  bosom  and  my  heart,  as  my 
wedded  Wife,  this  very  week:  if  you  judge  it  fit,  I 
will  this  very  week  forswear  you  forever.  More  I 
cannot  do;  but  all  this,  when  I  compare  myself  with 
you,  it  is  my  duty  to  do.  —  Now  think  if  1  long  for 
your  answer  !  Yet  not  in  my  time,  but  in  yours,  I 
have  lived  as  a  widower  from  you  these  two  days, 
J  must  live  so  till  I  hear  from  you  again.  Till  I 
hear  from  you  ?  Good  God !  Perhaps,  first  rightly, 
when  I  hear  from  you  I — Adieu,  my  heart's  Darling! 
God  bless  you  and  have  you  always  in  His  keeping ! 
I  am  yours,  at  your  own  disposal,  forever  and 
ever, 

T.  Carlyle. 


Lptter  155 

Miss  Welsh  to  T.  Carlyle,  HoJJam  Hill 

HADDtmTTOK  Saturday,  '4th  March,  1816.' 

My  Dearest,  —  You  were  right  tn  supposing 
that  your  Letter  would  give  me  pain;  but  as  for  the 
"  ptactable  fruit "  (if  any),  it  is  yet  to  come.     It  was 
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an  unfortunate  affair  for  both  of  us,  that  the  only  fit 
of  jesting'  I  have  had  during  the  last  three  weeks, 
should  have  overtaken  mc  just  when  I  was  in  your 
grave  presence;  for  if  my  "tearful  smiles"  nave 
given  so  deep  a  wound  to  the  heart  of  my  Friend, 
the  tearful  frown  which  they  have  called  forth  has  as 
deeply  wounded  mine.  Buc  as  poor  Napoleon  used 
to  say,  "complaint  is  beneath  my  digni^,"  and  be- 
sides, being  the  Arst  aggressor,  I  have  no  right  to 
make  any. 

Let  me  rather,  then,  in  as  far  as  concerns  myself, 
if  possible,  put  your  mind  at  rest,  and  if  possible, 
relieve  it  of  misapprehension.  In  die  first  place,  I 
have  not — can  never  have — the  semblance  of  a 
wish  to  part  my  fortunes  from  yours;  at  least  till  I 
know  for  certain  the  separation  would  promote  your 
happiness.  It  was  not  without  many  hesitations 
that  I  took  you  for  my  acknowledged  Partner;  not 
without  consulting  my  reason  as  well  as  my  affec- 
tion ;  not  without  viewing  both  the  black  and  the 
bright  side  of  the  cloud :  but  when  I  did,  it  was  for 
better  for  worse,  for  poorer  for  richer,  in  sickness  and 
in  healthj  forever  htrt  and,  please  God,  forever  and 
ever  in  the  world  to  come.  You  might  never,  per- 
haps, take  me  home  as  your  Bride;  you  might  even 
cease  to  love  mc ;  or  you  might  follow  my  Father 
to  the  grave;  —  all  these  things  I  knew  were  loo 
possible ;  but  none  of  them  was  to  alter  the  case. 
You  were  still  to  be  the  Partner,  —  the  chosen  only 
Partner  of  my  heart  and  soul ;  if  not  in  wedded,  in 
unwcdded  love;  or  at  worst,  in  remembrance  which 
would  still  be  love.  This,  once  for  all,  was  my  de- 
termination, when  1  accepted  your  heart  and  hand; 

'  MiM  Welsh  fgrgcu  th«t  ihc  lued  the  word  "  tcrioutlv  "  it 
(he  b«giiuiin£  ofher  criticmn  of  Cirlyle't  prcgecti. 
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and  do  mc  the  justice  to  believe,  it  knows  no  shadow 
of  chmgc. 

But  surely,  surely,  Mr.  Carlylc,  you  must  know 
me  better  than  to  have  supposed  it  possible  I  should 
ever  make  a  new  choice.  To  say  nothing  of  the 
sentiments  I  entertain  towards  ^oh,  which  would 
make  a  marriage  with  another  worse  than  death,  is 
there  no  spark  of  honour,  think  you,  in  this  heart, 
that  I  should  not  blush  at  the  bare  idea  of  such 
shame?  Give  myself  to  another,  after  having  given 
myself  with  such  unrcscrvcdncss  to  you  I  Take 
another  to  my  arms,  with  your  image  on  my  heart, 
your  kisses  on  my  lips!  Oh,  be  honest,  and  say 
you  knew  this  could  never  be, — knew  I  could  never 
sink  so  low !  Let  me  not  have  room  to  suppose 
that,  possessing  your  love,  I  am  unfortunate  enough 
to  be  without  your  respect!  For  how  light  must 
my  open  fondness  have  seemed,  if  you  doubted  of 
its  being  sanctified  by  a  marriage- vow — 3 vow  spoken 
indeed  before  no  Minister,  mit  before  a  presence 
surely  as  awful,  God  and  my  conscience.  And  yet, 
it  is  so  unlike  you-,  the  sworn  enemy  of  cant,  to 
make  high-sounding  offers  in  the  firm  confidence 
of  their  being  rejected  !  and  unless  I  lay  this  to  your 
charge  in  the  present  instance,  how  can  I  help  con- 
cluding that  there  is  some  virtue  in  me  whtcn  you 
have  vet  to  Icarn  ?  for  it  is  in  no  jesting,  or  yet 
*'  half-jesting"  manner  that  you  tell  me  my  hand  is 
free.  '*  If  there  be  any  other  — you  do  not 
mean  whom  I  love  more,  —  but  whose  Wife, 
all  things  considered,  I  would  rather  be,  you  call 
upon  me  as  my  Husband  (as  my  Husband!)  to 
accept  that  man."  Were  these  words  really  Thomas 
Carlylc's  and  addressed  to  met  *' Ack  i  Ich  kenne 
dith   nichl    mehr  I"     [Ah!     1    understand   thee   no 
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more!]'  Dearest  I  Dearest  I  it  will  take  many  ca- 
resses to  atone  for  these  words ! 

t  am  not  surprised  that  you  feel  hurt  by  my  rail- 
lery on  the  subject  of  your  plans,  since  you  view  it 
as  xn  indication  of  an  unfair  theory  of  your  character. 
But,  in  truth,  it  is  nothing  of  the  sort.  I  think 
you  neither  whimsical  nor  inconstant;  think  you 
nothing  but  what  is  noble  and  wise.  I  know  full 
well  you  have  more  serious  distresses  than  idleness 
and  a  diseased  imagination ;  and,  at  the  bottom  of 
my  heart,  far  from  censuring,  I  approve  of  your 
whole  procedures.  But  I  cannot  nelp  sometimes 
getting  provoked  at  the  Fortune  which  keeps  us 
asunder;  and  when  this  happens,  1  am  too  apt  to 
vent  the  spleen  of  the  moment  upon  you  ;  the'  the 
next  moment  I  am  ready  to  fall  at  your  feet  and 
wash  them  with  my  tears.  Such  behaviour  I  grant 
you  is  very  wrong,  and  unworthy  of  a  woman  of 
sense  and  feeling;  yet  surely  it  is  not  the  sin  against 
the  Holy  Ghost  that  it  should  be  punished  with 
such  a  heart-breaking  lecture. 

You  say  you  are  "  the  very  worst  ma/eh  I  ever 
thought  of;  chat  it  is  reasonable  and  right  I  should 
be  concerned  for  my  future  estahHshmmt"  My 
Brother,  you  were  wont  to  call  me  generous,  de- 
voted, noble-minded:  how  comes  it  you  address 
me  now  as  a  vulgar  creature  whose  first  object  is 
"a  ^ocd  setiUmenl?"  Such  sayings  from  another 
would  have  found  with  mc  no  gentle  hearing;  and 
probably  called  forth  an  indignant  expression  of  my 
mind.  But  when  the  man  I  nave  loved  with  a  love 
so  pure  from  all  worldlincss ;  for  whom  I  am  ready 
to  sacrifice  evetything  on  earth  but  my  sense  of 
right,  —  when  ke  talks  to  me  of  matches  and  cstab- 
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Ushmentsand  riches  and  honours,  it  is  the  thrust  of 
a  Brother,  which  it  would  be  ignominy  to  resist. 

There  is  another  expression  in  your  Letter  which 
I  cannot  puss  without  noticing.  "If"  you  say, 
"  your  hand  and  heart  appear  after  all  the  best  in  my 
offer  "  (//  they  appear  the  best !)  *'  to  take  you  and 
be  content  with  you  and  not  vex  myself  with  strug- 
gling to  attain  what  is  unatrainable."  Now,  with 
all  due  gradtude  for  this  absdute  leave,  I  must  be 
bold  to  observe  that  I  have  taken  you  for  already 
some  time;  and  was  never  otherwise  than  contenc 
with  you  since  you  came  into  my  possession.  If  I 
weep  when  I  think  what  is  to  become  of  us,  it  is 
not  because  you  are  poor  and  unknown  and  may 
possibly  remain  so  all  the  days  of  your  life.  There 
needs  no  Apprenticeship  to  train  me  to  disinterested- 
ness of  heart.  It  is  because  in  the  actual  state  of 
things  (and  we  know  not  when  they  may  alter)  the 
duties,  —  the  unavoidable  duties,  —  of  a  Daughter 
and  Friend,  keep  me  from  your  dear  side ;  keep  me 
from  sharing  your  destiny,  whatever  it  be.  It  is 
unwise,  I  own,  to  weep  on  any  account ;  and  doubly 
so  to  vex  another  with  our  weeping ;  but  methinks 
you  should  have  some  allowance  for  my  tears,  since  a 
woman  in  love  is  the  vcxy  weakest  of  live  creatures. 

One  thing  more  and  I  am  done.     Look  cross  at 


me,  reproach   me,  even  whip  me,  if  you  have  the 


heart;  your  next  kiss  will  make  amends  for  all. 
But  if  you  love  me,  cease,  I  beseech  you,  to  make 
me  offers  of  freedom ;  for  this  is  an  outrage  which 
I  find  it  not  easy  to  forgive.  If  made  with  .iny  idea 
that  it  is  in  the  nature  of  things  I  should  take  you 
at  your  word,  they  do  a  wrong  to  my  love,  my  truth, 
my  modesty,  that  is,  to  my  whole  character  as  a 
woman ;  if  not,  they  arc  a  mocking  belter  spared, 
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since  you  know  my  answer  must  be  still :  "  Permit 
mc,  O  Shindarig,  to  wear  out  my  days  in  prison,  for 
its  walls  are  to  me  more  pleasing  than  the  most 
splendicl  Palace!" — But  Ohe  jam  satis! — Fare- 
well, my  Beloved.     I  am  still  yours, 

Jane  Baillie  Welsh. 

It  may  not  be  amiss  to  mention  that  I  am  recov- 
ering strength.  Write  without  loss  of  time,  if  you 
can  write  as  my  own  kind  Husband;  if  not,  delay 
a  day  or  two  till  I  have  got  my  nerves  a  little  braced 
in  the  open  air.  1  have  by  no  means  told  you  "all 
I  know, '  but  my  paper  is  already  over-fijU. 


Lettek  156 
T.  Carlyle  to  Miss  H^elsh^  HadSngton 

HoDDAM  Hill,  jAi  March,  1816. 

My  beloved  Wife! — You  are  an  Angel  of  Light, 
and  I  am  a  mean  man  of  earthly  clay,  who  ought 
not  to  mete  you  by  a  standard  fit  only  for  vulgar 
natures.  I  have  scanned  this  Letter  with  critical 
eyes,  to  see  if  I  could  discern  in  it  any  trace  of  vin- 
dictive yet  natural  selfishness,  any  shadow  of  retalta- 
tion  for  my  harshness,  any  glance  of  splenetic  pride, 
any  look  of  anger  or  recrimination  :  and  I  have 
found  none!  Nothing  but  tong-sufiering  meekness 
and  gentleness,  and  loving  weeping  expostulation! 
My  Noble  Jane!  Thy  heart  has  taught  thcc  a 
philosophy  better  than  all  the  Schools  will  ever 
teach  me.  I  am  not  worthy  of  such  a  heart;  or  my 
little  paltry  pride  would  not  so  easily  catch  (ire,  and 
turn  a  harmless  jest  into  matter  of  such  stern  spccu- 
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tati'on.  Have  you  not  cause  to  weep  over  the  ar- 
rangements of  our  Fortune?  And  in  whose  bosom 
can  you  shed  those  tears  but  in  mine  ?  Have  you 
not  cause,  unknowing  a£  you  mujr  be  of  much  that 
is  peculiar  in  my  lot,  to  feel  displeasure  at  many 
things  I  do  and  neglect  to  do  ?  And  am  not  I  your 
last  and  only  friend :  to  whom  can  you  utter  that 
displeasure  but  to  me  ? 

But  tct  us  forget  the  whole  misunderstanding. 
Positively  you  mujt  forget  it.  You  cannot  keep 
anger  in  your  heart  against  me;  can  you  ^  Against 
m€,  poor  me,  who  love  and  honour  you  as  I  have 
good  cause;  and  whose  fault  is  not  want  of  tender- 
ness to  you,  but  of  confidence  in  myself!  These 
perplexities  come  of  our  living  eight)'  miles  asunder, 
and  not  by  each  other's  side.  Foi^t  them,  my 
own  true-hearted  Wife  !  Forget  them  ;  dry  up  your 
tears,  and  smile  in  my  face,  and  all  will  be  as  it  was ! 
Arc  you  pacified?  Arc  you  good  to  me?  You 
love  me  forever,  Jancj  and  neither  height  nor  depth, 
nor  things  present  nor  things  to  come  shall  ever 
separate  you  from  my  heart.  So  be  content  my 
Darling!  and  get  well  again, and  write  me  a  sunnier 
Letter;  for  I  nave  still  much,  much  of  a  far  finer 
sort  than  the  last  to  tell  you.  And  let  us  no  more 
remember  this  unseasonable  cloud;  and  let  not  the 
Mountain  ask  if  it  came  from  the  Valley,  or  the 
Valley  if  it  came  from  the  Mountain  :  hut  let  bright 
Summer  weather  come  back,  and  both  of  us  rejoice 
in  its  presence.  Ah  !  if  I  were  beside  you  I  would 
soon  make  up  the  peace.  I  would  steal  my  arms 
about  you,  and  lead  you  to  my  heart,  and  ask  you 
if  you  thought  it  was  not  yours.  Could  you  resist 
me?  Would  you  turn  away  your  face  and  your 
kisses  from  my  prayer?     No,  Jane!     You  would 
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nor,  and  could  not:  for  we  are  one  in  heart  snd 
soul ;  and  if  we  had  twenty  thousand  such  misunden 
standings,  they  must  all  come  to  one  result  at  lasL 
It  is  forgotten  then :  is  it  not  ? 

1  got  your  Letter  along  with  five  proof-sheets : 
but  no  hurry  of  business  would  excuse  me  for  keep* 
tng  you  in  such  a  state  one  day  longer  than  the 
shortest  possible  time.  I  write  this  in  stolen  mo- 
ments as  a  pcacc-oftcring :  I  will  write  to  you  again, 
about  a  hundred  other  things  the  moment  you  tell 
me  all  is  well ;  perhaps  on  Sunday,  whether  you  tell 
me  or  not. 

For  you  must  know  Darling,  I  have  some  impor- 
tant subjects  meditating  at  tnis  time.  You  bade 
me  tell  you  al)  the  imagmations  of  the  thoughts  of 
my  heart:  and  1  have  had  a  wild  scheme  for  these 
four  or  five  weeks  in  my  head ;  a  scheme  in  which 
your  "assistance"  is  not  only  "possible"  but  es- 
sential. Can  you  guess  it?  Dare  you  make  your- 
self a  b^gar  within  six  months  ?  Dare  you  wed  a 
wild  man  of  the  woods  and  come  and  live  with  him 
in  his  cavern,  in  hope  of  better  days?  I  declare, 
it  is  shameful  to  make  you  such  an  offer :  and  yet 
what  can  be  done  ?  -  Wedded  we  must  and  shall  be 
some  time  :  why  not  som  as  well  as  syne?  If  For- 
tune will  not  make  us  rich,  the  base  shrew,  why  not 
make  ourselves  rich,  richer  in  each  other's  arms 
than  the  Kings  and  Kaisers  of  the  E^rth  !  "It  is 
madness,"  you  say  ?  No,  Dearest,  it  is  not;  but  a 
judicious  desperation,  a  bold  venture  to  escape  from 
Purgatory  fire  into  the  verdant  Groves  of  Heaven! 
Who  knows  but  we  shall  prosper  ?  I  feci  as  if  with 
you  in  my  bosom,  I  should  be  a  new  man  ;  as  if 
the  bitterness  of  life  would  pass  away  like  a  fot^oc- 
ten  tempest,  and  I  and  m'j  own  loved  ones  should 
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walk  in  bright  wcachcr.  Is  not  thy  heart  mine, 
Liehchen  ?  Thy  whole  soul  and  being,  mine  ?  Why 
then  are  our  lots  parted,  cho'  mine  is  of  the  poorest? 
In  sober  truth,  my  Love,  I  do  wish  you  would  con- 
sider this  matter :  for  I  myself  have  been  studying 
it  in  every  mood  for  many  days ;  a.nd  the  longer  I 
think  of  it,  the  more  feasible  the  more  rational  it 
seems.  If  I  gel  a  house  in  the  Country,  why  should 
it  not  be  yours  also  ?  My  Mother  has  told  me 
two  hundred  times  that  she  expected  to  have  you 
with  her  again  in  Summer:  would  she  like  you 
worse  or  better  as  her  own  Daughter;  would  you  be 
happier  as  her  guest  or  as  your  Chosen's  Wife?  O 
Jane!  My  sott  true-hearted  Jane!  Arc  we  not 
wealth  and  health  and  ail  blessedness  to  one  an- 
other? 

Perhaps  I  am  a  fool  to  whisper  this  to  you  as  it 
stands  at  present :  for  as  yet  I  nave  not  even  a  cot- 
tage to  oner  you  share  of  In  two  days  that  latter 
question,  however,  will  be  determined :  and  go  as  ic 
may,  I  declare  to  thee,  my  Child,  that  I  see  nothing 
for  it  but  our  Union  "  for  better  for  worse,  for 
richer  for  poorer,  in  sickness  and  in  health,"  now 
and  forever,  and  this  at  no  distant  date.  Think  of 
it,  consider,  study,  help  me  to  meditate  !  It  is  the 
highest  concern  of  both. 

But  I  must  cease  and  determine;  for  my  work  is 
leaving  me  out  of  sight,  and  without  a  wart,  it  is  all 
that  I  can  do  to  keep  up  with  it.  Read  this  Letter 
with  the  image  of  my  hurry  in  your  eye;  and  if  you 
find  any  delirium  in  it,  think  that  perhaps  in  a 
sober  moment  the  aid  of  reflexion  would  have 
suppressed  it.  Above  all  consider  of  this  cottage 
scheme,  and  tell  me  if  it  is  possible. 

Another  word  I  must  not  write  tonight.    Will 
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you  answer  this  Letter  directly  ?  Perhaps  I  shall 
nat  write  co  you  on  Sunday  :  what  more  can  1  say, 
till  this  business  be  sifted,  and  the  wheat  of  it  (if 
any)  picked  from  the  chaff  by  your  hand  ? 

Jane  has  not  forgot  you  or  your  Mother:  but  is 
busy  making  ready  for  returning  thanks.     At  least 
so  1  suppose.    The  creature  has  caught  two  or  threes 
of  your  looks,  and  sometimes  recalls  you  to  my* 
Riind  as  if  you  stood  in  this  very  room,  which  never 
had  or  will  have  such  another  inmate.    Good  night,j 
my  Beloved  !     Write  to  mc  that  you  are  well,  that] 
you  still  love  me,  that  you  will  be  mine! 
I  am  your  own  forever, 

T.  Carlvlb, 


Letter  157 

Miss  Welsh  to  T.  Carlyie,  HtdJm  Hitt 

HfAnufxcrrov,  Thursday,  •  16  Mirch,  i8i6.' 

OHj  my  Beloved,  what  a  tantalizing  Letter  is  this 
which  was  meant  to  drive  away  all  trouble  from  my 
mind !     What  a  Paradise  it  sets  before  my  eyes, 
from  which  1  am  shut  out  as  with  a  flaming  sword  I 
Would  1  dare  to  make  myself  a  beggar  within  six 
months;  to  wed  my  "wild  man  of  the  woods,"  and 
go   and   live  in    his  cavern?     Yes,  Dearest,  that   I 
would  without  fear  or  misgiving,  and  deem  myself 
the  richest,  best-lodged  l^ady  in  the  Land.     IndcedJ 
I   can   figure   to  myself  no  happier  lot  on  this  side" 
Heaven  than  that  which  is  so  touchingly  imaged  ta 
your  own  "fVisk";^  and  Md/,  it  seems  to  me, mighti 
be  realized  to  the  letter  in  a  cottage  in  Annandal^^ 

>  F(u  CsrIyU'i  "With,"  tee  Appciulix  A,  No.  7. 
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as  well  as  in  any  other  "  calm  home  "  on  the  surface 
of  the  earth ;  and  as  well,  moreover,  in  our  present 
circumstances  as  in  more  affluent  ones.  For  it  is 
not  with  a  great  equipage  we  should  best  "  go  hand 
in  hand,  the  heart's  joy  with  the  mind's  light  in- 
terweaving, to  Wisdom's  haunts,  to  Fancy  s  feiry 
Land."  While  "the  undying  minds  of  every  ^e 
around  us"  are  a  society  that  may  be  frequented  at 
little  cose,  in  the  plainest  apparel,  and  without  return 
of  entertainment ;  and  "  the  world's,  our  being's, 
mystery,"  tho'  the  most  sublime  and  interesting  of 
all  possible  spectacles,  is  free  to  every  one  who  nath 
eyes  to  sec,  whether  he  be  rich  or  poor.  Were  hap- 
piness, then,  the  thing  chiefly  to  be  cared  for  in  this 
world,  1  would  even  put  my  hand  in  yours  now,  as 
you  say,  and  so  cut  the  Goitiian  knot  of  our  destiny 
at  once.  But  O,  my  Husband,  have  you  not  told 
me  a  thousand  times,  —  and  my  conscience  tells  me 
also, —  that  happiness  is  only  a  secondary  considera- 
tion. It  must  not,  must  not  be  sought  out  of  the 
path  of  Duty.  And  does  the  happmess  that  now 
invites  mc  lie  in  that  path?     Should  I  do  well  to 

fo  into  Paradise  myself,  and  leave  the  Mother  who 
ore  me  to  breatc  her  heart?  She  is  looking  for* 
ward  to  my  marriage  with  a  more  tranquil  mind, 
in  the  hope  that  our  separation  is  to  be  in  a  great 
measure  nominal ;  that  by  living  wheresoever  my 
Husband  lives,  she  may  at  least  have  ever)'  moment 
of  my  society  which  he  can  spare.  And  how  would 
jt  be  possible  not  to  disappoint  her  in  this  hope,  if 
1  went  to  reside  with  your  people  in  Annandale? 
Her  presence  /htrf  would  be  a  perpetual  cloud  over 
our  little  world  of  love  and  peace.  For  the  sake  of 
all  concerned,  it  would  be  necessary  to  keep  her 
quite  apart  from  us ;  and  apart  from  us,  yet  so  near, 
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sh«  would  be  the  most  wretched  of  Mothers,  the 
most  desolate  woman  in  the  world.  O,  is  it  for  me 
to  make  her  so  .^  mc  who  am  so  unspeakably  dear 
to  her,  in  spite  of  all  her  caprice;  who  am  her  only, 
only  child,  —  and  her  a  widow?  I  love  you  Mr. 
Carlyle,  tenderly,  devotedly  as  ever  woman  loved; 
but  I  may  not  put  my  Mother  away  from  mc  even 
(ox your  sake.  I  cajinot  do  it!  I  have  lain  awake 
whole  nights  since  1  received  your  Letter,  trying  to 
reconcile  this  act  with  my  conscience  ;  but  my  con- 
science will  have  nothing  to  say  to  it,  —  rejects  it 
with  indignation. 

What  IS  to  be  done  then?  Indeed,  1  see  only 
one  way  of  escape  out  of  all  these  perplexities.  Be 
patient  with  me  while  I  tell  you  what  it  is.  My 
Mother  like  myself,  has  ceased  to  6nd  any  content- 
ment in  this  pitiful  H.-iddington ;  and  is  bent  on 
disposing  of  our  house  here,  as  soon  as  may  be,  and 
hinng  one  elsewhere.  The  where  I  perceive  rests 
with  me  to  determine.  Now  why  should  it  not 
be  the  vicinity  of  Edinburgh  after  all  ?  And  why 
should  not  you  live  with  your  Wife  in  her  Mother's 
house  ?  Because,  you  say,  my  Mother  would  never 
have  the  grace  to  like  you  or  let  you  live  with  her 
in  peace.  Because  you  could  never  have  any  right^ 
enjoyment  of  my  society  so  long  as  you  had  me  not' 
all  to  yourself;  and  finally  because  you  must  and 
will  have  a  door  of  your  own  to  slam  in  the  face  of 
nauseous  intrusions.  These  are  objections,  it  must 
be  allowed,  which  soufui  almost  fatal  to  my  scheme; 
but  I  am  greatly  mistaken  if  they  arc  not  more 
sound  than  substance.  My  Mother  would  like  you  ; 
oh,  assuredly  she  would,  if  you  came  to  live  with 
her  as  her  bon.  For  what  is  it,  Dearest,  that  has 
so  prgudiced  her  agdnst  you  ?     Is  it  not  terror  lest 
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thro'  your  means  she  should  be  made  childless,  and 
a  weak  imagination  that  you  regard  her  with  dis- 
rcspcrt?  Both  which  rocks  of  offence  would  be 
removed  by  this  one  concession.  Besides  as  my 
wedded  Husband,  you  would  appear  to  her  in  quite 
a  new  light;  her  maternal  affection,  of  which  there 
is  abundance  at  the  bottom  of  her  heart,  would  of 
necessity  extend  itself  to  him  with  whom  1  was  be- 
come so  inseparably  connected  ;  and  mere  common- 
sense  would  prescribe  a  kind  motherly  behaviour  to 
you,  as  the  only  expedient  to  make  the  best  of  what 
could  no  longer  be  helped.  As  to  your  second  ob- 
jection, it  seems  to  me  still  lighter  than  the  first; 
for  would  it  not  be  ridiculous  to  continue  altogether 
beggars  in  happiness  because  the  possession  of  it  is 
encumbered  with  a  tniling  tax  ?  to  live  on  joyless 
and  solitary,  thus  far  asunder,  rather  than  give  to 
Duty  a  few  hours  each  day  from  our  full  enjoyment 
of  each  other's  society  ?  Surely  it  were  better  to 
make  the  sacriBce  retjuired  of  us,  without  murmur- 
ing ;  and  verily  it  would  secure  its  own  reward.  The 
hours  that  remained  to  us,  which  wc  might  devote 
exclusively  to  one  another,  would  be  the  dearer  for 
being  interrupted. 

The  intrusions  of  a  mob  of  idle  visitors  would 
indeed  be  a  nuisance  greater  than  we  could  bear; 
but  really  1  do  not  see  that  wc  should  be  called 
upon  to  bear  it.  Might  it  not  be  made  a  sine  qua 
non  in  the  treaty  with  my  Mother  that  we  should 
be  exempted  from  having  any  concern  with  her 
company  i  and  that  the  door  of  our  study  should  be 
made  suSiciently  strong  enough  to  keep  every  livine 
soul  of  them  outside  f  Think  then.  Darling,  ana 
answer  me.  Would  you  live  with  me  in  my 
Mother's  house  i     Say  No,  if  you  judge  that  bcs^ 
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without  fear  that  I  will  take  it  amiss.  Ind( 
indeed,  I  would  not  sway  you,  tho'  I  could  ;  for  1 
know  well  enough  the  infinite  superiority  of  yot 
judgement.  Say  Yes,  and  I  propose  the  thing 
my  Mother.  I  have  no  manner  of  doubt  but  sl^ 
will  give  it  a  willing,  a  joyful  hearing.  Should 
however,  contrary  to  all  human  expectation,  tui 
out  otherwise,  why  then,  let  it  be  as  you  will,  [i_ 
that  case  our  separation  would  be  her  doing,  not 
mine.  I  should  have  been  mistaken  in  thmking 
myself  indispensable  to  her  happiness.  Oh  mc  !  1 
am  much  to  be  pitied  :  my  heart  is  divided  against 
itself.  Would  to  Heaven  wc  saw  each  other's  face  ; 
for  I  iind  it  impossible  to  set  these  things  down  on 
paper  as  I  feel  them  in  my  heart.  Let  me  use  as 
many  words  as  I  like,  my  meaning  is  still  bi 
imperfectly  expressed. 

But  I  must  conclude  for  the  present  or  miss  ar 
other  post.      I  waited  till  yesterday  that  I  might  ai 
swer  both  your   Letters  at  once,  in  case  you  hs 
written,  as  you  partly  promised,  on  Sunday.     And 
yesterday   I  was  distracted  with  headache.     Writ 
the  first  hour  you  have  leisure. 

God  for  ever  bless  you.     I  am  yours  heart  ar 
soul. 

Jane  B.  Welsi 


Letter  158 
T.  Carlyle  to  Miss  Welsh,  Haddington 

HoDDAM  Hiu.,  Mondi}-,  '  19  Mircti,  iSi£.* 

My  good  Love,  —  I  guessed  what  was  detaimr  _ 
your  Letter:  but  I  scarcely  dared  to  expect  ic  on 
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Saturday.  It  came  in  company  with  a  quarter  of  a 
volume  oT  Proof Sy  or  I  should  have  answered  yester- 
day. But  the  villainous  sheets  kept  me  working 
till  midnight,  and  now  I  am  to  be  busy  beyond  all 
measure  for  a  week  or  more.  You  must  just  wait, 
JUtkchen,  till  next  opportunity;  and  in  ttie  mean 
time  I  will  keep  that  royal  project  resting  in  my 
thoughts;  and  who  knows  but  it  may  be  lighter 
when  I  come  to  write  of  it. 

You  arc  a  true-hearted  woman,  after  all,  my  little 
Girl ;  and  I  love  you  in  my  inmost  heart,  I  believe, 
notwithstanding  my  perversities.  I  also  vote  that, 
at  all  haps  and  hazards,  we  be  married  soon:  but  I 
love  you  better  for  your  love  of  your  Mother ;  and 
depend  on  it,  my  Dearest,  your  conscience  is  no 
more  precious  in  your  own  eyes  than  in  mine. 
These  things  must  be  reconciled.  Your  plan  is 
bright  as  the  May  morn  on  one  side:  but  (alas,  for 
the  conjunction  !)  there  are  many  huts.  Think  of  it, 
and  leave  me  to  think  of  it;  and  I  will  send  you 
my  best  deliverance  in  due  time.  And  so  keep  thy 
heart  at  peace,  my  bonny  bride;  and  I  too  will  live 
in  full  hope :  for  in  some  few  months,  it  shall  go 
hard  if  thou  be  not  lying  in  my  bosom,  never  to  be 
parted  from  me  any  more,  but  mine  forever  and 
ever.     O  Htmmel  und  Erde  f 

This  small  scrap  of  a  Note  1  owe  the  opportunity 
of  writing  to  an  arrangement  of  Jane's.  She  has 
manufactured  two  pairs  of  wrisiikins  fcuffej;  one 
for  your  Mother  and  one  for  you;  which  I  am  to 
send  by  this  parcel;  she  also  essayed  to  write;  but 
with  her  whole  skill,  it  would  not  do ;  and  so  her 
love  must  be  content  like  neighbour  Franz's,  to  con- 
tinue Dumb.'     It  b  not  the  less  true  on  that  account. 

'  See  the  itory  ctlicd  '*  Dumb  Lore,"  in  "  Germm  Romincc." 
vou  11—17 
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To  rgoice  your  heart  still  further,  I  send  you  a 
small  Sowing  Song,^  which  1  manufactured  the  other 
night,  when  too  sick  and  dull  to  commence  the  Life 
of  Goethe.  '*  I  had  better  have  been  minding  my 
work  f  "     Devil  take  you  !  is  that  all  my  thanks  ? 

Yet  you  are  right :  for  I  never  had  more  cause 
to  work.  M'Corkindale  (do  but  consider  what  a 
sonorous  name  !)>  the  most  superlative  of  Printers, 
is  languishing  for  this  Life,  and  his  thirsty  soul  is 
panting  for  it  as  the  hart  for  waterbrooks.  And 
the  thing  is  not  begun  yctl — Adieu  !  — Ten  thou- 
sand kisses !  — 

Yours  forever  and  ever, 

T.  Carlylb. 


Letter  159 
T.  Carl^e  to  Miss  ffetsfi,  Haddington 

HoDDAM  Hill,  lad  April,  1816. 


1 


Dearest  Weibchen,  —  I  have  kept  thee  long 
waiting ;  but  I  could  not  come  a  moment  sooner, 
much  as  I  wished  to  come.  Till  last  n^ht  my 
hands  were  full  of  that  magnanimous  Life  of  Goethe, 
as  the  echo  of  it  is  still  sounding  in  my  head.  What 
kept  me  so  long  with  it  ?  You  pardy,  you  little 
wretch  !  For  the  firat  three  or  four  days  all  that  I 
could  do,  you  would  not  go  about  your  business; 
and  whenever  I  sat  down  to  my  canvas  to  draw  this 
majestic  countenance,  the  kind  roguish  face  of  Jane 
Welsh  came  peeping  over  the  easel,  and  I  was 
forced  to  look  into  her  black  bright  eyes,  and  they 

'  Carlyle  afcerwnrdi  called  tki*  tke  "Sower's  Song." 
pean  In  hU  "  Muccllioiu,"  vol.  i. 
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It  was  very  wrong  of  you,  you  shame- 
But  1  will  remember  all  these  sins  by 


put  me  out. 

ml  creature, 
and  by. 

Even  yet  I  am  in  the  extremcst  haste;  and  must 
now  write  of  the  most  important  concern  of  both 
your  life  and  my  own  without  cither  due  delibera- 
tion or  due  detail.  My  present  sentiments  on  the 
matter  I  will  endeavour  to  express  to  you,  lying 
still  open  to  farther  light.  In  the  first  place  let  me 
tell  you  what  my  plan  was,  before  your  counter- 
plan  came  athwart  it. 

I  have  got  a  Cottage  here,  as  I  antidpatcd ;  that 
is  my  Father  and  Aliclc  have  rented  the  Farm  of 
Scotsbrig  (a  place  they  like  much  better  than  Shaw- 
brac,  at  the  rent  of  jfi^o);  and  I  am  to  be  master 
of  the  house  there  till  the  Mainhill  lease  expire 
(Whitsunday  1827);  the  Hill  colony  moving 
thither  in  the  interim,  at  the  approaching  Term.' 
This  is  an  event  which  gives  mc  more  satisftctlon 
than  you  would  readily  conceive :  not  on  my  own 
account  only,  but  on  tnat  of  my  kindred,  who  can 
now  regard  the  ill-nature  of  our  rural  Ali  Pacha* 
with  a  degree  of  equanimity  much  easier  to  attain 
than  formerly.  All,  I  mean  "his  Honour,"  Major 
General  Sharpe,  and  I  had  such  a  schene  the  other 
day  at  this  door!  I  made  Graham  of  Bumswark 
laugh  at  it  yesterday  all  the  way  from  Annan  to 
Hoddam  Bridge.  In  short,  Ali  sank  in  the  space 
of  little  more  than  a  minute  from  si 2"  Fahrenheit's 
thermometer  to  32%  and  retired  even  behw  the 
freezing  point. 

'    /.  e.  the  i6(h  of  May. 

■  ••  Since  the  ii*ys  gf  our  prophet  the  Crescent  ne'er  aw 
A  chief  cvcT  glorious  like  Ali  Pichi." 

"  Childe  HiroM,"  Cinto  iL  ti.  72. 
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Now  this  house  of  Scotsbrig  which  ts  to  be  mine 
for  a  ycar>  and  in  which  I  have  a  moderately  good 
right  to  a  domicile  as  long  afterwards  as  I  like,  is 
one  of  the  most  monstrously  ugly  and  uncultivated- 
looking  houses  you  ever  set  your  eyes  on.  Never- 
theless, it  is  tight  and  dry:  ic  is  to  be  floored, 
windowed,  doored  anew;  and  by  this  means  the 
upper  story  will  be  made  habitable  enough  for  me, 
and  there  will  be  plenty  of  room  below  for  all  the 
rest.  And  now,  LUbchen,  this  was  my  plan: 
Having  finished  my  Translation,  and  got  my  cash 
for  it,  I  was  to  kneel  down  before  you,  and  ask 
your  hand :  this  little  soft  hand  you  could  not 
refuse  me  ;  but  I  was  to  press  it  forever  in  my  own; 
and  fairly  carry  you  off  into  the  wolds  of  Annan- 
dale,  into  this  Kamtschatka  establishment,  which  I 
knew  and  believed  the  presence  of  your  Husband 
would  render  as  beautiful  as  many  far  grander  and 
costlier  mansions.  Here  then  was  an  asylum  for 
us ;  a  shelter  at  least  against  the  meanest  distresses ^ 
of  existence ;  a  humble  but  secure  roadstead  to' 
which  we  could  run  whenever  poverty  or  other  bad 
weather  made  the  high  seas  too  rude  for  our  vessel. 

How  you  were  to  employ  yourself  here  in  the 
meanwhile,  I  had  not  calculated  very  accurately. 
You  would  have  Jane  and  our  Mother  to  love  you 
and  impart  to  you  the  simple  scenery  of  their 
obscure  but  still  human  existence ;  you  might 
study  the  first  elements  of  housewifery  ;  you  would 
have  books  and  pens ;  and  gay  rides  with  me  on 
bright  sunshiny  days.  For  myself  I  was  resolved 
on  writing  a  Book,  no  compilation  or  bic^aphy 
but  a  Book  (which,  through  the  strength  of  Heaven, 
1  will  yet  write)  ;  and  so  to  be  busier  thro'  the  day^ 
than  when  you  staid  with  us  at  the  Hill.      But  thi 


^^^r^i^^B^M  I    1 

^B  /i'BJl}  ir  !  ■       ■ 
Xjan  MB     Hi      ■ 
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at  evening  there  was  to  be  tea  put  on  the  table,  and 
8  circle  of  glad  fiiccs  was  to  gather  round  it,  and 
there  we  should  wt  and  talk,  or  I  should  read, 
and  play  with  your  black  locks;  for  you  were  then 
my  own  to  all  Etcrnit)',  and  no  other  man  or 
woman  had  any  part  or  lot  in  your  true  bosom  but 
myself.  And  so  in  this  way  I  reckoned  that,  with 
diligence  and  rest,  with  wisdom  and  dcsipicncc, 
with  quarrelling  and  lighting  and  kissing  and  caress- 
ing, we  might  contrive  to  weather  till  the  Winter 
season  tolerably  enough.  Then,  if  I  were  stronger, 
or  if  wc  found  the  Country  getting  too  disagree- 
able, with  the  strength  I  have,  I  was  to  set  out  for 
Edinburgh,  and  try  if  I  could  get  a  Cottage  there 
(I  am  told  they  are  to  be  had  furnished  then);  at 
all  events,  next  Whitsunday,  unless  Fortune  was 
too  cruel  to  us,  we  were  to  go  northward  and  com- 
mence housekeeping  there,  on  our  own  foundation. 
I  should  have  j^2oo  at  any  rate  to  begin  with ;  and 
many  an  honest  couple  has  begun  with  less.  Jane 
might  have  gone  with  us,  and  helped  you ;  some 
ancient  thrifty  servine-maid  would  have  completed 
our  establishment.  In  truth  we  should  be  poor,  as 
poor  need  be :  but  what  then,  wc  should  learn, 
we  would  and  could  learn,  to  suit  our  outlay 
to  our  income ;  wc  should  stand  steadfestly  by 
one  another  thro'  scarcity  and  abundance,  if  ever 
abundance  came,  as  it  might  possibly  do ;  and 
so  thro'  honour  from  others  or  the  absence  of 
it,  wc  should  feci  that  wc  were  true  and  good, 
and  happy  in  each  other's  arms,  and  obliged  for 
our  happiness  to  no  earthly  soul,  but  to  Heaven 
only. 

As  we  think  mostly  of  our  own  wants  and  wishes 
alone,  in  all  this  royal  project  I  had  taken  no  dis- 
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tinct  account  of  your  Mother.'  I  merely  remem- 
bered the  text  of  Scripture :  *'  Thou  shalt  leave 
Father  and  Mother,  and  cleave  unto  thy  Husband, 
and  thy  desire  shall  be  towards  him  all  the  days  of 
thy  life."  I  imagined  perhaps  she  might  go  to 
Dumfriesshire,  and  gratify  her  heart  by  increasing 
the  accommodations  of  her  Father,  which  she 
would  then  have  ample  means  to  do ;  perhaps  that 
she  might  even  —  in  short  that  she  might  arrange 
her  destiny  in  many  ways,  to  which  my  presence 
must  be  a  hindrance  rather  than  a  nirtherance. 
Here  I  was  selfish  and  thoughtless :  I  might  have 
known  that  the  love  of  a  Mother  to  her  only  Child 
is  indestructible  and  irreplaceable;  that  forcibly  to 
cut  asunder  such  ties  was  cruel  and  unjust. 

Perhaps,  as  I  have  told  you.  Love,  1  may  not  yet 
have  got  to  the  bottom  of  this  new  plan  [of  yours] 
so  completely  as  I  wished :  but  there  is  one  thing 
that  strikes  me  more  and  more,  the  longer  I  think 
of  it.  This  the  grand  objection  of  all  objections, 
the  head  and  front  of  ofFcnce,  the  soul  or  all  my 
counter-pleading;  an  objection  which  is  too  likely 
to  overset  the  whole  project.  It  may  be  stated  in  a 
word :  The  man  should  iear  rule  iit  the  house  and  not 
the  tcematt}  This  is  an  eternal  axiom,  the  Law  of 
Nature  herself  which  no  mortal  departs  from  un- 
punished. I  have  meditated  on  this  many  long 
years,  and  every  day  it  grows  plainer:  1  must  not 


'  Miss  Welsh  had  told  Carlylc,  niorc  dun  once  id  her  Letter 
of  31  January,  \ti%,  that  it  wis  her  mother'*  «xpicsi  wish  to  go 
tiyi  live  with  her  fsiher  al  Tcmpland.     Sec  alio  cicxt  Leilcr. 

*  "  The  man  should  be  maiter  of  the  house,  and  not  the  wife  j 
this  is  his  special  right,  ».nA  so  ii  i)  c«Eiibli»hcd  everywhere,  among 
all  people.  '  says  Mmua  in  "  Ub 
iraiulating. 


'  UbuMa,"  which  Carlyle  wu  now 
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and  I  cannot  live  in  a  house  of  which  I  am  not 
head.  1  should  be  miserable  myself,  and  make  all 
about  mc  miserable.  Think  not,  Darling,  that  this 
comes  of  an  imperious  temper;  that  I  shall  be  a 
harsh  and  C)'rannical  Husband  to  thee.  God  forbid ! 
But  it  is  the  nature  of  a  man  that  if  he  be  controlled 
by  anything  but  his  own  reason,  he  feds  himself 
degraded  ;  and  incited,  be  it  justly  or  not,  to  rebellion 
and  discord.  It  is  the  nature  01  a  woman  again  (for 
she  is  essentially  passive  not  active)  to  cling  to  the 
man  for  support  and  direction;  to  comply  with  his 
humours,  and  feel  pleasure  in  doing  so,  simply  be- 
cause they  are  his ;  to  reverence  while  she  loves  him, 
to  conquer  him  not  by  her  force  but  by  her  weak- 
ness, and  perhaps  (the  cunning  gypsy !)  after  alt  to 
command  him  by  obeying  him.  It  is  inexpressible 
what  an  increase  of  happiness,  and  of  consciousness, 
wholesome  consciousness  of  inward  dignity  1  have 
gained  since  I  came  within  the  walls  of  this  poor 
Cottage.  My  own  four  walls  !'  For  in  my  state 
this  Primeval  Law  of  Nature  acts  on  m^  with  double 
and  triple  force.  And  how  cheaply  it  is  purchased, 
and  how  smoothly  managed!  They  simply  admit 
that  I  am  H^rr  m  Uause,  and  act  on  this  convic- 
tion. Here  is  no  grumbling  about  my  habitudes  and 
whims :  if  I  choose  to  dine  on  fire  and  brimstone, 

1  ■•  My  own  four  wtilt*'  u,  in  Scotland  «>pcci«Uy,  oficn  uied 
u  in  equivslenc  for  "my  own  houK."  The  poem  by  Carlyle, 
ctlled  "  My  own  Four  Willi, "  vm  not  wtiiren  it  HodJun  Hill, 
however,  Imt  «t  Cfiigcnpiittock  ;  probably  in  1819.  The  hind- 
writing  and  y>aper  of  th«  (itiginal,  and  the  expreuionx  "  Whinttone 
hoiuc,"  "  Mcurland  houac,"  and  tlic  mention  <>(»  wife  arc  slonc 
sufficient  to  prove  ibit.  Caclyle't  biognpher  teems  to  have 
doubted  that  anyiKing  to  cheerful  »  «  My  own  Pour  WkIIs" 
cfnUbMn  been  compoKd  ic  Craij;eDpjtiock.  —  See  Appendix  A» 
No.  14. 
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they  will  cook  it  for  me  to  their  best  sleill ;  thinking 
only  that  I  am  an  unintelligible  mortal ;  perhaps  in 
their  secret  souls,  a  kind  of  humourist,  fascAfous,^  to 
deal  withj  but  no  bad  soul  after  all,  and  not  to  be 
dealt  with  in  any  other  way.    My  own  four  walls  1 

Your  Mother  is  of  all  women  the  best  calculated 
for  being  a  If^i/e,  and  the  worst  for  being  a  Hus- 
band. I  know  her  perhaps  better  than  she  thinks  ; 
and  it  is  not  without  affection  a.nd  sincere  esteem 
that  I  have  seen  the  fundamental  structure  of  her 
character,  and  the  many  light  capricious  half-graces 
half-follies  that  sport  on  the  surface  of  it.  1  could 
y  even  fency  that  she  might  love  me  also,  and  feel 

happy  beside  mc,  if  her  own  true  and  kindly  char- 
acter were  come  into  fair  and  free  communion  with 
mine,  which  she  might  then  find  was  neither  false 
nor  cruel  any  more  than  her  own.  But  this  could 
only  be  (I  will  speak  it  out  at  once  and  boldly,  for 
it  is  the  quiet  and  kind  conviction  of  my  Judgement, 
not  the  conceited  and  selfish  conviction  of  my 
vanity  :  this  could  onlv  be)  in  a  situation  where  she 
looked  up  to  nie,  not  I  to  her. 

Now,  think,  Liebehen,  whether  your  Mother  will 
consent  to  forget  her  own  riches,  and  my  poverty, 
and  uncertain  most  probably  scanty  income  ;  and 
consent  in  the  spirit  of  Christian  meekness  to  make 
me  her  guardian  and  director,  and  be  a  second  ^ift 
to  her  Daughter's  Husband.  If  she  can,  then  1 
say,  she  is  a  noble  woman ;  and  in  the  name  of 
Truth  and  Affection,  lei  us  all  live  together,  and  be 
one  household  and  one  heart  till  Deaths  or  her 
own  choice  part  us !  If  she  cannot,  which  will  do 
anything  but  surprise  me,  then  alas !  the  other 
thing  cannot  be>  must  not  be ;  and  for  her  sake,  no 
'  Scotiuh  for  "  iroublctomc." 
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less  than  for  yours  and  mine,  we  muse  think  of 
something  else.  Explain  all  this,  Jane,  in  your 
own  dialect ;  for  unless  you  explain  it,  it  may  be 
dreadfully  misunderstood.  Then  tell  me  the  result 
without  the  loss  of  a  moment.  Love  me  always  in 
the  centre  ofyour  heart  and  believe  me  your  own, 

T.  Carlyle. 


My  Mother  has  scolded  me  regularly  every  rime 
these  three  last  Letters,  for  not  sending  her  compli- 
ments and  love.  She  is  come  in  this  moment;  and 
orders  me  to  wish  you  "  all  good  things."  She 
knows  of  the  Scotsbrig  plan  ;  and  says  she  "  would 
have  you  look  up  to  the  Almight)'  for  counsel  tn  this 
I        and  ail  your  goings."  —  She  is  longing  for  another 


Letter  160 
Miss  JTelsh  to  T.  CarlyU,  Hadam  Hill 
Hauoinctok,  locii  '  April, 


8a6.* 


My  Dearest,  —  You  are  thinking,  I  presume, 
that  I  might  have  done  your  bidding  with  less 
delay ;  but  the  fact  is,  I  have  not  lost  one  minute 
that  could  be  saved.  Judge  if  1  have.  Your 
Letter  found  me  in  the  saddest  domestic  burble 
imaginable  :  our  maid-servant  lay  in  one  part  of  the 
house  at  death's  door  with  fever  and  asthma;  in 
another  part  of  it  lay  my  Mother  about  as  ill  with 
an  attack  of  bile ;  and  to  crown  all,  just  in  this  evil 
nick,  a  "fool-creature"  must  needs  come  on  a  visit. 
While  things  were  in  this  way,  as  you  may  well  con- 
ceive, I  had  no  leisure  to  make  the  needful  dlsclo- 
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aures ;  besides,  it  was  no  propitious  season  for  my 
Mother  to  hear  them  in.  And  a  week,  passed 
before  the  household  was  convalescent  and  the 
"  fool-creature  "  departed,  and  my  hands  thus  left 
free  to  go  stbout  my  Master's  business.  So  you 
KKt  I  am  no  bad  Ariel  after  ail. 

Eh  hien!  I  have  informed  my  Mother^  in  a  long 
Letter,  of  all  which  it  concerned  her  to  know  (so 
long  a  speech  being  as  Jean  says,  "  beyond  the 
utmost  compass  of  my  ability  "  ) ;  and  the  result  is, 
—  what  do  you  thi  nk  ?  —  that,  provided  wc  manage 
matters  aright,  you  and  I  are  soon  to  be  the  happiest 
pair  of  people  in  all  Annandalc! 

My  Mother  docs  not  object  to  my  wedding  you 
in  your  actual  circumstances ;  on  the  contrary,  she 
thinks  it,  all  things  considered,  the  best  I  can  do ; 
and  neither  docs  she  object  to  my  living  with  you 
in  your  Fatherland ;  which  shows  a  heroism  on  her 
part  that  I  did  not  dare  to  look  for.  In  shore  my 
kind,  reasonable  Mother  views  our  romantic  project 
with  all  the  favour  that  heart  could  desire ;  and  not 
by  the  cold,  bleak  light  of  worldly  prudence,  but 
the  rosy  sunlight  of  poetry,  which  is  in  this  case 
truth. 

And  we  will  not  be  purchasing  our  happiness  at 
the  cost  of  hers ;  for  she  will  live  (she  says)  at 
Templand,  and  visit  us  as  often  as  may  be.  And 
this  arrangement,  I  liclieve  after  all,  is  the  very  best 
that  the  case  admits.  My  Mother  is  fond  of  Niths- 
dale,  and  we  will  make  her  fond  of  Annandate  also. 
In  the  one  place  she  will  have  kind  friends  about 
her,  whom  she  dearly  likes,  and  within  her  the 
consciousness  of  doing  good  to  her  Father  and 
Sister;  in  the  other  she  will  find  you  and  I,  our- 
selves a  host,  and  will  not  be/rgmd,  she  declares  to 
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me,  with  your  kindred,  but  esteem  them  as  they 
deserve.  Moreover,  the  otktr  plan,  however  well 
it  had  been  proved  to  answer,  could  not,  I  find 
have  had  any  permanency.  My  Grandfather  must 
in  the  course  of  nature  be  taken  from  us  at  no 
distant  day  ;  and  my  Aunt  would  then  be  left  alone 
and  helpless,  were  not  my  Mother  to  become  her 
protector.  That  must  not  be,  —  is  not  to  be 
thought  of.  In  going  to  live  with  her  now,  then, 
my  Mother  is  only  anticipating  what  must  be,  as  far 
as  human  calculation  reaches,  her  ultimate  destina- 
tion. And  in  thus  anticipating  it,  she  will  have  the 
comfort  of  watching  over  her  Father's  declining 
age,  and  adding  to  his  scanty  accommodations,  —  a. 
comfort  which  will  atone  to  her  Mother's-hcart  for 
the  partial  loss  of  her  Daughter's  company.  On 
these  grounds  she  prefers  that  we  should  have  sepa- 
rate households;  and  on  these  grounds  I  amwtllmg 
that  we  should.  So,  what  more  remains  to  be 
said?  Are  you  happy?  You  must  be  the  most 
ungrateful  of  mortals  if  you  are  not,  in  the  near 
prospect  of  having  such  a  Wife.  Oh,  mein  Gttii! 
such  a  Wife! 

The  strangest  thing  has  just  occurred  which  I  can- 
not but  view  as  an  omen  that  the  gods  are  with  us : 
a  proposal  is  come  to  my  Mother  from  Dr.  Fyflfc, 
since  1  began  writing,  to  take  this  house  off  our  hands 
upon  any  terms ;  and  we  have  never  yet  mentioned 
to  any  one  that  we  thought  of  disposing  of  it !  Was 
there  ever  anything  so  provitiential  ?  Ach,  wie  kaU, 
vjit  dumm  ist  dieier  Brief  i  Meine  Mutter  seghtt fin, 
unJ  Ich  scheite  micft  thr  met ner game  Seeten  zu  xeigen. 
[Ah,  how  cold,  how  stupid  this  Letter  is!  My 
Mother  sees  it,  and  f  am  shy  of  showing  her  my 
whole  soul.J 
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But  my  Mother  is  waiting  to  write  a  postscript, 
so  I  must  make  an  end  of  this  ugly  Letter,  the  matter 
of  which  1  trust  will  m»ke  amends  for  the  manner. 

Forever  yours, 

Jane  B.  Welsh. 

P.S.  by  Mrs.  Welsh: 

My  Dear  Sir, — Jane  has  read  to  me  what  she 
has  communicated  to  you  respecting  our  future  des- 
tination: which  I  trust  will  meet  with  your  approval. 
1'his  long  perplexing  emigration  of  ours  draws  to  a 
close.  May  God  grant  that  it  may  draw  us  all  to- 
gether in  the  bonds  of  love  and  happiness.  With 
every  good  wish  for  your  welfare,  believe  me  in  af- 
fection what  vou  would  wish  the  Mother  of  your 
Jane  to  be. 

G.  Welsh. 

Write  to  my  Mother.     J.  B.  W, 


Ai  this  point  there  are  two  or  three  Letters  unfonunately 

misting:  ill  a  postscript  to  her  last  Letter  Miss  Welsh 
asked  Carlylc  to  write  to  ht;r  Mother;  antl  there  is  evidence 
lo  show  that  he  did  so;  but  unluckily  neither  his  Letter  co 
Mrs.  Welsh  nor  her  reply  to  it,  has  been  preserved.  Miss 
Welsh  had  written  too,  as  Carlylc'snext  Letter  (22  April) 
indicates;  but  hent  also  has  been  lost.  A  Letter  by  Car- 
lylc to  his  Brother  John,  datcablc  by  internal  evidence*  I4.th 
April,'  throws  a  tittle  light  on  what  was  probably  the  main 
subject  of  the  missing  l^cttcrt,  and  it  being  otherwise  of  in- 
terest^ a  few  sentences  from  it  may  not  improperly  be  cited 
here: 

" '  Have  I  heard  of  Miss  Welsh  ?  O  Jack !  there  is  the 
mightiest  secret  in  that  matter;  a  secret  which  I  have  yet 
whispered  only  to  our  Mother,  and  which,  when  I  now 
commit  it  to  thy  faithful  ear,  must  be  shrouded  in  deepest 
ulenM.     I  really  do  believe  she  and  I  aregoing  to  be  mar- 
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ricd  Uiis  very  Summer  !  *  First  recover  that,  and  thou  shall 
hear  more.'  So  soon  as  1  have  iinishcd  my  [took,  and  the 
Scocsbrig  hou&e  is  swept  and  garnished,  it  ts  about  settled 
that  I  am  to  l>ring  the  young  damsel  thither.  The  Winter, 
I  suppose  or  partly  hope,  wc  may  spend  at  Haddington;  for 
her  Mother  goes  loTempUnd  to  livc^  and  I  have  just  been 
persuading  them  not  to  let  their  houte  to  Dr.  FyfTe.  .  .  . 

**  God  knows,  my  good  Jack,  I  look  foiward,  as  Pears  said, 
to  this  affair  with  very  ^uetr  feelings,  I  am  to  have  a  Wife 
whom  I  have  long  loved  beyond  any  other  woman:  but 
bless  your  heart  Sir!  there  arc  live  thousand  other  things 
(o  be  taken  imo  account  at  the  same  time!  Dttbfriub 
heran  f  fCheeriiy  onwards!]  Who  never  ventured  never 
won!  After  all  what  do  I  venture?  A  precious  destiny 
forsooth,  here  as  I  sll  I  In  short.  Jack,  what  must  be  must 
be:  and  so,  by  this  axiom  which  no  logic,  not  the  very 
gates  of  £wart*9  shop,  can  prevail  against,  I  am  co  be 
wedded.  .  .  . 

"  Bath  the  contracting  parties  are  to  be  etjually  poor^  and 
BO  the  hearth  however  faint  its  gUrt)[ner>  will  be  mine  and 
mine's," 

To  persuade  Mrs.  Welsh  and  her  daughter  to  liccp  pos- 
session of  their  house  at  Haddington  for  a  little  longer 
Carlyle  found  to  be  a  task  more  diflicult  than  he  had  ex- 
pected. For  reasons  of  their  own,  chiefly  dislike  to  Had- 
dington itself  as  a  place  of  residence,  scarcity  of  finiinccs 
(which  were  derived  solely  from  the  rent  of  Craigcnput- 
tock  at  this  time  let  to  a  tenant  who  was  often  in  arrears 
with  his  payments  of  jj^lSo  per  annum),  the  probability  of 
unpleasant  complications  with  Dr.  Fyife  (an  old  lover  of 
Miss  Welsh's^  who  lived  in  the  front  portion  of  the  Had- 
dington house,  and  whom  Carlylc  and  his  wife  could 
scarcely  have  avoided  meeting  daily  or  oftencr, —  they  had 
determined  once  for  all  to  dispose  of  it  as  soon  as  possible. 

On  hearing  of  their  intention  of  selling  the  house,  it  oc- 
curred to  Carlyle  that  to  postpone  this  operation  for  six 
months  or  a  year  would  afford  the  readiest  and  best  solu- 
tion of  the  problem  of  finding  a  suitable  home  for  himself 
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and  wife  to  live  in  until  their  prospects  mended  i  and  it 
seemi  that  he  wrote  at  once  to  Mrs.  Wckh  submitting 
this  new  plan  to  her  consideration.  Mrs.  Welsh's  reply  must 
have  been  a  flat  refusal,  which  of  course  she  had  a  perfect 
right  to  give;  but  it  is  too  likely  that  her  decision  would 
be  expressed  otherwise  than  In  good-natured  and  cor>cilia- 
tory  terms.  At  any  rate  the  result  was  the  introduction 
of  a  little  regrettable,  but  under  the  ctrcumstances  not 
alti^ether  unpardonable,  acerbity  into  some  of  Carlyle's 
allusions  lo  Mrs.  Welsh  in  a  few  of  the  Letters  which 
follow.' 

Carlyle's  earlier  project  of  bepnning  housekeeping  at 
Scotsbrig  (a  farm  which  his  father  hoped  to  rent)  had  to 
be  renounced  for  vaiious  unforeseen  reasons:  the  chief  of 
these  being,  first,  the  long  uncertainty  there  was  of  gettii^ 
quiet  possession  of  the  farm;  sccondly,ihc  disapproval  of  th« 
scheme  gently  but  firmly  expressed  by  Carlyle's  parents ; 
and,  lastly,  the  unsuitablcncss  of  Scotsbrig  for  the  purpose, 
which  became  apparent  to  Carlylc  on  more  mature  delibera- 
tion and  on  belter  knowledge  of  the  c  ircumuances  and  con- 
ditions of  living  there. 

Chiefly  owing  to  the  unfriendliness  of  Mrs.  WeUh, 
which  prevented  the  young  people  from  meeting  and  talk- 
ing the  matter  over  fully  and  freely,  the  choosing  of  a 
residence  was  long  delayed.  But  tn  the  end  the  plan  Bnally 
adopted  was  the  one  first  proposed  by  Carlyle  himself: 
namely,  the  hiring  of  a  small  cottage  tn  Edinburgh.     This 

'  It  is  sttUActory  and  pletunt  to  know  thtt  after  this  little  dif^ 
ficulcy  in  rvgard  co  ■  dwelling  wu  letiled,  ihe  rclacioni  between 
Carlyle  and  Mrs.  Welsh  became,  and  remained  to  tbe  end  of  their 
liv«»,  heartily  affectionaie  and  loving.  Carljile  left  Craigcnputtock 
Tor  London  in  i8]4t  "wenedwith  poor  Mrs,  Wclth's  (ean"t 
and  when  viMting  him  in  hii  London  honw  (which  she  often  did) 
a  few  veamlmer.Mre.  Welsh  i)ctlir<:dili»iBhc  "  vr»  very  tcniibte of 
hii  kind  [Tejumeni  of  her,"  and  ihic  he  had  been  lo  her  "  everything 
that  hean  could  detire."  And  Carlyle**  tribaie  to  Mn,  Welsh** 
cbaracEcr,  given  In  the  "  Reeninigccncn  "  and  Announons,  b  al- 
most unique  from  a  son-in-law  to  a  mother-in-law, — a  relation- 
ahip  proverbially  di^tiU. 
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Lettbr  161 
T.  CarijU  to  Miss  Wtlsh,  Haddington 

HoDDAM  Hill,  land  April,  1816. 

My  Dearest, —  Your  Letter'  lay  two  days  in  the 
Post-office,  and  I  have  kept  ic  another  day  in  my 
hands,  to  sec  whether  any  light  would  dawn  out  of 
the  utter  darkness  with  which  the  first  perusal  of  it 
overshadowed  me.  The  process  of  dawning  has 
been  ineffectual  enough  still :  but  time  presses ;  and  I 
must  snatch  an  hour  to  communicate  my  views  to 
you,  such  as  they  arc. 

I  had  schemed  all  this  aifair  so  nicely  :  the  Had- 
dington house  came  in  with  such  aptness  to  meet 
tht;  new  difficulties  which  the  transition  from  a  proj- 
tci  to  a  flan  never  fails  to  bring  along  with  it:  here 
we  might  live  in  love  and  wise  peace  on  our  own 
unassisted  resources,  till  there  seemed  a  fair  chance 
of  removing  with  prudence  to  a  more  genial  sphere ; 
here  we  should  be  secluded  in  harmonious  and  not 
inactive  privacy,  entering  on  the  Journey  of  our  life 
at  a  rate  no  Quicker  than  wc  might  calculate  on 
keeping  up!  I  declare  to  you  that  even  I  who  live 
without  hope  in  the  world,  walking  not  by  faith  but 
by  vision,  could  but  pronounce  the  aspect  of  the 
future  to  be  much  meeker  and  more  settled,  and 
ominous  of  clearer  weather  for  us  both.  And  now 
comes  your  Letter,  a  gay  kind  loving  Letter,  souse 
like  a  cannon  ball  on  my  little  edifice,  shattering 

'  This  Lener  hn  been  lost. 
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it  in  a  moment  into  fragments ;  which  how  we  are 
to  rebuild  I  confess  I  yet  sec  not. 

To  complete  the  matter,  the  unfortunate  scoutt- 
drel  who  for  the  present  occupies  Scotsbrig  has  the 
other  day  procured  a  Sheriff's  interditt  against  our 
husbandmen :  the  ploughs  are  there  resting  frooi 
their  labours;  and  the  ejection  of  that  unhappy 
mortal  from  his  quarters  has  become  a  problem  for 
the  civil  authorities.'  For  aught  I  can  discover,  it 
seems  probable  enough  that  1  shall  have  to  retire 
with  my  writing  ware,  for  perhaps  a  good  part 
of  sumraerj  into  the  dark  but  hospitable  cave  of 
Mainhilt. 

You  ask.  me  if  I  have  any  objection  to  reside  in 
Edinburgh.  To  Edinburgh  nonc,to  any  quarter  of  the 
Earth  none,  so  I  be  occupied  in  my  dut>'  and  with 
those  I  love,  so  I  can  live  wisely  for  myself  and  those 
dear  to  mc  and  dependent  on  mc.  Your  Mother,  with 
a  generosity  worthy  of  her,  has  oftered  to  furnish  us 
a  house  there.  I  do  thank  her  from  the  inmost  part 
of  my  heart ;  and  I  beg  you  to  let  her  see  that  if  I 
decline  this  most  kind  proposal,  it  is  from  no  ^Ise 
prideful  feeling,  which  would  ill  become  me  towards 
her,  but  from  a  perception  of  its  inapplicability  to 
my  circumstances,  from  a  persuasion  that  her  boun^ 
would  be  wasted. 

Alas  !  I  do  fear  this  plan  is  impracticable.  In  the 
first  place,  it  is  too  likely  that  by  this  time  all  but  the 
refuse  of  the  houses  are  let ;  an  argument  which  like 

'  The  ten&ni  of  Scoubrig,  although  he  hid  become  iiuolrent, 
refuted  to  give  up  hit  Icnc,  >nd  cniJciirourcii  by  aid  of  ilie  Uw  to 
prevent  Jtmn  Cirlyle'*  cnlry  on  the  lamt.  The  miiccr  looked 
very  omioouf  while  Cirlylc  wis  writing  this  Letter^  uid  imlced  t. 
finil  senkmenc  of  the  difficulty  was  not  reached  until  netr  the 
oiiddleof  Majr. 
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the  frsi  reason  for  the  witness's  absence,  his  death, 
precludes  the  necessity  of  stating  the  other  nine- 
teen. In  this,  however,  I  may  be  wrong,  and  you 
have  better  knowledge;  so  I  pass  from  it.  Butsup- 
po^ng  us  thirly  wedded,  and  settled  in  a  pretty  Cot- 
tage in  the  suburbs  of  Edinburgh,  have  you  well 
considered  how  the  roof-trcc  of  St  is  to  be  kept 
above  our  heads?  By  the  best  calculation  I  can 
make,  the  expense  of  living  there  in  the  same  com- 
fort as  in  Haddington  would  be  rather  more  than 
doubled.  Such  a  house  as  the  one  where  you  now  sit, 
would  cost  if  furnished  somewhere  about  £150  a- 
year :  one  very  greatly  inferior  which  I  visited  at 
Morningside  was  charged  ^60  for  the  bare  un- 
papercd  and  unpaintcd  walls.  The  humblest  cottage, 
humble  enough  in  sooth,cost$  between  /30  and  Ca'^- 
To  say  nothing  of  taxes;  of  "  flthyftallions"  *  of 
landlords ;  of  the  thousand  and  one  expenses  and 
discomforts  of  living  in  large  towns,  which  I  unhap- 
pily know  fiir  better  than  you.  Have  you  figured 
yourself  planted  here,  in  the  midst  of  splendour  and 
scarcity,  your  sick  Husband,  whom  your  caresses 
melted  into  weakness  but  could  not  soothe  into 
peace,  forced  to  hawk  the  laborious  products  of  an 
aching  head  and  heart  for  a  piece  of  money,  and  be- 
come the  drudge  of  gross  thick-sided  booksellers 
that  he  and  his  might  be  saved  from  ruin?  By  God's 
blessing,  I  will  live  in  a  dog-hutch,  on  the  produce 
ot  the  brook  and  the  furrow,  before  this  shall  even 
threaten  me.  And  let  other  men  and  other  women 
say  of  it  whatever  shall  seem  good  to  them :  the 
atmospheric  air  is  wide  enough  to  furnish  breath  for 
us  all. 

that  lovcth  m 


ic  !  mygood  true  Jane, 
Hiliion,  an  idle  iU-iDKimercd  goad-tijr.nothing. 


your 
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wirm  6uthf\it  heart !  why  will  you  forever  force  me 
to  repeat  that  I  am  poor ;  a  word  which  1  like  not  to 
pronounce  or  to  hear  pronounced,  for  it  usually  be- 
tokens blind  as  well  pusillanimous  complaint  or  else ^ 
false  boastful  cant ;  cither  of  which  1  would  willingly 
avoid?  This  word  has  many  meanings,  which  it  is 
most  painful  and  ungracious  in  me  to  explain,  but. 
which  it  is  indispensably  important  in  your  selectc  ' 
and  allotted  station  that  you  thoroughly  understand. 

I  despair  of  doing  anything  but  vex  you  by 
diis  Letter;  tor  let  us  talk  as  we  will  we  are  not 
understood.  ...  I  srein  myjudgemcnt  that  you  have 
many  causes  of  otfcncc  connected  with  Haddington, 
but  I  cannot  feel  them  as  you  do.  To  me,  among 
the  weightier  evils  and  blessings  of  existence,  the  evil 
of  impertinent  visitors  and  so  forth,  seems  but  as  a 
small  drop  in  the  bucket  and  an  exceeding  little 
thing.  I  nave  nerve  enough  in  me  to  dispatch  that 
sort  of  deer '  forever  by  dozens  in  the  day.  Yet 
think  not  that  I  would  restrain  (or  by  this  time  it 
may  be  undo)  your  projected  removal  from  your  na- 
tive Town.  The  fancied  happiness  of  living  there 
was  founded  on  the  thought  that  you  too  would  be 
happier;  without  this,  Haddington  was  no  heaven  to 
mc  cither. 

Do  you  call  me  wilfiil  and  capricious?  I  fear 
much  you  do,  and  yet,  believe  me,  Jane,  if  I  could 
6nd  any  wilfulness  or  scljish  whim  in  this  Letter,  I 
would  put  it  into  the  Are,  and  write  another.  It  is  hard 
enough  that  you  must  hear  tlie  stern  truth  connected  | 
with  our  circumstances ;  it  were  too  hard  if  you  had 
likewise   to   bear  any  ill-nature  in    revealing   them. 

'  Thii  is,  "the  ctllen  by  profei»ion,*'  whoK  "mot  vile 
voice),"  Mill  Welih  hod  cold  Culyle,  ahc  "  vilued  nolattnw."^ 
Sec  anu.  Letter  i6. 
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Conceive  mc,  figure  out  my  situation!  But  alas  you 
cannot,  let  me  cxhibl  t  it  as  I  will.  After  all,  however, 
this  is  but  a  secondary  matter,  whether  good  words 
arc  spoken  and  appear  to  be  spoken,  if  so  be  that 
good  actions  be  done.  With  this  view  I  have  writ- 
ten you  my  purposes,  be  the  grounds  of  them  truly 
seen  or  not. 

The  grand  question  still  remains :  what  is  to  be 
done  i  For  aught  that  during  brief  imervals  from 
business  I  have  yet  been  able  to  think,  it  seems  to 
mc  that  our  fair  plan  has  again  shrunk  back  into 
the  rank  of  project.  1  see  and  feel  too  that  till  after 
a  full  fair  and  free  utterance  of  our  hearts  to  one 
another,  neither  I  nor  your  Mother  nor  you  will 
ever  work  to  each  other's  service.  I  will  speak 
clearly  and  cordially  to  our  Mother,  as  to  a  kind 
counsellor  and  helper,  and  like  a  man  that  wishes 
and  means  heartily  well  to  her  and  hers.  Am  I 
not  open  to  light  and  is  not  she?  Am  not  I  and 
all  that  1  have  the  possession  of  her  Child,  us  her 
Child  is  of  me?  We  need  only  to  understand  each 
other  thoroughly;  and  from  our  united  judgements 
and  resources  a  fair  enough  arrangement  will  arise. 

Can  she  and  you,  if  you  have  determined  on 
quitting  Haddington,  go  and  take  a  house  for  your- 
selves in  Edinburgh?  It  will  be  the  better  for 
your  Mother's  occupation,  if  she  think  of  giving  it 
to  us  when  we  wed.  Here  I  shall  see  you,  and  tell 
you  everything  ;  and  do  everything  which  a  rational 
and  well-meaning  man  can  engage  for.  I  am  to  be 
there  at  all  events  when  this  Book  is  published  ; 
sooner  would  not  be  impossible,  but  very  incon- 
venient. .  .  . 

As  to  my  taste  in  houses,  it  is  the  easiest  thing 
on  Earth  to  (it.     One  sole  indispensable  and  per- 
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mancnt  property  is  complete  quietude  by  night,  such 
quietude  that  I  can  sleep  in  it.  Will  you  believe  it, 
tnia  most  humble  requisite  is  fiilly  nine-tenths  of  the 
comfort  I  anticipate  and  have  enjoyed  from  owning 
a.  house.  In  all  other  points,  my  taste  is  of  the 
most  catliolic  description,  and  my  toleration  abso- 
lutely boundless.  But  with  nocturnal  noises  1 
would  turn  my  back  on  the  Tuileries  itself.  .  .  . 

For  the  rest,  to  Morningside,  or  any  other 
quarter  in  Edinburgh  or  out  of  it,  1  am  perfectly 
well-disposed  ;  there  is  absolutely  no  point  whatever 
in  which  1  could  possibly  differ  from  your  Mother 
or  any  other  civilized  European  person. 

But  1  must  finish  :  for  my  time  and  paper  are 
done.  I  have  given  you  my  thoughts  and  purposes 
crude  as  they  were.  The  arrangement  of  tnings 
now  rests  with  yourself  and  your  Mother.  1  think 
you  should  go  to  Edinburgh,  since  your  tastes  are 
so  decided  against  Haddmgton :  but  for  us  to 
attempt  housekeeping  there  on  these  principles, 
would  for  the  present,  I  think,  be  delusion.  This 
1  must  say,  tho"  I  feci  that  you  will  sadly  misinter- 
pret it  Be  kind,  be  tolerant,  be  just  to  roe,  till 
you  have  heart/  me.  If  we  are  wise  and  true  all 
will  yet  be  well,  if  wc  arc  foolish  and  false  it  cannot. 
I  could  write  volumes,  and  it  would  all  mean  that  I 
wish  to  be  true  and  just  to  you,  and  happy  in  your 
happiness,  and  forever  your  own, 

T.  Carlvle. 
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Letter,  162 

T.  Cariyle  to  Miss  WtUh,  Haddington 

HoDDAM  H11.L,  6ih  Miy,  iStfi. 

Mefke  ewic  Liebste  [My  ever  bcst-lovcd], — 
Why  do  you  not  write  to  me?  Is  it  purpose?  Is  St 
necessity  ?  Negligence  it  cannot  be  :  for  doubtless 
you  duly  appreciate  the  deep  anxiet)'  I  necessa.rtly 
feel  about  thJs  most  important  event  of  my  life  and 
yours;  and  i  know  you  too  well  to  imagine  that 
you  could  keep  me  one  needless  moment  in  such 
uncertainty.  Nevertheless  I  have  sent  to  the  Post- 
office  every  day  this  week,  in  vain ;  the  long-looked- 
for  messenger  comes  over  the  Hill  empty-handed, 
without  any  tidings  hopeful  or  despondent,  consola- 
tory or  criminative,  from  the  quarter  where  they  are 
most  eagerly  expected. 

This  tri^  of  my  patience  is  the  sharper,  as  for 
the  last  five  days  I  have  been  totally  idle ;  and 
accordingly  prepared  without  much  sacrifice  to 
come  and  sec  you  face  to  face,  if  such  a  step  were 
desired  or  necessary  for  the  adjustment  of  this  very 
serious  negotiation.  The  books  1  talked  of  as 
having  come  from  Germany  turn  out  to  be  an 
Invoice  of  Books,  the  Books  themselves  being  still 
somewhere  on  the  road  between  Leipzig  and  this: 
the  printing  therefore  is  just  about  to  stop,  I  my- 
self am  already  stopped.  Meanwhile  the  East-wind 
has  given  me  a  horrid  cold  :  I  am  idle  and  sick,  and 
Jane  will  not  write.  Behold,  all  these  things  are 
against  me ! 

Among  the  manifold  hypotheses  which  I    have 
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formed  to  account  for  your  silence,  it  has  not  &ited 
to  strike  me  that  perhaps  you  are  angry  with  me, 
that  you  felt  yourself  injured  by  my  last  Letter,  and 
were  taking  that  method  of  reducing  me  to  reason. 
I  trust  in  Heaven  it  is  not  so.  O  my  Darling,  you 
must  not  do  this  !  What  were  it,  but  to  complicate 
our  affairs  still  farther,  which  are  already  complicated 
enough  ?  To  employ  our  force  a^nst  each  other, 
for  less  than  no  purpose,  instead  of  with  each  other, 
against  the  many  difficulties  that  beset  us?  If  the 
manner  of  that  Letter  was  offensive  to  you,  I  can 
say  with  a  clear  heart  that  it  was  a  most  invotuntaty 
sin  :  and  for  the  matter  of  it,  this  was  the  true  copy 
of  my  best  Judgement  at  the  time  ;  and  I  knew  not 
how  to  serve  you  more  honestly  than  by  communi- 
cating it  without  reserve.  Do  you  imitate  rac: 
know  your  own  mind,  and  lay  it  calmly  before  me; 
one  way  or  other  the  two  shall  be  reconciled.  To 
my  jooiishness  I  seek  no  mercy  from  you,  and  will 
show  none  myself:  but  of  my  rooJ  sena  think  that 
however  repulsive  it  is  to  you,  it  may  have  been  no 
less  GO  to  myself;  and  is  now  not  to  be  cavilled  at 
but  patiently  to  be  tried,  and  if  found  worthy,  to 
be  strengthened  and  completed  by  good  sense  of 
your  own.  Believe  mc,  my  Love,  a  wise  advice 
from  you,  would  be  mart  precious  to  me  than  as 
wise  a  plan  which  I  had  formed  myself  But  to 
divide  yourself  from  me,  and  sit  apart  from  mc  as 
from  a  hostile  influence !  O  Jane  !  If  it  is  so,  let 
me  entreat  you,  pressingly  implore  you,  to  let  it  be 
so  no  longer  !  .  .  .  For  my  sake,  for  your  own,  for 
the  sake  of  true  and  wise  conduct  dear  to  both  of  us, 
I  will  ask  you,  f  will  beg  you,  to  write  without  one 
instant's  delay  from  such  a  cause. 

Perhaps,  after  all,  this  is  only  hypochondria,  and 
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some  other  reason  restrains  you :  for  in  all  the 
history  of  our  affection,  I  can  recollect  no  instance 
in  which  you  have  acted  from  such  motives.  An- 
other theory  I  have  formed  is  that  you  arc  sick, 
and  cannot  write  to  mc.  Alas!  this  is  no  whit 
better  than  the  other.  For  God's  sake  let  me  know 
truly  how  it  is!  VVrire  to  mc  without  delay,  if  our 
common  interests  arc  still  dear  to  you.  On  Thurs- 
day I  expect  to  be  completely  disengaged  from 
employment.  Nothing  that  you  can  calinly  pro- 
pose to  mc  will  not  £nd  a  ready  and  wistful  hearing. 
I  am  for  ever  and  ever, 
Your  own, 

T.  Caklvle. 

I  am  sick  and  confused  in  a  thousand  ways,  and 
must  write  no  more  tonight,  were  it  only  that  time 
fails  mc.  O  my  Beloved,  you  arc  forever  dear  to 
me,  betide  us  what  may !  I  could  write  volumes, 
and  this,  as  always,  would  be  the  meaning  of  them. 
I  beg  of  you  again  and  again  to  send  me  one  line, 
or  even  half  a  line,  if  you  can  write  no  more.  It 
may  be  here  on  Wednesday:  till  then  I  will  not  ask 
for  it,  or  look  for  it ! 

My  maturcst  notion  after  all  is  that  you  are  sick. 
God  help  US)  and  pity  us !  Send  for  me  instantly, 
if  my  presence  can  possibly  do  you  good.  1  will 
write  csphanu!  Esfi'crance  I  for  I  know  in  whom 
I  have  trusted.  Adieu,  my  Dearest  I  A  thousand 
goodnights ! 
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Letter  163 
Miss  Welsh  to  T.  Carlylt,  Hoddam  HiU 

Haddikcton,  Tuudiy,  ■  9th  Mijr,  iSs6.* 

Dearest,  —  I  could  not  possibly  write  yesterday 
&s  you  desired,  being  ill  of  one  of  my  very  worst 
headaches  ;  even  today  1  am  stilt  far  from  well,  and 
consequetidy  very  stupid;  but  no  matter,  1  must 
just  come  as  J  am,  for  it  would  be  unkind  to  keep 
you  waiting  another  Post.  This,  however,  is  the 
first  bad  turn  I  have  had  for  several  weeks ;  so  let 
thy  heart  be  comforted,  my  Beloved.  It  is  not 
sickness  that  has  kept  me  so  long  silent.  No,  nor 
anger  cither.  That  your  last  Letter  vexed  me  I 
will  not  attempt  to  deny ;  but  it  was  sorrow  that  I 
felt  at  it,  not  anger.  And  I  could  have  taken  you 
to  my  heart,  while  weeping  over  these  hard  sayings, 
just  the  same  as  if  I  had  got  all  my  own  way.  Tlie 
truth  of  the  matter  is  simply  this:  in  the  state  of 
hopeless  uncertainty  into  which  you  and  my  Mother 
together  bad  plunged  me  back  from  what  seemed 
the  very  summit  of  waking  bliss,  I  felt  myself 
utterly  at  a  loss  what  I  should  cither  say  or  do 
next;  and  so  have  been  waiting  on,  in  a  sort  of 
desperate  negligence  until  you  or  she,  or  Providence 
perhaps,  should  pour  some  ray  of  light  into  the< 
midnight  darkness  of  my  inward  world.  This  wu^ 
very  wrong,  I  find.  Forgive  me  for  the  uneasiness 
I  have  caused  you.  —  "  Ceased  to  love  you  t "  Oh, 
thou  of  little  ^th  ! 

And  now,  most  obdurate  of  Unbelievers,  will 
you  sit  down  in  good-nature  at  your  desk,  and  tell 
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me  plainly  what  on  all  this  earth  wc  are  to  do? 
Are  we  to  be  married  or  no  ?  And  if  wc  are, 
where  are  we  to  take  up  house ;  in  Annandale,  in 
Edinbui^h  or  where?  Here,  I  have  said,  I  will 
not  live ;  and  said  it  not  without  reasonable  grounds 
and  slow  deliberation.  But  no  other  arrangement 
can  you  propose  to  mc  which  I  am  not  quite  ready 
to  acquiesce  in.  My  Mother's  project  I  cheerfully 
give  up,  if  you  still  think  it  so  unsuitable  to  our 
circumstances;  indeed,  I  would  not  have  so  much 
as  laid  it  before  you,  had  1  not  believed  it  certain  to 
meet  your  wishes  and  purposes.  For  Edinburgh, 
or  any  other  great  Cit}%  to  me  hxs  no  attractions. 
On  the  contrary  I  would  prefer  the  Country  much 
before  it ;  because  then  I  should  have  you  more 
entirely  to  myself,  and  mi^t  live  more  entirely  for 
the  things  1  most  love.  But  I  much  doubt  If  the 
Country  be  the  fitter  place  for  youy  if  the  life  of 
solitude  and  love,  whicn  would  be  heaven  for  mc, 
would  not  for  you  become  too  soon  a  weariness. 
7 hid  do  you  determine. 

One  thing  I  must  entreat  of  you:  if  the  thought 
of  maintaining  a  Wife  begins  to  press  more  hard 
on  you  than  you  at  first  supposed  it  would,  hesitate 
not  to  tell  mc  that  we  must  live  apart  till  a  more 
auspicious  season  ;  but  if  not.  If  you  are  still  deter- 
mined to  make  me  your  own  at  all  haps  and 
hazards,  for  Heaven's  sake,  Dearest,  speak  not 
another  word  to  me  about  your  poverty.  Every 
such  word  comes  home  to  me  with  the  force  of  a 
reproach.  And  truly  this  poverty  is  a  circumstance 
of  which  I  need  not  to  be  any  more  warned  ;  for  I 
have  long  since  looked  it  full  in  the  (kce,  and  left  it 
out  in  none  of  my  calculations.  Even  when  I  pro- 
poced  our  uking  up  house  in  Edinburgh,  it  had  by 
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no  means  escaped  my  recollection  that  we  should 
be  very  poor.  But  I  understood  it  [to  bej  my 
Mother's  intention  to  fTovide  as  well  as  furnish  a 
house  for  us;  and  for  the  rest,  I  imagined  we 
might  live  as  cheaply  in  the  vicinity  of  Edinburgh 
as  in  most  other  places,  —  more  cheaply  for  certain 
than  in  Haddington,  where  living  is  extraordinarily 
dear.  But  my  Mother's  meaning  is  generally  so 
light  and  changeful  that  it  is  not  always  possible  to 
catch  it  and  hold  it  fast  And  thus  on  uie  present 
occasion  it  had  almost  slipt  through  my  nngers. 
One  thing  I  am  sure  of:  she  would  rather  give  the 
furniture  of  this  house  to  you  and  I  than  sell  it 
to  any  other,  which  must  be  done  if  we  have  no 
house  to  put  it  in.  Further  than  this  wc  muse  not 
lay  our  account  with  her  assistance,  tho'  it  is  more 
than  probable  that  it  will  not  fail  us.  Why  (you 
think)  not  make  her  speak  plainly  out,  and  say  at 
once  what  it  is  she  will  do,  so  that  we  may  shape 
our  course  accordingly  ?  Alas,  Dearest,  in  the 
delicate  relation  in  which  I  stand  with  my  Mother, 
such  a  proceeding,  natural  in  another,  would  in  mc 
be  an  ungracious,  ungenerous  resumption  of  my 
rights  ;  would  counteract  in  one  instant  all  the  pains 
1  have  taken  for  years  to  make  her  utterly  fot^et 
her  dependence  on  me.  —  Was  ever  poor  girl  in 
such  an  intricate  situation  ?  —  Consider  it  my  I'riend, 
and  help  me;  for  I  cannot  help  myself. 

Wc  go  to  Edinburgh  the  day  after  tomorrow,  to 
pay  some  tiresome  visits.  Send  your  Letter  to 
John,  who  will  know  where  to  find  mc,  —  which  is 
more  than  I  know  at  present  myself.  We  shall  be 
absent  a  fortnight,  perhaps  longer.  I  should  like 
well  to  see  you  face  to  face ;  but  I  could  have  no 
right  enjoyment  of  your  society  in  Edinburgh  ;  and 
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I  see  not  that  your  coming  at  present  would  effect 
anything  which  may  not  be  as  well  effected  by 
writing. 

The  bargain  with  Dr.  Fvffc  is  Btill  in  the  wind: 
the  Dr.,  like  many  other  pitiable  persons,  being  very 
eager  to  have  the  merchandise,  but  equally  loch  to 
give  the  price. 

You  will  hardly  be  able  to  make  sense  of  what  I 
have  written ;  but  in  truth  I  am  almost  blind  as  well 
asstupid  with  headache;  and  so  hurried  besides,  for  I 
have  been  several  times  interrupted- —  God  bless  you. 
Darling ! 

I  am  ever  devotedly  yours, 

Jan£  B.  Welsh. 

Write  immediately  I  beseech  you. 


Letter.  164 
y.  Carlyle  to  Miss  Wtlshy  Maddingon 

HoDDAU  Hill,  131I1  Ma/,  1826, 

Dearest  and  truest  op  Believers^—  I  owe  you 
many  thanks  for  your  Letter,  which  relieved  me 
from  a  multitude  of  half-imaginary  distresses.  Let 
me  beg  of  you  whatever  you  do  not  to  fall  into 
any  of  your  "negligent  tlcspcrarions "  again:  re- 
member the  maxim  of  philosophy  jEx  nifiilo  nihil  ft; 
for  here  it  is  not  nothing  but  somethings  and  that  a 
very  good  thing  too,  that  will  serve  our  turn. 

If  I  was  disappointed  in  anything  connected  with 
your  Letter.itwas  that  you  did  not  forthwith  order  me 
into  your  presence ;  not  to  enjoy  your  society,  but  to 
take  deepest  cou nsel  touching  the  state  of  ouraDairs, 
and  to  determine  viva  voce^  and  once  for  all,  about 


284 


THOMAS  CARLYLE  TO       I' 3  May. 


what  is  to  be  done.  1  had  n.  week  o(  perfect  idleness ; 
and  my  arrangements  were  all  made  for  starting  for 
Haddington  tlic  moment  your  Letter  should  arrive. 
Such  a  cnance  may  not  return  for  a  long  time:  how- 
ever, the  present  one  is  lost;  and  indeed  your  order 
at  this  time  could  not  have  recalled  ic;  for  I  under- 
stand the  German  Books,  which  I  have  waited  for  so 
long,  to  be  lying  for  me  this  morning  at  the  Post- 
office  of  Ecclefechan ;  and  a  journey  to  the  North 
in  such  a  case  would  have  been  but  a  game  at  cross- 
purposes.  It  is  better  I  am  not  gone.  For  eight 
weeks,  1  must  labour  like  a  hireling:  if  I  havedone 
even  then  I  shall  think  it  good  work. 

Yet  I  doubt  greatly  if  we  shall  prosper  by  Letters  ; 
there  is  something  sadly  ineffectual  in  epistolary  cor- 
respondence for  such  a  purpose.  I  come  miserably 
ill  at  writing  on  this  theme :  it  is  a  great  and  most 
frequently  abortive  labour  to  express  at  once  kindly 
and  distinctly  what  1  want.  This  vigorous  formal 
statement  of  our  own  sovereign  will  and  pleasure 
carries  in  it  something  so  like  selfishness,  that  we  are 
apt  to  become  selfish  in  our  fear  of  being  suspected 
of  it.  Would  you  believe  it,  I  cannot  love  you  in  a 
Letter  of  that  kind.  No,  Liehchen,  I  do  not  love 
thee  at  all,  when  talking  of  houses  and  poverty  and 
so  forth :  and  I  long  to  give  the  Letter  to  chc  Devil 
and  take  thee  in  my  arms,  and  force  thee  by  the  very 
look  of  my  eyes  to  say  tn  that  wicked  heart  of 
thine  that  thou  wilt  go  with  me  to  live  in  Greenland 
if  J  like.  Alas!  and  I  must  take  to  this  sorry  work 
again!  Well,  let  me  trust  ic  is  the  hit  time;  for 
really  having  said  this,  I  sec  not  that  I  have  anything 
more  to  say.  Attend  to  it,  with  an  open  and  con- 
siderate mind. 

I  have  not  altered  my  calculations  as  to  the  ex- 
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fense  of  supporting  a  wife;  nor  has  my  wish  to  call  my 
Nearest  by  that  dear  name  any  whit  abated.  1  know 
as  I  before  knew  that  wives  are  supported,  some  in 
peace  and  dignity,  others  in  contention  and  disgrace, 
according  to  their  wisdom  or  their  folly,  on  all  in- 
comes from  £14  a-year  to  two  hundred  thousand: 
and  I  trusted  in  jane  Welsh  and  still  trust  in  her 
for  good  sense  enough  to  accommodate  her  wants 
to  tnc  means  of  the  man  she  has  chosen  before  all 
others,  and  to  live  with  him  contented  on  whatever 
/it  should  please  Providence  to  allot  him,  keeping 
within  their  revenue,  not  struggling  to  get  without  it, 
and  therefore  nV//,  by  whatever  anthmcrical  symbol, 
whether  tens,  hundreds  or  thousands,  that  same  rev- 
enue might  be  expressed.  This  is  not  impossible  or 
even  very  difficult,  provided  the  will  be  truly  there. 
Say  what  we  like,  it  is  in  general  our  stupidity  that 
makes  us  straitened  and  contemptible.  The  sum 
of  money  is  a  very  secondary  matter.  One  of  the 
happiest,  most  praiseworthy  and  really  most  enviable 
families  on  the  Earth  at  present  lives  within  two 
bow-shots  of  me,  that  of  Wightman  the  Hcdgcr,* 
on  the  produce  of  fifteen  pence  f>fr  diem,  which  the 
man  earns  peacefiolly  with  his  mattock  and  his  bill, 
not  counting  himself  any  philosopher  for  so  doing. 
Their  cottage  on  our  Hill  is  tidy  as  a  cabinet;  they 
have  a  black-eyed  boy  whom  few  squires  can  paral- 

^  Cirlyle't  biogrspher  wixn  indignant,  even  micdent.  at  Car- 
lyle  &>r  daring  10  mcnion  ihc  Wighiman  fvaWy  m  this  connectioii. 
Bui  Cirlyle  never  intended  orpropoKd  (oni>kc  a  Mr).  Wigfattnan 
of  Jaae  Wclih!  Hit  propaul  was  (see  Letter  IJ9  Mie)  to  pro- 
vide lor  Mrt,  Cailylc  notonl)'  in  experienced  tervant,  but  also  to 
bring  in  hii  clever  little  Sister  Jein  to  help  her  in  ilic  lioutekecping. 
With  a  good  jcrvmt  and  an  astiitani  houiekcepcr,  and  only  one 
man  to  wait  on,  Mrs.  Cirlyle't  bouichold  duties  would  have  been 
light  eDUUgii  I 
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lel ;  their  gimel '  is  always  full  of  meal ;  the  man  is  a 
true  honest  most  wisely  conditioned  man,  an  Elder 
of  the  Congr^tion,  and  meekly  but  firmly  per^ 
suaded  that  he  shall  go  to  Heaven  when  his  hedging 
here  below  is  done.  "What  want  these  knaves  that 
a  King  should  have  ?  "  *  It  is  not  miscalculation  of 
expenses,  then,  that  frightens  me ;  the  perplexity 
ansea  from  other  misunderstandings. 

I  mentioned  with  due  solemmty  to  my  Father 
Mid  Mother  the  mighty  event  that  was  hanging  in 
the  wind ;  and  received  from  them,  what  I  had 
anticipated,  an  aifcctionate  assent  to  our  purpose; 
but  at  the  same  time  a  foreboding  from  boch  chat  at 
Scotsbrig  even  in  Summer  it  would  be  difficult  for 
you  to  rfo,  in  Winter  altogether  impossible.  This 
Winter  part  of  it  I  had  myself  calculated  on;  but 
the  means  of  obviating  the  inconvenience,  taking  a 
furnished  house  in  Edinburgh  at  the  beginning  of 
the  season,  I  saw  too  well  was  not  to  be  depended 
on,  with  my  present  knowledge  of  the  matter, 
resulting  solely  from  a  casual  phrase  of  Dr.  Brew- 
ster's, and  incapable  in  my  present  circumstances 
of  being  cleared  up  by  investigation  on  the  spot. 
At  the  same  time  it  was  too  clear  that  you  totally 
misconceived  the  condition  of  Scotsbrig  and  our 
only   possible    manner   of  existence    there.      You 


'  A  ch«t  for  bolJing  tneil;  probibly  th«  word  m  dmved  fMta 
the  Frcncli  "  grcnier,"  «  gmuuy. 

'  "Whit  wiittt  thu  knave  that  a  king  nilc!  have,  but  the 
iwordofhonour  and  the  crown?"  eidajmcd  Jam«  V.  onbcboldliig, 
in  his  iplendld  equipage,  the  celebraicd  ouilaw,  Johnnie  Annstroog. 
oF  Gilnockie. —  See  "The  Mintneliy  of  the  ScoCtiih  Border," 
by  Sir  Wiiier  ScoR,  1.  593.  (R.  Cadcll,  Edinburgh,  iSjo.) 
Cf.  "  Whit  waot  theae  outJaw*  coiKjuerori  thotild  have  ? "' 

■■  ChUdc  Haicld      CanuuL  »t.  48. 
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talked  of  your  Mother  visiting  us! '  By  Day  and 
Night!  it  would  astonish  her  to  see  this  same  house- 
hold. O  no,  my  Darling!  your  M  other  must  not  visit 
mine.  What  good  were  it  ?  By  an  utmost  exertion  on 
the  part  of  both,  they  might  learn  perhaps  to  tolerate 
each  other,  more  probably  to  pity  and  partially  dislike 
each  other;  better  than  mutual  tolerance  I  could  an- 
ticipate nothing  from  them,  and  is  there  not  the  full- 
est tolerance  existing  between  them  already  without 
effort?  The  mere  idea  of  such  a  visit  augured  too 
plainly  that  you  knew  nothing  of  the  family  circle  in 
which  for  my  sake  you  were  ready  to  take  a  place: 

What  then  was  to  be  done  ?  Instantly  the 
vacant  house  at  Haddington  occurred  to  my  recol- 
lection like  a  sort  of  God-send  expressly  suited  for 
our  purpose.  It  seemed  so  easy,  and  on  other 
accounts  so  indispensable,  to  let  it  stand  undisposed 
of  for  another  year,  that  I  doubted  not  one  moment 
but  the  whole  matter  was  arranged.  If  it  turned 
out,  which  I  reckoned  to  be  impossible  if  you  were 
not  distracted  in  mind,  that  you  really  liked  better 
to  front  the  plashes  and  puddles  and  thousand 
inclemencies  of  Scotsbrig  thro'  Winter  than  live 
another  six  months  in  the  house  where  you  had 
lived  all  your  days,  it  was  the  simplest  process 
imaginable  to  stay  where  we  were :  the  loss  was  hue 
of  a  few  months'  rent  for  your  Mother's  house,  and 

*  It  it  tuj  10  r«ad  between  the  linei  that  the  Scoubrig  people 
had  not  welcomed  ibc  proposed  frequcnl  vwu  oft  Udy  of  >uch  viri- 
■blc  humours  u  Mn.  Welsh,  while  ill  and  sundry  fiom  ihc  youngttt 
to  ihc  oldest  were  bmy  in  theif  evcty-diy  f(trh  with  the  rough  and 
varied  wrork  neccttary  in  Scotciili  mixed-^ning.  Mut  Wcbh,  too, 
had  lold  Carlyie  (Letter  i;7,  mtr)  tbat  het  mother'i  ■■pre«eiiCB 
ihert  would  be  a  perpetual  cloud  over  our  little  world  of  tave  and 
peace,"  and  that  "  for  (he  ukc  of  all  concerned,  it  would  be  nccc«- 
•ary  to  keep  her  quite  apatt  trom  oa." 
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the  certainly  it  gave  us  made  it  great  gain.  Even 
yet  I  cannot  with  the  whole  force  of  my  vast  intel- 
lect understand  how  my  project  has  failed.  Have 
1  miscalculated  my  importance  to  you  Jane?  No, 
I  swear  1  have  not :  and  1  will  venture  to  say  that 
if  you  seriously  ask  your  heart,  it  will  tell  you  that 
to  get  possession  of  me  your  elected  and  predes- 
tined Husband  is  really  a  hr  better  thing  than  to 
get  quit  of  Haddington.  Is  it  not,  now?  I  wish 
not  to  undervalue  your  objections  to  this  place,  or 
your  opinion  on  any  subject  whatever:  but  I  may 
confess  my  inability,  with  my  present  knowledge,  to 
reconcile  this  very  peremptory*  distaste  with  your 
usual  good  sense  and  your  deep  entire  and  most 
precious  love  of  me.  I  cannot  with  my  utmost 
imagining  discover  any  rock  of  offence  in  Hadding- 
ton, which  I  have  not  to  front  here,  which  persons 
intent  on  living  wisely  will  and  must  have  to  front 
everywhere,  and  will  everj'whcre  also  contrive  with 
no  great  pains  to  remove  out  of  their  way.  Imper- 
tinent visitors!  Let  us  not  name  it  again,  my 
Love;  for  in  the  circle  of  difficulties  and  duties  into 
which  you  will  soon  be  introduced,  this  difficulty 
will  vanish  like  thin  smoke  in  the  tempest  of  the 
elements.  .  .  . 

But  after  all  there  must  be  something  in  the 
matter  which  I  do  not  sec.  Your  Mother  and  you 
are  no  unwise  or  uncalculating  persons :  and  that 
you  should  both  wilfully  strip  yourselves  of  a  home, 
and  stand  in  a  few  weeks  houseless  in  the  world, 
merely  for  certain  dislikes  of  place  and  so  forth, 
which  among  the  actual  ruggcdncsses  of  life  one 
very  speedily  learns  the  neccssiw  of  disregarding, 
seems  to  me  entirely  inconceivable. 

Let  me  beg  of  you  therefore  to  reconsider  the 
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business.  .  .  .  Decide  for  your  own  happiness;  and 
believe  me.  Doling,  I  will  acquiesce  quietly  in  the 
result  whatever  ic  may  be.  But  1  must  repeat  that 
without  this  house,  or  some  equivalent  of  the  same 
sort,  I  have  yet  no  place  for  our  marriage.  Scots- 
brig  (of  which  by  the  way  our  obtaining  at  all  was 
dubious  when  I  wrote  last,  and  only  became  certain 
two  days  ago)  is  unknown  to  you;  but  1  know  ic 
and  the  nature  of  Hfe  there;  and  it  becomes  me  to 
say  in  both  our  names  that  there  wc  cannot  live  for 
any  length  of  lime  with  either  comfort  or  wisdom. 
If  the  house  were  to  be  my  own,  tile-kiln  as  it  is,  1 
should  let  you  venture  on  it;  but  even  this  is  not 
the  case;  for  I  am  not  head  there  so  much  as 
partner,  —  first-partner,  but  no  absolute  ruler. 

When  I  speak  of  Haddington  and  living  there, 
you  must  not  suspect  me  of  love  for  that  obnoxious 
burgh.  Except  one  fair  denizen  of  it,  I  know 
nothing  wliich  it  ever  produced  that  1  would  give 
three  cherry-stones  for.  .  .  .  But  what  then,  the 
poor  place  is  not  to  be  blamed  for  this:  God's  fair 
sky  stretches  over  it,  his  winds  visit  it,  and  his 
waters  refresh  it,  like  other  places ;  and  it  offers  an 
asylum  to  my  loved  One  and  me,  for  which  I  should 
be  grateful  to  Nova  Zembla  or  Cayenne.  Propose 
me  a  substitute  of  the  same  conveniency  elsewhere, 
and  I  shall  cheerfully  engage  never  to  set  foot  in 
Haddington  any  more.  A  house  in  F.dinburgh  on 
the  same  principles  1  should  Hkc  infinitely  better : 
but  not  having  it,  and  having  the  other,  I  should  ' 
be  a  fool,  it  seems  to  me,  if  I  determined  otherwise. 

Can  you  not  procure  for  us  such  a  house  In 
Edinburgh?  Can  you  not  revise  your  judgement 
in  regard  to  Haddington?  Can  you  devise  no 
equivalent  for  it  in  any  part  of  our  resources  f 

Toi.  11  —  19 
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Then  alas!  ve  must  just  wait  till  these  our  re- 
sources increase^  or  we  nave  teamed  to  be  cant'  nted 
with  thdr  indeed  very  scanty  product.  Really,  my 
Love,  this  docs  seem  so  true  and  plain,  that  I 
cannot  but  feel  as  if  in  talking  to  you  one  quarter 
of  ati  hour  on  the  subject  I  must  bring  you 
altogether  over  to  my  own  opinion.  1  have  never 
found  you  walk  by  whims  and  crotchets,  but  by 
your  best  perception,  which  you  were  always  eager 
to  have  strengthened  and  enlightened,  of  what  was 
true  and  advisable.  Yet  believe  not  that  I  wish  to 
control  your  will:  I  would  not  plead  in  this  matter; 
but  rather  have  you  to  enter  upon  it  with  your  own 
endre  conviction,  seeing  it  is  still  a  matter  of  con- 
jecture to  us  both,  and  certainly  the  most  important 
we  can  well  have  to  decide  upon. 

You  talk  with  doubt  and  hesitadon  about 
"assistance"  from  your  Mother.  Indeed,  indeed, 
my  Dearest»  we  do  nowise  require  assistance  from 
her.  Providence  (glory  to  His  namel)  has  made 
me  sufficient  for  myself;  and  if  I  pray  to  Him,  it  is 
not  for  more  money,  but  for  more  wisdom,  with 
which  even  less  money  would  be  sufficient.  As  it 
is,  I  have  little  disposidon  to  solicit  or  expect 
assistance  from  any  mortal,  and  I  believe  just  as 
iittle  need  as  disposidon.  By  the  cunning  of  my 
own  right  hand,  I  can  earn  for  myself  and  those 
that  like  to  depend  on  me,  sufficient  food  and  rai- 
ment; J  ride  my  own  serviceable  courser  along  his 
Majesty's  highways,  as  free  a  subject  as  wears 
them;  owing  no  man  anything  hut  love;  hating 
no  one,  fearing  no  one;  and  not  so  srinted  even 
that  on  occasion  I  cannot  part  my  morsel  with  a 
*'  needier  fellow-man,"  and  cause  the  heart  of  the 
poor  to  bless  me.     There  are  many  Squires  and 
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Dukes  in  this  world  that  cannot  say  so  much. 
Now  if  your  Mother  see  good  to  express  the  gener- 
ous affections  of  her  heart  towards  her  Daughter 
and  her  Daughter's  Husband  by  gifts  of  money 
and  the  like,  it  shall  be  well;  and  far  be  ic  from 
mc,  by  any  pitiful  vanity,  to  refuse  such  bounties, 
or  the  payment  of  them  by  feelings  correspondent 
to  the  feelings  of  which  these  beneficences  are  the 
symbol.  But  if  she  shall  not  sec  good  so  to 
express  the  generous  alfections  of  her  heart,  believe 
me,  it  shall  also  be  well :  I  will  chink  merely  that 
she  has  found  other  more  desirable  investments; 
and  without  pretending  to  the  smallest  right  of 
criticism  over  her  conduct,  shall  remember,  as  I 
have  often  endeavoured  to  do,  that  she  is  the 
Mother,  and  all  things  considered,  the  praiseworthy 
Mother  of  my  own  (air  philosopher,  whose  heart  if 
she  will  but  be  true  and  wise  is  worth  more  to  mc  than 
all  the  ingots  of  El  Dorado.  Therefore,  Liehcfien, 
if  you  would  not  put  my  "magnanimity"  to  the 
test,  let  me  think  that  you  consider  mc  indifferent 
as  nearly  as  may  be,  so  far  as  I  myself  am  con- 
cerned, to  any  pecuniary  determination  on  the  part 
of  any  man  or  woman.  Oh!  there  are  a  thousand 
things  in  such  a  life  as  this,  which  notwithstanding 
all  you  say  of  poverty^  yoii  yet  understand  only  In 
words;  but  you  will  yet  know  them  all  both  sweet 
and  bitter;  the  bitter  I  cannot  ward  from  you  ;  and 
the  sweet  I  will  teach  you,  for  you  are  of  a  teachable 
spirit,  and  cannot  but  choose  wisdom  in  place  of 
folly  when  the  two  arc  laid  down  before  you.  But 
let  us  beware  of  cant,  and  so  drop  this  head  of 
method ! 

As  I  said,  I  request,  desire  or  expect  nothing  from 
your   Mother  but  the  load  of  this  house  for  one 
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year:  ifshc  will  not  give  ic,  or  you  will  not  have  it, 
and  can  find  no  means  of  supplying  tt$  place,  what 
remains  but  that  we  each  content  him  wlierc  he  is, 
in  cxpcctarion  of  better  times  ?  I  live  in  Scotsbrig, 
you  and  your  Mother  in  —  simply  not  in  Hadding- 
ton, it  appears;  for  of  all  the  rest  I  am  utterly  ig- 
norant, utterly  unable  to  form  any  plausible  theory, 
"What  tig-tagging,"  my  Mother  says,  "an'  a' 
comes  to  ae  sheaT-door  at  last !  "  Heaven  ersnt  it 
were  safely  arrived  there  !  at  this  ong  door !  For  the 
present  J  can  do  no  more  to  help  it  forward,  but 
must  oiF  for  my  Books,  and  into  the  free  air.  So 
with  a  true  warm  kiss  which  I  send  you  over  the 
hills,  and  one  soft  pressure  of  your  bosom  to  mine, 
I  bid  my  own  Jane  goodnight  for  the  present.  1 
will  throw  you  a  word  on  Monday. 

TuerJay  afternoon.  Dearest, —  1  found  not  only 
1  load  of  Books  on  Saturday,  but  eight  Proof-sheets 
besides  ;  the  consideration  and  alteration  of  which, 
attended  with  other  sorry  enough  drawbacks,  has 
kept  me  occupied  till  the  present  hour.  Henceforth 
nothing  but  nrcman  haste  awaits  mc,  for  week  after 
week. 

I  have  read  over  this  Letter:  there  is  nothing 
that  I  can  add  to  it;  or  rather  1  could  go  on  adding 
to  it  forever.  The  sum  of  the  matter  lies  here,  how- 
ever ;  do  you  consider  it,  and  determine ;  for  with 
you  the  determination  rests ;  you  behold  the  extent 
of  my  present  means,  and  if  these  cannot  suffice  us, 
1  can  do  nothing  more.  .  .  .  My  whole  mind  in 
one  word  is  this:  I  think  it  were  better  for  us  both 
if  we  were  wedded  ;  Haddington  I  dislike  very  cor- 
dially as  a  place,  but  could  live  there,  happily  I 
doubt  not,  along  with  you;    Edinburgh   I  should 
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greatir  prefer  on  all  accounts,  but  see  not  and  know 
not  how  or  whether  so  convenient  a  footing  in  it  is 
to  be  obtained.  .  .  . 

It  will  be  necessary  to  submit  this  matter  to  your 
Mother ;  but  for  the  mode  of  doing  it,  I  confess 
myself  unable  to  give  you  any  good  advice.  Plain- 
dealing,  except  when  there  is  evil-meaning  seldom 
does  harm:  I  recommend  it  in  all  such  cases;  and 
between  a  Mother  and  a  Daughter,  it  is  certainly 
doubly  and  trebly  rccommcndahle.  Be  you  just 
and  radonal ;  and  let  your  Mother  sec  that  you 
arc  so;  and  furthermore  that  it  is  for  her  Love  not 
her  money  that  you  are  anxious ;  being,  as  it  be- 
hooves you  to  be  after  what  has  come  and  gone, 
inJepenafntof  her  help  in  a  pecuniary  point  of  view, 
and  this  not  in  words  only  but  in  very  deed,  by  read- 
iness to  take  up  with  the  humbler  resource,  rather 
than  solicit  her  for  the  higher.  1  beg  of  you  to  be 
calm  and  discreet  in  your  consideration  and  your 
management  of  this  concern ;  and  I  pray  God  to 
lead  it  to  a  happy  end.  You  will  write  soon.  I  am 
forever  your  own, 

T.  Caklvls. 


LETTBa  165 

T.  Carlyli  to  Mist  f^elsh,  Haddington 

Sconsuc    18th  June,  i3z6. 

LiEBSTEs! —  I  must  not  let  this  day  pass  without 
sending  you  a  word,  else  you  may  have  to  wait 
ajiothcr  week,  and  the  next  vacant  day  may  find  me 
as  unready  as  the  present.  This  parched  Lydian 
wind  blowing  thro'  my  crazy  apartment  where   I 
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sleep  and  write  (tKe  carpenters  are  all  dozinff)  has 
given  me  a  cold  and  sore  throat ;  and  the  pnnters 
of  the  Ballantyne  Office  leave  mc  no  rest  nighc  or 
day.  To  write  sense  is  out  of  the  c|uestion ;  so  for 
this  dmeiyou  muse  be  content  with  a  line  or  two  of 
nonsense. 

How  many  thousand  thoughts  might  your  last 
Letter' give  rise  to!  We  arf,'n  seems,  to  begin  this 
wondermt  married  life;  a  scene  so  strange  to  both 
of  us,  so  ful!  of  hazards,  and  it  may  be  of  highest 
happiness !  May  the  Kates  award  the  latter ;  as 
they  will,  if  we  deserve  it.  I  could  write  and  say 
volumes  on  the  subject,  for  to  me  it  seems  great  and 
momentous  (in  our  little  destiny)  and  requiring 
deepest  thought  from  both  of  us.  But  why  should 
I?  We  shall  talk  it  all  over  shortly,  in  its  whole 
breadth  and  length  ;  when  1  am  free  of  this  Eg)'ptian 
bondage  for  a  week  or  tu'o,  and  able  to  think  of 
something  else  than  Novels  and  Novelists  with  their 
long  etteteras  of  stupid  consequences.  All  1  say  is: 
Fear  nothing ;  1  will  see  you  in  a  few  weeks  (per- 
haps in  six)  and  arrange  the  whole  matter :  and  then 
—  Jas  Wettere  wirJ  sidi  gtheti  [the  rest  will  follow 
in  due  course],  and  we  shall  be  wedded  and  happy, 
come  of  it  what  may. 

\  have  called  my  task  an  Egyptian  bondage ;  but 
that  was  a  splenetic  word,  and  came  not  from  the 
heart  but  from  the  sore  throat ;  for  1  have  not  been 
so  happy  for  many  a  year,  as  since  1  began  this 
undertaking  on  my  own  strength  and  in  my  own 
home:  and  is  it  not  to  have  a  termination  which 
scarcely  an  Epic  Poem  could  deserve  ?  O  my  little 
B^tthihen!  The  next  Book  1  write,  another  shall 
help  me  to  correct  and  arrange !     And  my  fairest 

'  Thii  Letter  hu  not  been  presenretL 
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recompense  will  be  the  glad  look  of  two  kind  black 


eyes,  thro'  wtiicli  a  soul  is  looking  that  belongs  to 
my  soul  forever  and  ever !  Let  us  not  despond  in 
the  life  of  honourable  toil  which  ties  before  us.  Do 
you  not  think,  that  when  you  on  one  side  of  our 
household  shall  have  faithfully  gone  thro'  your 
housewife  dudes,  and  I  on  the  ether  shall  have 
written  my  allotted  pages,  we  shall  meet  over  our 
frugal  meal  with  far  happier  and  prouder  hearts  than 
thousands  that  are  not  blessed  with  any  duty,  and 
whose  agony  is  the  bitterest  of  all,  "  the  agony  of  a 
too  easy  bed  "?*  In  labour  lies  health,  of  body  and 
of  mind ;  in  suffering  and  difficult)'  is  the  soil  of  all 
virtue  and  all  wisdom.  By  and  by,  when  we  have 
put  our  house  in  order,  and  our  hearts  in  order,  and 
come  CO  understand  one  another  as  indivisible  por- 
tions of  the  same  whole,  I  predict  that  we  shall  be 
the  finest  little  Pair  imaginable !  A  true-hearted 
dainty  lady-wifc;  a  sick  and  sutky,  but  diligent,  and 
not  false-hearted  or  fundamentally  unkind  goodman  : 
and  these  two  fronting  the  hardships  of  lire  in  faith- 
ful and  eternal  union,  conquering  the  evils  of  their 
lot  by  wise  effort  and  perseverance,  and  every  con- 
quest not  for  self  but  for  another  self  far  dearer ! 
Let  us  but  be  true  and  good,  and  we  have  nothing 
earthly  to  dread. 

As  to  the  wedding,  I  agree  with  you  in  heartily 
recoiling  from  it.  Pity  indeed  that  wc  could  not 
both  fall  asleep,  and  awaken  married!  It  would  be 
infinitely  finer  and  ftir  less  trouble.  Nevertheless 
the  Fairies  will  not  do  this  for  us :  we  must  be  wed- 

Cf.  ••  Streichcd  on  ihe  r»ck  of*  too  CMy  ctitir. 
And  heard  ihir  ererluting  yiwn  coofeu 
The  piini  and  penaliicj  of  idlencu."  — 

PoF(,  "  Dunciad,"  St.  Jv.  11.  34Z-4. 
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ded  with  our  eyes  open,  by  some  flesh  a.nd  blood 
minister  of  the  Church  of  Scotland,  and  join  hands 
"  before  many  witnesses,"  and  whisk  away  in  post- 
chaises,  and  in  short  suffcrashort  [taste]of  Purgatory, 
before  we  can  expect  to  arrive  in  Heaven.    We  shall 

fa  thro'  it  all,  however,  I  doubt  not:  and  then  the 
leaven  is  awaiting  us,  more  sweet  front  the  transi- 
tion. 

At  the  present  moment  I  am  wonderfully  in  the 
dark  about  arrangements  and  possibilities  of  arrange- 
ment. Here  in  my  Eremite  seclusion,  I  know 
nothing,  and  hear  nothing ;  and  the  whole  world  into 
which  1  am  so  soon  to  enter  is  lying  before  me  like 
>  far-off  cloudy  vision.  Will  you  write  to  me  at 
length  and  leisure,  and  tell  me  all  that  you  know 
about  it.  Where  is  this  house?  In  Edinburgh  or 
out  of  it?  What  is  it  like?  Among  other  house* 
or  apart  from  them  ?  When  is  it  to  be  ready  ? 
When  does  Fyflfc  take  possession  ?  And  a  thousand 
other  whcns  and  hows  —  which  after  all,  I  shall  never 
learn  to  any  purpose  till  1  see  you  face  to  face. 

I'ctl  mc  at  anyrate  what  you  arc  doing  at  present. 
How  spending  your  time.  I-carning  from  your 
Mother  the  elements  of  house-wifery  f  I  think  she 
should  make  you  mistress  for  a  month  ;  under  such 
superintendence,  I  could  become  a  very  moderate 
housekeeper  in  a  month  myself.  I  could  bet  con- 
siderable sums  that  you  never  think  of  me  at  pres- 
ent— except  by  accident. 

After  all,  this  Edinburgh  arrangement  is  much 
better  than  any  other  could  have  been.  A  writing 
character  is  wonderfully  out  of  place  in  rustic  society. 
Here  in  Annandale,  for  instance,  I  have  simply  no  as- 
sociation with  fellow  creatures  at  all,  except  within 
the  threshold  of  my  own  habitation.     I  speak  to  the 
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honest  rustics  out  of  doors :  I  even  talk  to  ihem, 
for  half-hours  when  I  cannot  help  it ;  and  they  think 
I  am  a  quter  or  it  may  be  a  very  decent  sensihie  young 
man;  but  alas,  alas!  the  heart  sits  solitary  in  its 
own  lone  chamber,  and  no  voice  addresses  it,  no  ear 
hears  it.  Some  days  I  grow  very  dreamy,  sometimes 
rather  sad.  This  morning,  while  buckling  my  stock, 
I  recollected  purchasing  it  in  [he  Snar-gate  of 
Dover;  then  came  the  Cliffs  of  that  ancient  sea- 
haven,  and  Paris,  and  London  and  the  forges  of 
Brummagem,  all  mustering  before  me  like  visions 
of  some  spectral  country,  overcast  with  the  paleness 
of  Separation,  and  lovelier  than  they  were  to  the 
bodily  eye  !  —  I  went  down,  and  had  some  warm 
tea,  the  best  Christian  com/orf*  within  my  reach. 

I  am  babbling  very  sadly:  but  I  must  not  close 
my  Letter  without  telling  you  something  more  pre- 
cise respecting  the  greal  event.  1  come  to  Edin- 
bui^h  and  to  you,  when  once  this  Book  is  done.  I 
am  about  fifth  way  eonc  in  the  last  volume ;  the 
printers  are  nearly  done  with  the  preceding  one. 
It  is  very  ftiH  of  small  cares,  the  process  of  manu- 
facturing it;  but  I  go  along  contentedly  v-'for  I 
reckon  it'tho'  a  poor  enough  affair,  yet  an  innocent 
even  a  laudable  one ;  and  considerably  the  best 
sample  of  German  genius  that  has  yet  been  pre- 
sented to  the  English. ,  And  who  can  blame  me  for 
a  little  satisfaction  in  the  thought,  that  even  I,  poor 
I,  here  in  the  wolds  of  Annandale  am  doing  some- 
what to  instruct  the  thinkers  of  my  own  Counoy  to 
do  justice  to  those  of  another?  Well,  I  calculate 
that  this  Book,  if  I  am  diligent  which  I  have  cause 
enough  to  be,  will  be  over  in  about  five  or  six  weeks. 
I  come  to  Edinburgh  then,  to  devise  some  other 

*  See  •'  New  LetlenuiJ  Mcmornli,"  i.  Jt,  mU. 
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enterprise,  to  see  you,  and  settle  with  you  once  for 
all  the  preliinitures  and  paraphernalia  of  this  our 
magni^ccnt  £nteq>nse!  Till  then  I  despair  of 
thtnlcing  any  reasonable  thought  about  this  or  any 
other  matter :  what  with  "estimates  of  genius,"  what 
with  estimates  of  housekeeping,  and  dreams  of  ii 
wicked  little  gypsy  that  haunts  mc,  and  solemn 
hopes  and  fears,  and  magnificent  and  unfathomable 
anticipations, —  I  declare  my  head  is  entirely  overset, 
and  has  for  the  time  being  given  up  the  reins  of 
management  into  other  hands  —  those  of  Habit,  1 
suppose,  and  Imagination. 

X  ou  however  have  time,  and  will  write  and  think 
for  us  both.  Write  at  anyrate,  whether  you  can 
think  or  not.  Never  mind  your  dishabilU.  —  Our 
poor  stock  of  Letters  is  now  drawing  to  a  close ; 
soon,  I  shall  send  you  news  by  readier  conveyance; 
in  place  of  scolding  me,  you  shall  slap  me ;  in 
place  of  praising  me,  you  shall  kiss  me.  Es  v:erdcn 
gluckluhe  te'tien  styn  [there  will  be  happy  times] !  — 
My  Mother  turned  back  the  other  night  on  her 
road  to  Mainhill,  for  the  purpose  of  charging  me 
to  send  you  "  her  best  love,"  and  "  put  it  into  words 
myself."  1 1  cannot  be  in  better  words,  for  it  comes 
from  a  true  unpretending  heart.  You  must  also 
write  to  her,  as  soon  as  possible  :  she  has  asked  me 
twenty  limes,  if  there  was  no  word  of  a  Letter  for 
her?  1  promised  that  there  would  be  one  in  good 
time.  Do  all  this,  and  love  me  with  your  whole 
heart,  and  be  a  good  girl  and  mine  for  ever. 

I  am  always  your  own 

T.  Carlvle. 


I  should  have  thanked  your  Mother  for  her 
splendid   Cowper;  a  fair  gift,  and    fairer   for  Che] 
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meaning  it  carries.  I  have  l>ccn  getting  derply  in 
her  debt  of  late.  Say  alt  that  is  grateful  and  affec- 
tionate to  her,  in  my  name. — Have  you  written  to 
the  Noble  Lady?  If  not,  1  wish  you  would  ;  and 
uy,  in  due  time  she  shall  hear  of  me  too. 


Letter  166 
Miss  fytish  to  T.  Carljlf,  Seotshrtg 

HaDdikcton,  iSthJane,  <i8i6.' 

Dearest,  —  I  know  not  what  in  all  the  world  to  say 
to  you  :  I  cannot  write  now-a-days  ;  J  cannot  think  j 
my  head  and  heart  arc  in  an  endless  whirl  which  no 
words  can  express.  In  short  this  marriage,  I  find, 
is  like  death  :  so  long  as  it  is  uncertain  in  its  ap- 
proach, one  can  expect  it  with  a  surprising  indiffer- 
ence; but  certain,  looked  in  the  face  within  a  definite 
term,  it  becomes  a  matter  of  most  tremendous  in- 
terest. Yet  think  not  that  I  wish  it  but  as  it  is. 
No  !  "  Cf  ifiit  I'ai  fnit  je  It  ferois  encore  "  [What  I 
have  done  I  would  do  again] ;  for  if  I  am  not  with- 
out fear,  my  hope  is  far  greater  than  my  fear. 

Oh  yes,  the  whole  arrangement  will  do  excellently 
well;  at  least  it  will  be  our  own  faults,  if  it  docs 
not  Our  anticipated  happiness  is  founded  on  no 
delusion :  it  is  no  love-dream  from  which  we  must 
wake  the  first  year  of  our  marriage,  in  good 
sooth,  wc  were  either  the  stupidest  or  most  deceit- 
ful of  all  living,  if  at  this  time  of  day,  we  had  yet  to 
know  each  other  as  wc  arc.  It  is  now  five  years 
since  we  first  met  —  five  blessed  years  I  During  all 
that  period  my  opinion  of  you  has  never  -wavereJ, 
but  gone  on  deliberately   rising   to  a  higher  and 
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higher  degree  of  regard  ;  and  (what  perhaps  is  sdll 
more  convincing  ot  its  wel  1 -grounded ness)  in  the 
seventeen  months  that  I  have  heid  myself  your 
affianced  Wife,'  I  have  never  for  a  single  instant 
doubted  the  wisdom  of  my  choice.  Nor  has  your 
attachment  proved  itself  less  stead^st  than  mine, 
iho'  far  more  unaccountable.  For  you  have  loved 
me,  not  in  blindness  of  my  thousand  faults,  but  in 
spite  of  them ;  for  the  sake  of  my  one  redeeming 
grace,  the  faith  that  is  in  me.  Oh,  without  doubt, 
we  shall  be  as  happy  as  the  day 's  long ;  happier  in 
our  little  home  ac  Conilcy  Bank  than  kings  and 
queens  amid  the  gilding  of  Palaces.'  Are  you 
believing?  I  could  easily  conTince  you  with  my 
eyes  and  my  kisses ;  but  ink-words  arc  so  ineloquent ! 
With   respect  to  this  same  housCf  it  is  oy  no 

'  Tkit  jt,  linct  January,  1 82;,  when  Ou-Jylc  tatdc  Ut  propoMi 
of  mamigc. 

'  Here  is  a  liiile  glimpse  inio  t\e  Comley  Bank  houtehold  in  tlie 
orly  wcck»  of  moiriige,  which  coming  at  fint  hwid,  from  in  cye- 
witncM,  nwijr  be  not  unintcrcsung  to  rcaden.  The  writer  U  Mr*. 
WcUh's  Family  Lawyer,  Mr.  Alcmidcr  DoDiJdaon,  of  Hiddinf. 
ion.  He  wtitci  in  December,  1 816,  10  Mrj.  Welsh  at  Templand, 
Thomhill  : 

"...  I  wai  delighted  to  »ee  Jnnnie  In  her  own  house.  I 
met  with  1  welcome  truly  cotdtd  and  aiTeciionde  both  from  her 
and  Mr.  Carlylc.  You  do  not  need  that  I  ihould  ipcak  In  hit 
praise,  for  I  htxc  known  him  well  enouf:h  to  appreciate  bit  worth; 
but  others  more  ignorant  have  been  exceedingly  gratilied  on  becooi- 
ing  bctltr  acquainted  with  him.  I  have  had  do  oppommtty  OT 
repeating  my  viaii,  but  thii  I  ih:tU  do  ere  long,  and  I  wifl  not 
](MC  any  occaaon.  when  I  have  even  a  few  minutes  to  iput(  of 
paying  my  mpectt.  Jeannie  »poke  of  coming  to  see  ut  uitt 
ttrtmetiii,  hut  ahc  hat  noi  ycc  made  good  her  promiae,  tho'  we  are 
all  impatience  to  see  her  in  her  new  charaaet,"  He  findi  jeannie^ 
cW«iiged  only  for  the  better,  and  endi  by  saying  :  "  A  Uitd-heBTie«la 
Kntibic  pcnon  cannot  surely  be  a  hit  the  worse  of  being  intimarc^ 
connected  with  one  of  kindred  acntimenu." 
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mcaas  everything  one  might  wish ;  but  it  is  by 
much  the  most  suitable  that  could  be  got: — par- 
ticularly in  situation,  —  being  within  a  ftw  minutes' 
walk  of  the  Town,  and  at  the  same  time  well  out  of 
the  smoke  and  bustle.  Indeed  it  would  be  quite 
country-looking,  only  that  it  is  one  of  a  range.  For 
there  is  a  real  fiowcrgardcn  in  front,  overshadowed 
by  a  ^ir-spreading  tree;  while  the  windows  look 
out  on  the  greenest  fields  with  never  a  street  to  be 
seen.  As  for  interior  accommodation  :  there  arc  a 
diningroom  and  drawingroom  (wc  must  adopt  the 
usual  names,  for  want  oT  more  appropriate  diminu- 
tives), three  sleep ingrooms,  a  kitchen  and  more 
closets  than  I  sec  the  least  occasion  for,  —  unless 
you  design  to  be  another  Blue-beard.  So  you  see 
we  shall  have  apartments  enough  and  to  spare,  — 
on  a  smalt  scale  indeed,  almost  laughably  small. 
But  if  this  is  no  objection  in  your  eyes,  neither  is  it 
any  in  mine.  The  smaller  the  rooms,  the  easier  to 
warm  and  light  and  arrange  them.  And  then  the 
rent  is  only  £;^i  a-year,  which  n»y  Mother  can 
easily  spare,  and  which  I  therefore  need  not  blush  to 
take.'  Besides,  by  and  by»  if  all  goes  well,  wc  may 
perhaps  dispense  with  even  this  assistance.  Strange 
is  it  not,  that  I  should  like  better  to  be  a  burden  on 
you  than  on  my  own  Mother ! 

*  TlieR  never  vm  ocotion  for  Mr>,  Wdih  to  pty  uiv  psn 

of  the  rent  of  zi  Comley  Bank.  At  the  end  of  1816  tn«  did 
kindly  send  the  youog  couple  money,  but  U  wu  tnimcduicly 
returned  with  thanks.  Writing  to  his  mother  11  tiic  end  of 
1 816,  Cirlyle  My*  :  "  Of  money  wc  are  not  in  want.  The  other 
morning  Mn.  Wel^h  icat  us  a  Letter  with  Siicty  Poundi  cncIoKd, 
fearing  Int  cleanncsi  oficcth  mixht  be  ready  to  ocertake  us!  I 
thought  it  eitremcly  kind  and  handsome,  but  wc  rciurned  the  caih 
with  many  ibuikt,  wishing  to  *  fight  our  own  battle.'  at  least  till 
the  teawn  of  ne«d  arrive." 


3M 


THOMAS  CARLYLE  TO       |i9july. 


My  Cousin  Phcebe  Baitlie  came  lo  us  yesrerday  ; 
and  on  the  length  of  her  stay  here  depends  the 
length  of  ours ;  for  so  soon  as  she  is  fairly  gone> 
wc  must  set  about  the  miserable  work  of  removing. 
Possibly  we  shall  be  in  Edinburgh  before  you  are; 
at  anyrate  we  will  meet  there,  or  else  in  Nithsdale  ; 
for  here  iti  the  present  posture  of  affairs  is  no  place 
for  us. 

I  wrote  to  Mrs.  Montagu  two  weeks  since,  in 
answer  to  a  second  Letter  from  her,  the  kindest 
most  interesting  Letter!  1  do  love  her  very  cor- 
dially. I  see  James  Johnstone  frequently,  as  often 
as  possible,  for  he  talks  to  me  about  you.  So  far  as 
he  explains  liiniself,  he  is  well  enough  content  with 
his  condition  here;  but  I  much  fear  he  will  not 
continue  so  to  the  end.  John  writes  to  me  in  the 
kindest  manner,  and  manages  our  afTdirs  in  Edin- 
burgh.    He  is  a  treasure  oia  Brother. 

My  most  affectionate  regards  to  your  Mother. 
I  would  gladly  write  to  her;  but  how  can  1  in  the 
absurd  situation  1  am  in  at  present?  Remember 
me  also  to  Jane  and  the  rest 

I  am  forever  your  own, 

Jank  Welsh. 


Letter  167 
T.  Carlyle  to  Mits  ffehh,  Haddington 

SconaKia,  i^ihjuljr,  1826, 

Mr  Dearest, —  Had  we  been  young  lovers,  just 
commencing  the  process  of  courtship,  you  might 
have  had  just  cause  to  take  exception  against  so  long 
a  silence  in  return  for  so  kind  and  altogether  balmy  a 
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Letter  as  your  last ;  nav,  perhaps  in  your  wrath, to  pay 
me  off* and  cashier  mcnnal I y,»s  an  ungrateful  and  un- 
gainly subject.  But  you  see,  we  are  old  loven  just 
finishing  the  process  of  courtship,  and  going  to  be 
married;  and  so  poor  Jane  cannot  for  her  life  get 
any  vent  for  her  fierce  rage  against  me,  and  I  stand 
sword-proof  before  her,  shielded  in  her  own  arms 
against  all  perils  whatsoever.  Blessed  sutc  for  an 
honest  man  to  be  in  !  The  little  Bird  of  Paradise 
is  mint,  and  her  home  is  in  my  bosom  tpray  Heaven 
it  may  be  a  happy  one ! ),  and  no  power  shall  snatch 
her  ft^m  me. 

The  truth  is,  my  gtjod  Jane,  the  longer  I  am  in 
writing,  the  sooner  shall  I  be  in  coming;  the  fewer 
Letters  I  give  you,  the  sooner  shall  I  give  you  my- 
self. I  have  been  writing  wonderfully,  with  sud- 
lime  effort,  which  as  usual  destroys  n\y  little  fraction 
of  health,  and  after  a  short  continuance  leaves  me 
unfit  for  anything.  By  and  by  I  shall  learn  wisdom 
in  this  as  in  other  matters :  to  me  henlth  is  more  im- 
portant than  all  imaginable  philosophy ;  and  were  it 
not  that  philosophy  teaches  the  recovery  of  health  as 
her  first  maxim,  she  would  not  avail  three  straws. 
Even  yet,  make  me  thoroughly  sick  for  three  days, 
and  without  the  prospect  of  improvement  (which, 
however,  I  can  now  hardly  be  without),  I  were  still 
as  miserable  a  man  as  need  be;  half  as  miserable  as 
ever  I  was.  But  what  then  ?  I  throw  my  books  to 
the  ground,  and.  myself  into  the  fields  and  open 
breezes;  and  swear  that  no  man  or  thing  shall  tor- 
ment me  any  longer  in  that  flame ;  and  so  in  brief 
space  my  prison  doors  are  unbolted,  and  I  am  again 
as  of  old. 

It  is  thus  that  the  "mind  of  man"  can  learn  to 
command  the  most  complex  destiny  ;  and  like   an 
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experienced  steersman  (to  speak  in  a  most  original 
figure)  to  steer  its  bark  thro  all  imaginable  currents, 
undercurrents,  quicksands,  reefs  and  stormy  weather. 
By  and  by,  Ltebchen,  you  will  have  to  take  the 
helm  by  turns  yourself;  for  it  is  to  be  a  victualled 
ship,  no  single-man  canoe!  Whac  royal  way  we 
shall  make  —  that  is,  provided  we  do  not  overset! 
No,  my  own  Lassie,  we  will  not  overset;  but  act 
wisely^  and  love  one  another  not  in  words  but  in 
dtfds  (one  of  which  is  worth  five  thousand  words), 
and  courageously  make  front  tc^ether  against  all 
the  grievances  of  our  lot.  Here  are  two  swallows  in 
the  corner  of  my  window  that  have  taken  a  house 
(not  at  Comtey  Bank)  this  summer;  and, in  spiteof 
drought  and  bad  crops,  arc  bringing  up  a  family  to- 
gedter  with  the  highest  contentment  and  unity  of 
soul.  Surely,  surely,  Jane  Welsh  and  Thomas  Car- 
lyle,  here  as  they  stand,  have  in  them  conjunctly 
the  wisdom  of  many  swallows  !  Let  them  exercise 
it  then,  in  God's  name,  and  live  happy  as  these  birds 
of  passage  arc  doing  I  —  It  is  not  Nature  that  made 
men  unhappy;  buc  their  own  despicable  perversities. 
The  Deuce  is  in  the  people !  Have  they  not  food 
and  raiment  fit  for  all  the  wants  of  the  body ;  and 
wives  and  children  and  brothers  and  parents  and 
holiest  duties  for  the  wants  of  the  soul  ?  What  ails 
them  then,  the  ninnies?  Their  vonfVjr,  their  despi- 
cable, very  despicable  self-comeit,  conjoined  with,  or 
rather  grounded  on,  their  biindntss  and  itnun/ss  of 
mind.  They  want  to  be  happy,  and  by  happiniss 
they  mean  pteasure^  a  series  of  passive  enjoyments: 
if  they  had  a  quarter  of  an  eye  they  would  see  that 
there  not  only  was  not  but  could  not  be  such  a  thing 
in  God's  creation. —  1  often  seriously  thank  this 
(otherwise   very    infernal)    distemper    for     having^ 
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helped  to  teach  me  these  things.  They  are  not  to 
be  learned  without  sore  afflictions:  happy  he  to  whom 
even  afHiction  will  teach  them  !  And  herewith  ends 
my  present  lecture.  Beloved  pupil !  art  thou  not 
afraid  of  the  wonderful  lectures  thou  arc  fated  to 
encounter  from  a  Husband  so  didactic?  Or  is  it 
rather  by  (curtain)  lectures  that  thou  purposest  to 
instruct  him  ? 

It  is  singular  what  a  mockbird  I  am  :  I  am  writ- 
ing here  unconsciously  in  the  very  note  of  Jean  Paul 
Fncdrich  Kichtcr,  on  whose  works  I  have  been  la- 
bouring for  the  last  four  weeks.  I  sent  a  most  mad 
artitle  on  the  man  to  prtss  with  Alick  this  morning 
by  Dumfries.  It  is  pity  that  it  was  not  wiser;  for 
he  is  a  great  genius :  but  how  can  a  man  write  about 
geniuses  when  he  has  a  bride  waiting  to  be  written 
to?  The  best  of  it  is,  I  shall  be  done  with  Ricther 
in  four  days  from  this  date;  and  with  the  Preface  in 
two  days  longer,  and  then  the  Book  is  oif  my  hands  ! 
Jack  tells  me  you  are  to  remove  about  the  2$th  of 
this  month:  write  to  mc  from  under  the  shadow  of 
this  iree^  and  tell  me  when  1  am  to  come  and  get 
fifty  kisses  from  you.  Oh  what  wonderful  burble- 
merits  and  embroilments  we  have  to  come  throughl 
I  wish  to  Heaven  we  were  married  three  calendar 
months,  and  I  sitting  writing  another  Book  in  the 
little  parlour,  and  you  coming  in  to  get  ware  for  the 
dinner  (from  certain  presses  there)  and  I  catching 
you  round  the  waist  and  stealing  two  kisses  by  way 
of  Promethean  fire  from  the  fairest  lips  in  the  world, 
and  pressing  the  truest  heart  in  the  world  for  one 
moment  agamst  mine,  I  believe  in  sincere  truth,  if 
the  Devil  be  not  in  me,  1  shall  like  you  very 
heartily ;  and  learn  to  put  faith  in  you  as  my  best 
helper,  and  be  your  helper  and  husband    in    heart 

»ou  II— ao 
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soul  and  spiric.  O  my  Dearest !  Our  love  has 
hitherto  been  a  sound,  a  voice;  it  is  now  to  become 
an  action,  and  we  shall  have  much  to  encounter  and 
enjoy  together.  Let  us  not  be  foolish  but  wise,  and 
all  will  be  well ! 

"  Enweri  edit  a%  (i  most  roy-al  man. 
The  deepen  heart  and  highest  head  Xa  sno)  : 
Ai  every  place,  ii  cicry  time,  ihy  lureit  dunce 
Ije*  in  Dedaon,  Jutticc,  Toienncc."  ' 

Tolerance  is  the  hardest  for  those  that  have  it  not  by 
Nature ;  and  we  must  learn  to  tolerate,  for  it  is 
never  out  of  place;  to  "bear  one  another's  bur- 
dens," to  be  true,  patient,  meek,  humble,  one  in 
heart  as  we  are  to  be  in  fate  and  interest. 

My  paper  is  wearing  done  ;  and  what  is  the  mat- 
ter? Have  I  aught  more  to  say  but,  in  a  thousand 
figures  and  diverse  phraseologies,  that  I  love  you  as 
my  Wife,  and  will  soon  sec  you  to  take  counsel  about 
this  and  all  that  concerns  us  ? 

Write  to  me  whenever  you  are  settled,  and  tell 
me  when  I  am  to  come.  I  purpose  sleeping  in  this 
Comley  Bank  House ;  for  by  God's  blessing  a  "  lodg- 
ing "  is  a  place  I  will  never  exist  in  more  while  in 
this  world  —  if  I  can  help  it.  The  first  night,  1  am 
roused  by  some  infernal  tumult  from  my  sleep;  1 
feel  as  if  broken  on  the  wheel  with  one  annoyance 
and  another;  and  in  three  weeks,  1  am  fit  for  Lob's 
Pound*  no  better  place.     These  things  I  tell  you 

'  From  the  prologue  10  •■  Wilhelm  Meitrer'i  TraveJt," — See 
Ctrlytc's  (ratiKlition. 

'  Lob  Wit  «  Puriian  preacher  «uspected  of  diiloyalty.  According 
to  common  report  he  had  the  floor  of  his  pulpii  lo  contrived  that  h« 
coald,  on  [he  sudden  appearance  of  ihe  King's  olHcers,  dciccnd  into 
tubicrraneaci  region*  ttid  make  good  Kii  escape  from  arreit.      On  one 
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because  it  is  good  that 


know  them ;  to  other 
people  i  naaas  soon  not  tell  them,  because  it  is  good 
chat  they  do  not  know  them.  The  tender  mercies 
of  the  world  are  considerable  in  a  case  of  that  kind: 
1  have  known  a  little  of  them ;  and  splenetic  con- 
tempt is  not  the  best  fruit,  I  hopc>  they  have  pro- 
duced in  me-  I  have  hundreds  of  compliments  for 
you  here  ;  in  various  dialects  of  speech,  all  com- 
ing from  the  r^on  of  the  heart.  The  Joiners 
are  in  two  days  to  begin  repairing  this  house,  and 
then  ehcy  (not  the  Joiners)  hope  to  see — «/.  Re- 
member mc  in  all  affection  to  your  Mother,  whom  I 
hope  soon  to  speak  with  at  large.  Make  my  com- 
pliments also  to  James  Johnstone :  if  you  can  do  an 
encouraging  or  kind  thing  to  him,  you  do  it  to  a 
good  man,  and  to  my  old  schoolfellow  and  constant 
wcUwishcr.  Write  when  you  arrive.  I  am  your 
own  forever, 

T.  Caklvle. 

My  Mother  has  come  up  expressly  (with  the 
candle  for  scaling  which  gave  her  notice)  to  say  that 
she  has  received  with  many  feelings  of  gratitude  your 
celebrated  marmalade  pot,  which  she  reserves  the 
trial  of  for  some  great  occasion.  She  has  still  a  han- 
kering for  a  Letter:  and  sends  you  her  warmest 
love,  whether  you  write  or  not. 

occsuon,  bowevrr,  on  thm  desceniJing  he  wm  punoed  by  th«  of. 
licen,  wbo,  beiDg  ignonm  of  the  intricadc*  of  Lob't  mreai,  not 
only  Med  lofind  him  bui  losi  iheir  way  oat  and  were  ihemielvei 
hopcleuly  Impounded.  Hciice  the  place  w» ever  tfierwar<ii  called 
"Lob's  Pound." — Sec  "Hadifanu,"  Pi.  i.«nto  iii.  II.  909-11. 
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Letter  i68 

T.  Carlylt  to  Miss  If  fish,  21,  Comity  Bank 
Edinburgh 
SconDRic,  Saturdiy,  '  ii  Aug.,  i8s6.* 

My  Darling, —  I  am  very  sorry  for  you  this 
morning,  and  tKose  last  days  generally  ;  I  know 
vou  were  expecting  with  certainty  a  Letter  from  my 
hand ;  and  till  Monday  you  cannot  get  any. 
Properly  speaking,  I  should  be  sorry  for  myself, 
that  1  must  appear  to  you  so  careless,  and  lose  the 
enjoyment  ot  talking  with  you  in  all  sorts  of  foolish 
small  talk :  but  the  truth  of  the  matter  is  this :  A 
packet  of  sheets  came  down  on  Monday  morning, 
with  a  long  Letter  from  the  Bibliopole  requiring  an 
alteration  m  the  Title-page  and  Preface ;  then  Jon- 
athan on  Wednesday  morning;  the  manaecmcnt 
of  all  which  things  has  occupied  my  whole  dis- 
posable time  till  this  morning.  Thank  Heaven  I 
Title-page,  and  Preface  and  all  are  now  ofF  my 
hands :  next  week  [  get  the  last  four  sheets,  and 
then  in  two  days  bid  goodbye  to  the  whole  matter. 
At  anyrate,  what  is  the  matter  whether  I  write  to 
you  or  not?  Are  you  not  always  in  my  heart  and 
my  thoughts,  and  am  not  I  always  in  yours,  my 
little  Dearest ;  and  are  we  not  soon  to  he  joined  in 
the  holiest  and  closest  bonds  forcvcrmorc?  O  my 
good  Jane,  it  is  an  awful  and  delicious  thought  this 
of  wedlock  !  Need  is,  most  pressing  need,  that  the 
heart  you  give  your  own  heart  to,  be  well  and  seri- 
ously judged  and  found  worthy.     With  one  whose 
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integnty  of  soul  you  even  doubted,  ic  were  better 
to  die  a.  thousand  deaths  than  to  wed.  My  own 
true  Wife  I  I  crust  in  God  I  shall  love  thee  well ; 
chat  thou  shah  find  a  home  for  thy  fair  soul  in  my 
bosom ;  chat  my  arms  may  encompass  thee  about 
from  the  afflictions  of  existence,  and  the  heart  thou 
hast  believed  in  so  nobly  may  prove  no  refiige  of 
lies !  I  swear  it  will  break  my  heart  if  I  make  thcc 
unhappy.  And  yet  I  am  a  perverse  mortal  to  deal 
with,  and  the  best  resolutions  make  shipwreck  in 
the  sea  of  practice :  but  thou  must  be  a  very  good 
Wife,  and  I  will  be  a  very  good  Husband;  and 
our  souls  shall  have  no  secret  from  each  other,  and 
we  live  indivisible  and  one,  poor  or  rich  as  it  shall 

f)lease  Heaven,  but  more  olcssed  in  each  other's 
ove  and  goodness  than  any  other  Pair.  O  I  feel 
as  if  I  could  live  and  die  with  thee  if  thou  were 
miney  mine  as  thou  shalt  yet  be,  not  by  priestly 
benedictions  but  by  the  sofc  pervading  influences 
of  thy  own  worth  and  wisdom,  rciiching  deeper  and 
deeper  into  my  soul  year  after  year  as  we  live 
together.  What  more  can  I  say?  Kiss  thee  with 
a  true  kiss,  which  means  :  Look  in  thy  own  heart, 
there  thou  wilt  read  it  all.* 

Jonathan  saw  you  the  night  before  he  came 
away ;  sitting,  as  he  represents  it,  in  the  midst  of 
chaos,  like  Patience  on  a  monument,  smiling  at 
grief.'  Here  too  are  Plasterers  and  Carpenters 
bringing  back  the  reign  of  Ancient  Night ;  the 
tumult,  the  dust  and  horrors  too  high  for  the  Eng- 
lish language!  This  Is  the  Purgatory  fire;  but  is 
there   not  a  Heaven  beyond  it  f      Bear  a\\  these 

^  Of.  "  Magit  in  Dctnen  Iniurn  Icicn 

Wic  Du  Dir  a  olfenb■ra^"  — Set  fttt,  Letter  171. 
■  "  Twelfth  Night,"  Act  ii.  *c.  ^ 
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things  with  calmness,  for  they  will  have  an  end  ; 
and  we  shall  get  married  in  spite  of  all  men  and 
things,  and  be  very  good  Eiieleute  too.  The  good 
Jonathan  likes  you  as  well  as  it  is  possible  witliaut 
loving  you :  he  really  seems  ver}'  much  improved 
since  he  went  away  last;  and  I  think  bids  fair  to 
do  well.  So  far  as  he  has  come,  I  make  bold  to 
say  that  no  young  man  of  his  time  in  the  Edinburgh 
School  has  studied  more  faithfully,  or  amassed  more 
sound  knowledge  and  worthy  habitudes  with  similar 
opportunities.  His  Thesis  is  very  considerably 
the  best  I  ever  saw  produced  there,  on  such 
principles.  .  .  . 

To  your  arrangement  of  my  journeyings  and  our 
meeting,  I  cheerfully  subscribe;'  judging  it  the 
best  among  several  bad  ones.  Edinburgh,  how- 
ever, I  believe  I  musi  visit  before  a  certam  event; 
but  I  will  let  you  be  gone  from  it,  and  most  prob- 
ably have  seen  you  first.  The  business  is,  I  must 
fall  upon  some  new  enterprise  if  possible  before  the 
great  day :  I  would  not  have  that  season  poisoned 
by  base  bargainings  and  chaffcrings  with  tradesmen  ; 
I  should  like  rather  to  have  a  task  begun,  which 
beside  my  little  tfeibchen  I  might  then  tall  to  pros- 
ecuting with  double  alacrity.  Nay  more,  these 
Novels  arc  not  to  be  published  till  November;  and 
I  must  go  and  raise  the  cash  for  them  forthwith  ' — 

'  There  mty  posribly  be  b  Leiter  ffom  Miis  WcUi  misnag 
here,  bui  more  litely  her  Birangcmcni  of  journ eying*  ■nd  mecung* 
wa*  corniiiunicated  to  Cir!y!e  viva  vtit  by  Dr.  C^lylc  who  hid 
returned  from  Edinburgh  ■  few  days  before  the  ditc  of  tku 
Letter. 

'  Corlyle  hid  embarked  nearly  all  hU  tanngi  in  hclpiog  (or- 
ward  che  fanning  operauoni  of  hii  fetherand  brothers,  ind  in  the 
edueaiion  of  Dr.  CiHyle.  By  the  end  of  Jmutr)-,  1814,  he  had 
•aved  "between  ihrec  hundred  and  four  hundred  pouudi  "  ;  since 
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for  obvious  reasons.  The  Bookseller  tells 
**time5  are  exceedingly  bad";  but  he  does  not 
frighten  me  with  that  talk :  thm'  the  strength  of 
Heaven,  I  shall  earn  food  and  raiment  for  us  both, 
in  all  manner  of  times;  and  have  something  left 
for  higher  purposes  too.  The  gift*  small  as  it  is, 
which  God  nas  given  me  shall  not  lie  unimproved, 
let  the  contradictions  of  sinners  be  what  they  may. 
I  am  happy  to  say  that  I  feci  more  and  more  con- 
sciousness of  the  rights  of  man  within  me;  and  less 
and  less  dependence  on  any  patronage  either  from 
men  or  things.  It  all  depends  on  our  own  humour> 
and  manner  of  conceiving  it.  i  hope  yet  to  be,  not 
a  great  man,  for  that  is  unessential,  but  a  good  man, 
for  your  sake,  if  it  were  for  nothing  else.  Cant 
and  palabra  will  not  do :  I  cannot  tell  you  with 
what  sympathy  I  have  come  to  r^ard  some  of 
our  Edinburgh  critics,  just  of  late,  in  regard  to 
the  matter  of  this  very  Book.  I  will  learn 
much,  and  teach  you  much,  much,  when  we  are 
wedded. 

Do  you  ever  write  to  Mrs.  Montagu^  Make 
my  most  kind  compliments  (she  really  has  many 
excellencies  and  much  nobleness  of  mind),  and  also 
the  best  apolog)'  you  can  devise  for  me.  I  feel  as 
if  I  could  not  write  to  her,  till  after.  I  have  done 
her  injustice  many  times:  she  is  not  without  (un- 
conscious) affectations  and  the  like  :  but  am  1,  is 
any  one?  And  how  many  women  have  I  seen, 
who  had  one  tithe  of  the  fru,?  greatness  of  mind 
which  she  has?    Alas  !  scarcely  one  or  two  in  this 

that  date  he  hti  been  piid  ninety  poundi  for  his  "Schiller,"  one 
hundred  «nd  eighty  poundj  for  [he  tnmliiion  of"  Mcisier's  Appren- 
ticcahip,"  and  ionic  one  hundred  pounds  of  talary  troni  the  BdJert, 
—  ny  levea  hundred  pounds  in  »U. 
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wide  world.    Tell  her  that  wc  will  both  iovc  her  • 


as 


well 


as  we  can. 
ind  / 


Can  yoii  find  ^ftterhaum  (Weather-tree)  in  your 
German  Dictionary  V  If  so  send  it  down  (tKe 
English  of  it)  without  delay.  But  I  much  doubt 
you  cannot :  Jack  had  left  E^inbur^h  too  soon ; 
the  Letter  I  sent  to  him  must  come  back  with  no 
ff^etterbaum  in  it:  but  any  way  I  can  do. 

From  this  place,  I  have  nothing  but  all  manner 
of  kind  compliments  and  wishes  to  send  you  ;  from 
my  Mother,  from  Jack  and  June  in  words ;  fVom 
all  the  rest,  I  know  it  well.  In  thought.  When  the 
house  is  done  they  expect  to  see  us  here.  Did  you 
ery  when  you  turned  your  back  on  Haddington  ? 
I  believe  you  dtd  now;  ill  as  you  Hkcd  the  place. 
Comlcy  Bank  will  be  far  better;  especially  with  so 
illustrious  a  gentleman,  philosopher  and  husband 
beside  you. 

Your  own  forever, 

T.  Carlvle. 

I  am  idle  at  present,  or  at  least  occupied  as  I  like. 
I  win  come  to  Nithsdate  when  you  see  good.  I 
confess  I  could  like  to  have  arranged  the  matter 
with  less  restraint  to  both  parties:  but  after  all, 
what  difference  how  it  is  arranged,  so  it  is  arranged 
at  all !  And  arranged  it  shall  be,  if  Heaven  spare 
us.  Tell  me  seriously :  are  you  happy  ?  Give  me 
twenty  kisses,  and  love  me  forever  in  your  good 
heart,  as  I  love  you.    A  Dieul 


'  Wtilerbauat  a  "i  thick  cloud  that  sprctdi  upwiidi  like  ibe 
branches  of  a  tree."  Cxilyle'i  CJertmn  Dictionary  «*  •*•"  ''"i* 
ws>  Kithui  BdleyS  (Leipzig  and  Jena,  iSio),  given  to  him  by 
Edward  IrviDg.     It  doei  not  contun  the  word  fTtiltriatm. 
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Letter  169 
Miti  fFtlsb  to  T.  Carlyict  Stotshrig 

Well,  dearest  Love,  here  am  I,  —  escaped  alive 
from  horrors  as  of  che  Bottomless  Pit.  But  just 
alive  and  nothing  more;  for  my  spirit  i*  Qotie,  my 
intellect  gone,  my  good-humour  gone  ;  and  in  short, 
I  would  hang  myself  if  certain  considcracions  did 
not  prevent  me. 

1  wonder  that  among  all  the  evils  deprecated  in 
the  Litu^  no  one  thought  of  jnsertmg  fiiiiing. 
Is  there  any  worse  thing  ?  Oh  no,  no  !  From 
flitting,  then.  Good  Lord  deliver  us!  —  and  from 
some  other  evils  best  unfolded  in  all  their  length 
and  breadth  when  we  meet.  And  when  will  tnac 
be  ?  Mercy  !  to  think  we  have  not  seen  each  other 
for  a  whole  year;'  and  once  no  more  than  sixteen 
British  miles  betwixt  us!  Oh  glorious  instance  of 
patience  and  long-sutfering !  And  the  annals  of 
our  courtship  afford  many  such.  But  in  the  other 
and  better  world  we  are  about  to  enterj  these  Job- 
inflictions  will  be  all  forgotten,  or  remembered 
merely  as  a  troubled  dream. 

Write  instantly  what  day  I  may  look  for  you. 
Perhaps  it  were  best  you  should  take  Tcmpland  on 
your  road  to  Edinburgh.     But  as  you  like. 

The  house  at  Comlcy  Bank  is  at  length  com- 
pleted, and  looks  pretty  and  convenient  enough ; 
certainly  nothing  like  so  commodious  and  el^nt 
as  the  one  I  have  left ;  but  all  things  considered, 

'  "Vhxy  mci  Uu  «  TentpUod,  Scptcrabcf,  1 82$. 
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likely  to  answer  much  better.  So  here  are  two  steps 
in  the  business  happily  taken.  The  last  is  the  worst 
of  all ;  —  would  to  God  it  were  over  also  ! 

Your  Letter  came  in  company  with  one  from 
Mrs.  Montagu.  She  is  ill.  Mr,  Monta^  haa 
been  verj-  ill,  and  Mrs.  Procter  all  but  dead.  Andi 
still  she  writes  to  me  —  me  who  am  nothing  to  her* 
but  a  name;  and  sends  the  kindest  message  to  you.* 
She  is  very  good,  and  1  rejoice  we  are  io/A  to  love 
her;  for  otherwise  I  must  nave  loved  her  alone. 

She  says  something  in  a  desponding  manner  about 
Edward  Irving.  His  little  girl  is  in  a  bad  way,  and 
he  himself"  far  from  well.  Poor  Edward  !  the  sum- 
mer day  of  his  exultation  has  been  quickly  overcast ! 
But  do  you  know,  I  cannot  feel  for  him  at  present? 
I  cannot  feel  for  any  mortal  but  myself. 

Give  my  kindest  regards  to  dear  John,  whom  I 
like  as  well  as  he  can  possibly  like  me.  Remember 
me  also  in  an  affectionate  manner  to  all  the  rest. 
And  to  James  Johnstone,  if  he  happens  to  be  near 
you.     You  will  write  on  Sunday  ? 

1  am  almost  ashamed  to  send  you  such  a  scrawl ; 
but  I  am  got  into  a  way  of  doing  everything  in  a 
hurry, — since  the  flitting. 

God  forever  bless  you, 

Your  own  Jane  Welsh. 

*  "  It  Mr.  Cirlyle  U  near  you,  idl  him  that  a  i»iy,  and  a  kaiwl- 
lonie  one  coo,  declared  to  Mr.  Monugu  tnd  myself  her  ■  firm  be* 
Uefihai  ihe  author  of  the  "  Ufc  of  Scrh'illcr  "  might  bavechoaen  a 
wife,  without  the  imaUctt  chance  of  refuul,  from  any  ancsgaged 
ladv  in  England.'  Ii  not  thii  true  fame  ?  "  —  Mn.  Monuga  to 
J.  B.  Wcl>b.  7tli  Aug.,  1826. 
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Letter  170 
T.  Carlyle  to  Miss  Baillie  ffelth,  ttmpland 
ScoTiBKic,  Mosday  Evening,  '4  September,  1816.' 

My  Love, —  I  had  sent  daily  to  the  Post-office 
for  ncn-s  of  you,  during  the  last  fortnight ;  and  on 
Saturday,  as  usual,  I  was  answered  with  a  negative. 
The  blind  postmaster's  boy  had  failed  to  decipher 
your  address ;  and  so  kept  me  another  eight-and- 
forty  hours  in  suspense.  I  did  not  get  your  Letter 
till  this  morning. 

Would  to  Heaven,  as  you  say,  the  whole  matter 
were  over,  and  no  more  Letters  in  this  world  to 
pass  to  and  fro  between  us  !  —  Welt,  over  \t  will  be 
ere  long  one  way  or  another,  and  $0  let  us  be  patient 
and  content.  My  good  little  girl  has  suffered  much 
for  me  already;  but  I  trust  in  God  it  shall  all  be 
made  good  to  her  in  future. 

I  might  set  out  immediately,  but  I  am  rather 
sicker  than  usual  for  the  last  three  or  four  days  \ 
and  besides  I  do  not  wish  to  take  you  by  surprise. 
Till  Wednesday  evening  you  cannot  get  this  Letter; 
so  I  must  be  content  to  announce  myself  for  Thurs- 
day first;  about  evening  I  suppose,  for  the  way  is 
long,  and  Larry  cannot  gallop  it  all.  On  Thurs- 
day  evening  then,  will  you  — give  me  a  kiss,  a 
Brautkuts  [nuptial  kiss]?  I  should  not  say;  but 
I  know  in  heart  you  will. 

I  may  stay  with  you  all  Friday,  and  take  counsel 
about  everything,  and  return  on  Saturday,  to  ex- 
pedite what  has  oecn  consulted, 

I  could  wish  considerably  that  one  journey  to  Edin- 
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burgh  might  do  for  all ;  yet  I  fear  it;  for  money  is 
an  indispensable,  and  without  my  presence  I  doubt 
it  will  be  unattainable.     This  also  we  shall  talk  of. 

QuiJ  mulla  [Why  many  words]  ?  I  will  see  you 
in  twelve  hours  after  you  read  this,  and  tell  you  a 
thousiind  things,  and  hear  as  raany,  and  discuss  the 
whole  mystcr)-  of  our  Fortune,  now  one  and  indivisi- 
ble, and  steal  many  a  kind  look,  and  some  hundreds 
of  kisses  from  you,  and  hopes  that  might  make  a  less 
steadfast  philosophy  waver  on  its  basis.  Good  night 
Darling!  And  may  the  Giver  of  all  good  be  with 
you! 

Forget  not  my  kindest  regards  to  your  Mother, 
to  your  Aunt  and  your  Grandfather  whom  I  hope 
soon  to  greet  in  person.  All  here  from  the  oldest 
to  the  youngest  wish  vou  heartily  well, 

i  am  ever  your  own, 

T.  Carlvlc 

James  Johnstone  I  shall  see  this  night;  being  in- 
vited to  drink  tea  along  with  Jack  at  his  —  wedding! 
By  Heaven,  the  man  is  to  be  wedded  !  Tomorrow 
morning  about  four  of  the  clock  he  is  joined  in  in- 
dissoluble tie  with  Miss  Janet  Carlylc  of  Grahams- 
ball,  and  rolls  off  to  Haddington  that  same  night. 
There  is  for  you !  And  to  crown  the  whole  he  cele- 
brates his  nuptial  feast  the  night  beforf  the  nuptials ! 
If  the  Bride  should  rue  in  the  interim  !  But  I  swear 
she  will  not.  —  Good  night !  1  am  far  too  late  for 
the  marriage  tea. 
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Letter  171 

T.  CarlyU  to  Miss  Baillie  0'elsh^  TemplanJ 

ScoTsatttc,  t^ih  September,  i9i6. 

Bestes  Liebchen,  —  I  have  been  a  very  wicked 
man  of  late  weeks,  and  not  less  so  since  I  saw  you ; 
so  splenetic,  so  sick,  so  sleeplc&s,  so  void  of  hope, 
faith,  chanty  ;  in  short  so  altogether  bad  and  worth- 
less.* I  trust  in  Heaven  I  shall  be  better  soon;  a 
certain  incident  otherwise  will  wear  a  quite  original 
aspect.  I  declare  you  might  put  mc  to  shame  when 
I  think  of  your  manner  of  being;  in  years  and 
understanding  you  are  younger;  but  in  the  wisdom 
of  the  heart,  m  much  that  best  deserves  the  name  of 
Reason,  I  should  do  well  to  become  your  scholar. 

I  have  not  been  neglectful  of  our  common  interest 
since  we  parted,  however  I  may  have  seemed ;  my 
evil  as  well  as  my  good  dispositions  both  incite  me 
to  wish  this  matter  were  over.  The  evening  after 
my  return  hither  I  wrote  to  Edinburgh  in  quest  or 
rather  in  demand  of  funds  (for  without  filthy  lucre 
nothing  can  be  done);  ^nd  on  Friday,  I  received  for 
answer  not  a  draft  for  j[,'2.oo,  but  intelligence  that 
ray  Bibliopolist  was  gone  to  London,  and  not  to  re- 
turn  for  a  month.  Here  then  was  one  department 
of  research  exhausted.  A  remnant  of  vanity  (which 
it  would  appear  1  have  not  entirely  conquered  still), 

'  Cirlylc  wu  now  aufierinit  ■  relapse  sItcT  his  irduous  and  ]ong< 
coniinucJ  laboun  on  ike  "Gcrnun  Romance."  He  here  mitukes, 
ai  he  oTtcn  did  elsewhere,  the  remonitrancc*  of  an  ailing  liver  for 
the  chidingt  of  a  guilty  coBKience.  Like  Teuf^sdrOckh,  be  w» 
not  EuilC}-,  but  only  (uHcring  the  pangi  of  guilt. 
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or  perhaps  it  might  be  of  something  better,  rendered 
me  unwilling  to  larrow  money  from  a.  stranger  for 
such  a  purpose:  so  1  took  Alick  to  counsel  on  the 
matter;  and  after  considering  it  a  moment,  I  ac- 
cepted his  offer  to  withdraw  from  his  husbandry  so 
much  capital  for  a  month  or  two  as  will  sufiice  us ; 
a  measure  which  I  adopt  with  the  less  reluctance,  as 
I  can  fairly  calculate  on  being  able  to  repay  him 
before  it  will  be  specially  wanted.  About  this  day 
week,  then,  I  shall  be  master  o(  jQ^o. 

Tomorrow  I  go  to  Dumfries  to  set  certain  frac- 
tions of  men  a-ciitting  clothes  for  me  ;  carriers  must 
bespoken  with,  friends  bid  farewell  to,  and  ihenf  I 
think  we  should  be  proclaimed  (Lord  help  us ! )  on 
the  second  Sunday  from  this  date;  and  wedded 
about  the  following  Thursday  (it  answers  best  for 
carriers,  unless  you  considerably  prefer  the  beginning 
of  the  week)  ;  that  is  on  Thursday  fortnight,  a  fort- 
night and  a  day  from  the  time  when  you  read  this 
scrawl.  Have  you  the  heart,  good  Love?  daitist 
Du  noch  fetzt  [Art  thou  still  believing]?  I  have  not 
found  such  faith,  neither  here  nor  elsewhere. 

All  these  dates  and  arrangements  are  still  liable  to 
alteration,  of  course;  and  but  propounded  here  for 
your  sanction,  in  case  they  meet  your  taste,  or  for 
change  if  they  do  not.  Write  hither  without  stop, 
to  tell  mc.  If  all  goes  well,  my  next  Letter  to  you 
will  enclose  a  Note  to  Mr.  Anderson '  the  Minister 
to  get  us  proclaimed  and  to  come  and  wed  us  on 
Thursday  morning.  John  and  I  wilt  come  up  to 
Glendinning's  Inn  the  night  before;  he  may  ride 
with  us  the  first  stage  if  you  like;  then  come  back 
with  the  chaise,  and  return  home  on  the  back  of 

'  Minister  or  ihe  parish  of  CloEeburo,  in  which  Tcmpltod  m. 
■ituated. 
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Larrjr,  richer  by  one  Sister  (in  relations)  than  he 
ever  was.     Poor  Jack ! 

One  other  most  humble  care  is  whether  wc  can 
calculate  on  getting  Post-horses  and  chaises  all  the 
way  to  Edinbui^h  without  danger  of  let,  or  [if]  it 
would  not  be  better  to  take  seats  in  the  coach  (or 
some  part  of  it?  In  this  matter  I  suppose  you  can 
give  me  no  light :  perhaps  your  Mother  might. 
At  all  events  tell  me  your  lastr  in  the  business  ;  for 
the  coach  is  sure  if  the  other  is  not.'  Will  you  ask 
your  Mother  if  she  knows  whether  we  should  be 
proclaimed  in  this  Parish  also  ?  I  believe  it  depends 
on  the  practice  of  the  marrying  clergyman:  I  would 
give  two-pence  that  the  Closeburn  Parson  were  not 
rigid  in  this  matter.  Here,  the  whole  matter  is 
next  to  an  utter  secret,  or  at  least  a  most  dim  sur- 
mise. Write  me  all  that  you  can;  and  do  take 
some  hand  in  the  projection  of  the  affair ;  I  can 
have  no  taste  in  it  whatever  except  to  comply  with 
yours. 

Before  ending  I  should  say  something  consolatory 
and  encouraging  to  my  much-loved  Bride,  whose 
heart  is  doubtless  as  loaded  with  cares  as  my  own, 
and  far  less  fit  to  bear  them.  But  what  can  I  say 
in  this  Tartarean  mood?  Simply  that  there  will  be 
neither  peace  nor  rest  till  we  are  or/,  till  I  have  my 

'  "Cijlyle,  thrift}'  always,  conndcred  it  might  be  expedirat 
•  to  tike  leati  in  the  coach  from  Dumfiiw  *  [j/f] ,  The  coEclt 
would  be  lafcr  thui  a  carriage,  more  certain  of  arriving,  tto,'* 
Froudc,  "Life  of  Ctrlylc,"  i.  jjS. — In  his  anxiny  to  thow 
that  CaH^lc  wat  guilty  o^  pnrarioutnCM  in  fuggesting  tlic  coach, 
Mr.  Froudc  succeeds  only  in  again  diiplaying  his  own  ignorance  of 
Scotiith  geognphy  or  topography  :  Templind  (Thoralull)  u 
quite  fourteen  milci  nearer  Edinburgh  than  DumJrics  ia !  The 
eoach  from  Dumfnn  to  Edininirgh  travelled  vu  Mo&c,  not  vU 
Thornhill  «i  all.     Froudc'*  nory  ia  ■  tiuuc  of  mtarrpreMntatiotit. 
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own  true  Jane  far  away  from  a  thousand  grating 
circumstances  that  have  long  oppressed  her  heartj 
and  embittered  mine  the  instant  I  came  within  their] 
sphere.  O,  for  God's  sake  be  good  my  Darling  ! 
Good  and  wise ;  and  thou  wilt  have  the  happiest 
husband,  and  he  the  happiest  wife  in  the  world.  1 
do  not  mean  compliant  and  affectionate:  that  you 
arc  already ;  but  tuiie,  dear-sighted  towards  nu,  and 
towards  the  new  sphere  of  life  (new  in  rank  anc' 
object  and  all  its  properties),  my  true  Guardianl 
Spirit,  my  soul's  friend,  my  own  forever  and  ever ! 
...  1  swear  we  shall  be  happy :  for  1  love  thee ; 
and  with  all  my  ^ults  can  never  cease  to  love  thee 
in  heart,  and  in  heart  to  long  for  thy  good.  Believe 
this,  for  it  is  true;  and  let  it  be  an  anchor  of  the 
soul  both  sure  and  steadfast,  as  thy  love  is  of  me: 

••  Wis  Dii  niir  <!»  "  Wcib  gcwonlcn, 
«*  Wu  Du  Riir  ill  Midchoi  warn, 

Magit  in  Deinrai  laneiD  leseiii 

Wie  Du  Dir  es  orcnbsnu"  * 

'   prom  Goethc'j  Poetn  "  Ottilien  Ton  Goeihe'*  (Collecced 
Works  vol  'V.  1'.  104,  Stutipn  tnd  Tubingeo,  tStj).  —  In  thei 
£nt  line  of  the  itonu  ■<  Wdb  gcworden"  is  Mbstituted  by  Cirtylel 
ibi  "Kind  gcwnen"  of  ihc  ocigiiial.  —  1  have  (u  thinli  Mt.  L>. 
L.  Mackill,  of  Jena,  for  tlie  teferencc  to  Goethe's  WciLt,  and  alto 
kr  ilie  infarmaiion  thai  the  tunza  fbmiecl  part  of  the  Prologue 
"Wilhdm  MciiEcis  Windcrjahrc  "  In  tu  fim  fonn,  —  rhit  &ob 
which  Carlyle  m«de  hit  Tnnalation.  —  The  followitig  ii  •  Utttal 
icndeiingi  Unc  for  tine,  of  the  stuizt  u  Mdtfiti; 

Wtut  rou  have  ImxaK  <u  me  M  *  uraoun. 
What  fOu  mm  to  uiic  w  >  indtelii 
You  nu;  n*!  cleat  In  j«ui  own  bn*K, 
Ai  jou  roidc  ii  nuniftit  to  jeondf. 

The  Ibltomng  doggerel  give*  the  meaning  better  or  vronc : 
WtM  tD  me  rsu  m  n  iniinin, 
WhiT  ta  me  ii  mitd  you  «m, 
Vou  mill  raid  in  T«i>r  own  b«*on, 
A»  fou  hiic  tmilei  !t  thcR. 


i«i«I  JANE  WELSH 

Alas  poor  sentiment:  I  must  stick  to  business 
henceforth. —  Kiss  me  and  say  yes  to  all  this,  and 
kiss  me  again  and  send  me  away.  •^  I  am  ever  and 
all  thy  own, 

T.  Cariyle. 

I  You  will  write  on  Thursday?  1  shall  have  your 
answer  on  Saturday.  —  Compliments  utsoiet  et  Jecet 
[as  is  customary  and  becoming). —  I  am  in  haste  and 
headache.  Are  you  recovered?  Were  you  at  Dab- 
ton  ?  Arc  you  frightened,  sad,  joyful,  hopeful  or 
repentant ;  angry  at  me  or  fond  of  me  ?  God  bless 
you !  Faie  et  mt  ama  ! 


Letter  172 

Miss  Welsh  ttt  T.  CarlyU,  Scotsbrlg 

•TEurLAKD,*  Sacordaj,  *  13  Septerobcr,  1816.* 


Mv  Dearest,  —  You  desired  me  to  ajiswer  your 
Letter  on  Thursday ;  but  I  have  waited  another 
Post  that  I  might  do  it  better,  if  indeed  any  good 
thing  is  to  be  said  under  such  horrid  circumstances. 
Oh  my  own  Darling !  do  for  Heaven's  sake  get  into 
a  more  benignant  humour,  or  the  incident  will  not 
only  "  bear  a  very  original  aspect,"  but  likewise  a 
very  heart-breaking  one.  I  see  not  how  I  am  to  go 
thro'  with  it.  I  turn  auitc  sick  at  the  thought. 
But  it  were  Job's  comiort  to  vex  you  with  my 
anxieties  and  "severe  affecrion."  I  would  rather 
set  before  you  by  way  of  encouragement,  that  the 
Purgatory  will  soon  be  past ;  and  "  speak  peace 
where  there  is  no  peace  ' ;  only  that  you  would 
easily  sec  through  such  affected  philosophy.    There 
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is  nothing  for  it  then,  but,  like  the  Annan  Congr^ 
gation,  to  pray  to  the  Lord ! 

I  hxve  said  I  delayed  writing  that  I  might  do  it 
more  satisfactorily.  For  this  reason  :  I  expected  to 
know  last  night  when  my  Mother  is  to  come  from 
Edinburgh  !  in  which  case  I  should  have  been  able 
to  name  some  day,  tho'  not  so  early  a  one  as  that 
proposed.  But,  alas,  alas !  my  Mother  is  dilatory 
and  uncertain  this  time,  as  ever;  and  the  only  satis- 
faction I  can  give  you  at  this  writing,  is  to  promise 
I  will  soon  write  again. 

What  has  taken  her  to  Edinburgh  so  inoppor- 
tunely !  7*a  set  some  fractions  of  women  a-cutting 
white  gowns,— a  thing  which  might  have  been  done 
with  all  convenience  while  we  were  there  last  month. 
But  some  people  are  wise,  and  some  are  otherwise ; 
and  1  shall  be  mighty  glad  to  get  the  gowns  in  any 
way  ;  for  I  should  like  ill  to  put  you  to  charge  in 
that  article  for  a  very  great  while.  Besides  you 
know  it  would  be  a  bad  omen  to  marry  in  mourn- 
ing. When  I  put  it  on  six  years  ago,  I  thought  to 
wear  it  forever.  But  I  have  found  a  second  rather, 
and  it  were  ungrateful  not  to  show  even  externally 
how  much  1  rejoice  in  him. 

1  fear  you  must  be  proclaimed  in  your  own  Par- 
ish (pity  !  since  you  are  so  ashamed  of  me !) ;  but  I 
will  enlighten  you  on  that  head  also  in  my  next. — 
With  respect  to  the  journey  part  of  the  business,  I 
loudly  declare  for  running  the  risk  of  being  stuck 
up  by  the  way  (which  at  this  season  of  the  year  is 
next  to  none)  rather  than  undergoing  the  unheard 
of  horror  of  being  thrown  into  the  company  of 
strantjcrs,  in  such  severe  circumstances,  or  possibly 
(which  would  be  still  worse)  of  some  acquaintance, 
in  the  stage-coach.    Indeed,  indeed.  Dearest,  I  prom- 
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isc  you  Co  make  no  demonstrntions  that  T  can  pos- 
sibly help;  but  I  am  sure  from  the  faintness  and 
cold  shudder  that  comes  over  me  at  the  thought  of 
that  odious  ceremony,  that  I  shall  be  in  no  state  for 
at  least  a  week  after,  to  endure  any  eye  but  yours. 
For  this  same  reason,  I  also  prohibit  John  from 
going  with  us  an  inch  of  the  road;  and  he  must  not 
think  there  is  any  unkindncss  in  it. —  My  Aunt 
thinks  you  and  he  would  be  greatly  better  here  the 
night  before  than  at  Glendinning's.  But  that  as  you 
like.  If  you  come,  I  shall  take  care  that  you  get  a 
room  that  is  not  over  the  kitchen ;  and  for  the  rest, 
I  need  not  see  you  unless  I  feci  **  disposed."  But 
it  will  be  time  enough  to  settle  how  when  we  have 
settled  wtun.  In  the  meantime  you  had  better 
write  me  a  few  lines,  if  it  is  not  too  much  trouble. 
But  whether  you  write  or  not,  /  will,  so  soon  as  I 
hear  again  from  my  Mother.  Did  you  ever  see 
such  paper?  It  comes  from  Thornhill;  and  I  can 
find  no  knife  to  mend  my  pen. 

I  hope  your  Mother  is  praying  for  me  very  hard. 
Give  her  my  afFccnonatc  regards  —  a  kiss  to  Jane. 
Ever  your  own, 

Jane  Welsh. 


Letter  173 
T.  Carlyle  to  Miss  Baillie   fFtlsh,  7emp!and 
ScoTiBKio,  We<lne»d«y,  '  J?  Sept.,  t8i6.* 

My  Dearest,  —  Surely  I  am  bound  by  all  laws 
human  and  divine  to  "wnte  you  a  few  tines,"  how- 
ever enormous  the  "  trouble  "  may  be ;  and  this  the 
rather  as  except  thinking  about  you  and  this  general 
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FinaU  that  lies  before  us,  I  have  next  to  nothing  to 
do.  -You  will  never  in  the  world  guess  what  sort  of 
a  pastime  I  have  had  recourse  to  in  this  wind-bound 
portion  of  my  voyage.  Nothing  less  than  the  read- 
ing of  Kant's  transcendental  Philosophy  !  So  it  is : 
I  am  at  the  150th  page  of  the  Krit'tk  derrtinen  Ver- 
nunjt;  not  only  reading  but  partially  undcrsCandtng, 
and  full  of  projects  for  instructing  my  benighted 
countrymen  on  the  true  merits  of  this  sublime  sys- 
tem, at  some  more  propitious  season.  To  speak 
truth,  however,  one  of  Scott's  Novels  would  suit  me 
much  better:  last  night  I  found  Kant  was  getting 
rather  abstruse;  and  in  one  or  two  points  he  pu'Z- 
aled  me  so,  that  today  I  have  not  once  opened  nimy^ 
On  the  whole,  this  present  "  middle  state  "  might, 
50  far  as  the  Almanack  and  the  Clock  are  concerned, 
»eem  peculiarly  favourable  for  literary  projection: 
but  alas  the  heart  is  not  there;  I  am  fallen,  fallen 
from  the  pure  regions  of  Art  into  the  boggy  Syrtls 
of  Session  Clerks  and  Tailors  and  Post-keepers ; 
and  I  feel  too  clearly  that  till  the  great  Day  is  over, 
I  can  neither  think  of  one  thing  nor  another  to  any 
purpose.  The  Philosophy  of  fiving  well  is  the  end 
of  all  Philosophies,  Transcendental  and  common ; 
and  if  affection  be  the  soul  of  life,  shall  we  not  teach 
one  another  to  live  ? 

After  all  I  believe  we  take  this  impending  cere- 
mony far  too  much  to  heart  Bless  me,  have  not 
many  people  been  married  before  now  ?  And  were 
they  not  all  carried  thro*  with  some  measure  of 
Christian  com/orf,  and  taught  to  sec  that  marriage 
was  simply  nothing  but  —  marriage?  Take  cou 
age,  then,  my  Darling;  and  let  no  "  cold  shudder" 
come  over  you,  and  call  not  this  an  "odious  ccrc- 
roony,"  but  rather  a  blessed  ordinance,  sanctioning 


i8i6.1 


JANE  WELSH 


3*5 


by  earthly  laws  what  is  already  sanctioned  in  heaven, 
uniting  two  souls  for  worldly  joy  and  woe,  which  in 
God's  sight  hive  chosen  one  another  from  amongst 
all  menl  Can  any  road  be  dark  which  is  leading 
thither?  You  will  see  it  will  all  be  "smooch  a» 
<n\"  notwithstanding  our  forebodings.  Consider 
Goethe's  saying:  "We  look  upon  our  scholars  as 
so  many  swimmers,  each  of  whom,  in  the  element 
that  threatens  to  devour  him,  unexpectedly  feels 
himself  borne  up  and  able  to  make  progress ;  and  so 
it  is  with  alt  that  man  undertakes.'  With  all, 
marriage  as  well  as  other  things.  By  all  reasons 
therefore,  German  and  English,  I  call  upon  you  to  be 
composed  in  spirit ;  and  to  fear  no  evil  in  this  really 
blessed  matter.  —  Now  cell  me  at  this  moment,  when 
your  apprehensions  are  the  darkest,  how  much  would 
you  tokc  to  rue?  Five  guineas?  Fifty  thousand? 
I  do  not  think  you  would  take  —  five. 

To  your  arrangements  about  the  journey  and  the 
other  items  of  the  How  and  When  I  can  only  an- 
swer as  it  becomes  me:  Be  it  as  thou  host  said. 
Let  me  know  your  will,  and  it  shall  be  my  pleas- 
ure ;  and  so  by  the  blessing  of  Heaven  we  shall  roll 
along  side  by  side  with  tne  speed  of  Post-horses, 
till  we  arrive  at  Comley  Bank ;  and  then,  as  Richter 
says,  the  door  we  open  is  no  longer  mine  or  ihine, 
but  ours;  and  we  two  are  one  and  indivisible  for 
ever  and  ever !  1  shall  only  stipulate  further 
that  you  let  me  by  the  road,  as  occasion  serves, 
smoke  three  cigars^  without  criddsm  or  reluctance,  as 
things  essential  to  my  perfect  contentment !  Yet 
if  you  object  to  this  article,  think  not  that  I  will 
break  off  the  match  on  that  account ;  but  rather 
like  a  dutiful  Husband,  submit  to  the  everlasting 

*   •■  MeiMcr'i  TrsveU,"  ch.  xi*. 
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ordinances  of  ProvideQce»  and  let  my  Wife   have 
her  way. 

You  are  very  kind,  and  more  just  than  I  had 
reason  to  expect,  in  imputing  my  ill-natured  speeches 
(for  which  Heaven  forgive  me  !  )  to  their  true  cause, 
a  disordcd  nervous  system.  Believe  me,  Jane,  it  is 
not  I  but  the  Devil  speaking  out  of  mc  which  could 
utter  one  harsh  word  to  a  heart  that  so  little  deserves 
it.  O,  I  were  blind  and  wretched^  if  [  could  make 
thee  unhappy  !  But  it  wilt  not  and  shall  not  be ;  for 
I  am  not  naturally  a  villain,  and  at  bottom,  I  do 
love  you  well;  and  so  when  we  have  learned  to 
know  each  other  as  we  arc,  and  got  all  our  arrange- 
ments accomplished,  and  our  household  set  in  order, 
I  dare  promise  you  that  it  will  all  be  well,  and  we 
shall  live  far  happier  than  we  have  ever  hoped. 
Sickness  13  the  origin,  but  no  good  cause  of  Indis- 
criminating  spleen  :  if  we  arc  sick,  we  must  learn  if 
not  to  resist  at  least  to  evade  its  influences  ;  a  science, 
in  which  even  I  (in  the  midst  of  my  own  establish- 
ment) fancy  I  have  made  some  progress,  and  despair 
not  of  making  more. 

As  to  the  Proclamation,  on  which  I  expect  your 
advice,  deeply  as  I  feel  ashamed  of  you,  I  protest  I 
had  rather  be  proclaimed  in  all  the  Parish  Churches 
of  the  Empire  than  miss  the  little  Bride  I  have  in 
my  eye;  a  wicked  g}'psy  truly,  but  one  whom  I  see 
not  how  I  am  to  do  without.  So,  get  the  gowns 
made  ready,  and  loiter  not,  and  Cell  me,  and  in  a 
twinkling  me  voilhf — Thank  your  Aunt  for  her 
kind  invitation,  which  I  do  not  refuse,  or  accept 
till  next  Letter;  waiting  to  see  how  matters  turn. 
1  was  surely  born  to  be  a  Bedouin :  without  free- 
dom I  should  soon  "dee  and  do  nocht  ava', '* ' 
'  See  "  Letten  and  McmwUl*.' '  i.  315, 
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My  chosen  abode  is  in  my  own  house,  in  prefer- 
ence to  the  Palace  of  Windsor;  and  next  to  this, 
shall  I  not  (with  the  man  in  the  Play)  take  my 
ease  in  mine  Inn  ? '  —  I  wish  my  kind  compliments 
to  Grandfather,  if  he  will  accept  them ;  in  his  mono- 
syllabic manner  of  existence,  I  discern  the  features 
of  a  genuine  heart,  and  feel  that  1  could  like  him 
much. 

My  Mothes's  prayers  (to  speak  with  all  serious- 
ness) are,  I  do  believe,  not  wanting  either  to  you  or 
to  mc;  and  if  the  sincere  wishes  of  a  true  soul  can 
have  any  virtue,  we  shall  not  want  a  blessing.  She 
bids  me  send  you  the  kindest  message  I  can  con- 
trivc  i  which  I  send  by  itself  without  contrivance. 
She  says  she  will  have  one  good  greet  when  we  set 
off,  and  then  be  at  peace.  —  Now  then,  Dearest, 
what  remains  but  that  you  appoint  thf  date;  that 
you  took  forward  to  it  with  trust  in  me  and  trust 
in  yourself,  and  come  with  trust  to  your  husband's 
arms  and  hearc*  there  to  abide  thro'  all  chances  for- 
ever? O  wc  are  two  ungrateful  wretches,  or  we 
should  be  happy  I  Write  soon,  and  love  me  for 
ever.  And  so  goodnight  mein  Hfrzemkinti!  Thine 
auf  ewig, 

T.  Carlvle. 

We  may  spare  a  page  or  two  here  for  the  tntertion  of 
the  following  Letter,  which,  although  fonning  no  part  of 
this  Corrcspondctiee,  yet  throws  a  pleasant  light  on  it, 
and  is  moreover  interesting  as  showing  very  clearly  Miss 
Welsh's  high  opinion  of"  the  man  she  had  chosen  before 
all  others  "  for  her  Husband.  Her  love  and  appreciation 
of  him,  and  her  pn'de  in  him,  as  well  as  her  contempt  for 
bis  gainsayers,  are  apparent  in  every  sentence. 


»  "King  Henry  IV."  Pi.  i.  Actiii.  sc.  3. 
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It  It  one  of  the  Letters  which  Carlyle  himself  selected 
and  annntaicd  for  inicnion  in  Thi  LetUrr  and  MenariaU 
efjant  IVtUh  CarlyU,  and  which  Mr.  Froudc  omiued. 
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Mitt  J.  Welth  to  Mrs.  George  Welsh,  Borehnjy 
Southwick,  Dumfries. 

TiurLAND,  I tt  October,  1826. 

My  dear  Mrs.  WttsH,— You  muse  think  rac 
just  about  the  most  faithless  character  in  the  Na- 
tion ;  but  I  know,  myself,  that  I  am  far  from  being 
80  bad  as  1  seem.  The  truth  is,  the  many  strange 
things  I  have  had  to  do,  and  think  of,  in  late 
months,  left  me  no  leisure  of  mind  for  writing  mere 
complimentary  letters;  but  still,  you,  as  well  as 
others  of  my  friends,  have  not  been  remembered  by 
me  with  the  less  kindness,  that  you  have  seen  no 
expression  of  my  remembrance  on  paper.  So,  pray 
do  not  go  to  entertain  any  hard  thoughts  of  me, 
my  good  little  Aunt ;  seeing  that,  at  bottom,  1  de- 
serve nothing  but  loving-kindness  at  your  hands. 
Rather  add  a  spice  of  long-suffering  to  your  loving- 
kindness;  which  will  make  us  the  very  best  friends 
in  the  world. 

It  were  no  news  to  tell  you  what  a  momentous 
matter  I  have  been  busied  with;  "not  to  know 
that  would  argue  yourself  unknown."'  For  a  mar- 
riage Is  a  topic  suited  to  the  capacities  of  all  living  ; 
and,  in  this,  as  in  every  known  instance,  has  been 
made  the  most  of.  But,  for  as  much  breath  as  has 
been  wasted  on  "  my  Situation"  I  have  my  own 

'  "Not  toknow  tneargutsjfoorsdve*  Qtikiiown.'*-^"Pi™di»e 
Loit,"  iv.  8jo. 
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doubts  whether  they  have  given  you  any  righl  idea 
of  it.  They  would  tell  you,  I  should  suppose,  first 
and  foremost,  that  my  Intended  is  poor  (tor  that  it 
requires  no  great  depth  of  sagacity  to  discover),  and, 
in  the  next  place,  most  likely,  indulge  in  some  criti- 
cisms scarce  flattering,  on  his  birth '  (the  more  likely, 
if  their  own  birth  happened  to  be  mean  or  doubt- 
ful); and,  if  they  happened  to  be  vulgar-fine  people 
with  disputed  pretensions  to  good  looks,  they  would, 
to  a  certainty,  set  him  down  as  unpolished  and  ill- 
looking.  But  a  hundred  chances  to  one,  they  would 
not  tclT  you  he  is  among  the  cleverest  men  of  his 
day;  and  not  the  cleverest  only  but  the  most  en- 
lightened! that  he  possesses  all  the  tjualities  I  deem 
essential  in  my  Husband,  a  warm  true  heart  to  love 
mc,  a  towering  intellect  to  command  me,  and  a  spirit 
of  fire  to  be  the  guiding  star  of  my  life.-  Excel- 
lence of  this  sort  always  requires  some  d^ee  of 
superiority  in  those  who  duly  appreciate  it:  in  the 
eyes  of  the  canaille  —  poor  soulless  wretches!  —  it 
is  mere  foolishness,  and  it  is  only  the  canaille  who 
babble  about  other  people's  affairs. 

Such  then  is  this  future  Husband  of  mine;  nota 
gr/at  man  according  to  the  most  common  sense  of 
the  word,  but   truly  great  ia    its    natural,   proper 

'  •*  Mt.  Gncie,  ofDominH,  ■  kind  of  '  Gennlo^it  by  indc,' 
bid  nurkeij  tang  nn«e  (of  hii  own  acrord,  not  ktiowlof;  me)  my 
Grand^iher  10  be  Ibeally  descended  tront  the  ■  First  Lord  Car* 
lyfe,'  and  bring*  ut  down  from  itie  brother  of  ihe  naurdered 
Duncan.  What  laughing  my  Dtrling  and  1  had  when  that  ^oCu- 
menirGncie'iGcnciJogkalTm  of  the  Cirlyk  Family]  arrired." 
—  T.  C. 

*  This  wai  very  literally  fulfilled  to  her,  Ibr  after  twenty  yean 
of  mirried  life  the  wrote  to  her  huiband  :  '<  I  have  grown  to  love 
you,  the  longer  the  more,  till  bow  yon  are  grown  to  be  the  whole 
Univcnc,  God,  everytbiDg  10  me." —  MS.  Letter,  f^nti  mt. 
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sense ;  a  scholar,  a  poet,  a  philosopher,  a  wise  and 
noble  man,  one  who  holds  his  patent  of  nobility 
from  Almighty  God,  and  whose  High  stature  of 
manhood  is  not  to  be  measured  by  the  inch-rule 
of  Lilliputs! — Will  you  like  him?  No  matter 
whether  you  do  or  not  —  since  I  like  him  in  the 
deepest  part  of  my  soul.  I  would  invite  you  to  my 
wedding,  if  I  meant  to  invite  any  one  ;  but,  to  my 
taste»such  ceremonies  cannot  be  too  private:  besides 
by  making  distinctions  among  my  relatives  on  the 
occasion,  I  should  be  sure  to  give  offence ;  and,  by 
God's  blessing,  I  will  have  no  one  there  who  does 
not  feel  kindly  both  towards  htm  and  me. 

I  wished  and  purposed  to  have  paid  you  a  visit 
at  Borcland,  But  when  ic  was  convenient  for  me 
to  go,  Robert  and  his  Wife  were  stumbling-blocks 
in  my  path ;  —  and  now  the  thing  is  impossible,  the 
days  that  remain  to  mc  arc  so  few,  and  so  fully  cm- 
ployed.  My  atfectionate  r^ards  to  my  Uncle.  A 
kiss  to  wee  John.  And  believe  me  always  your 
sincere  friend  and  dutiful  Niece, 

Jane  Wslsh. 


Letter  175' 

Miss  B^elsh  to  T.  Carlylt,  Seotshrt^ 

TiMpLMiD,  Tnesdijr,  *}  Oct.  ttt6.' 

Unkind  that  you  are  ever  to  suffer  me  to  be  cast 
down,  when  it  is  so  easy  a  thing  for  you  to  lift  me 

'  Mf.FroQd«Myi("lifr/M.363),"MiM  Wddi'ifim!  Lrtttr, 
informing  Cvlyle  of  the  deailt  to  be  obfterved,  U  hamonouily 
headed,  *  Tke  Usi  Spttfh  and  narryimg  Wvit  sf  thtt  anftrtuntft 
ytwn   KUt^n,    Jtut  BaUVit    Wrlih."*      Thii  U  not  the  cue: 
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to  the  Seventh  Heaven  !  My  soul  was  darker  than 
midnight,  when  your  pen  said  "  let  there  be  light," 
and  there  was  light  as  at  the  bidding  of  the  Word. 
And  now  I  am  resolved  in  spirit  and  even  joyful, — 
joyful  even  in  the  &ce  of  the  dreaded  ceremony,  of 
starvation,  and  every  possible  fate.  Oh,  my  dearest 
Friend  !  be  always  so  good  to  me,  and  I  shall  make 
the  best  and  happiest  Wife.  When  I  read  in  your 
looks  and  words  that  you  love  mc,  I  feel  it  in  the 
deepest  part  of  my  soul ;  then  I  care  not  one  straw 
for  the  whole  Universe  beside ;  but  when  you 
fly  from  my  caresses  to  —  smoke  tobacco,  or 
speak  of  me  as  a  new  drcumstame  of  your  lot, 
then  indeed  my  "  heart  is  troubled  about  many 
things." 

My  Mother  is  not  come  yet,  but  is  expected 
this  week;  the  week  following  must  be  given  to 
her  to  lake  a  last  look  at  her  Child ;  and  then. 
Dearest,  God  willing,  I  am  your  own  for  ever  and 
ever. 

This  day  fortnight  would  suit  me  better  than 
Thursday ;  for,  you  know,  after  the  proclaiming 
one  is  not  fit  to  be  seen,  and  therefore  the  sooner 
we  get  away  the  better.  But  then  it  would  not 
suit  —  the  Carriers?  unless,  perhaps  you  could  send 
your  things  the  week  before,  or  leave  them  to  fol- 
low after  you.  However,  the  difference  of  two  days 
is  of  no  such  moment  in  my  mind  that  you  may  not 
fix  whichever  you  find  most  convenient.  So  deter- 
mine and  let  me  know. 

With  respect  to  the  proclamation,  I  am  grieved 
to  say   I  can  give  you  no  comfort ;   for  not  only 

neither  ihU  iiiul  Letter  nor  iny  other  of  Miss  Welih's  Lnten  to 
Cirl/le  i»  90  "hcii^d."  The  Leiior  ii  printed  here  cxKtly  >■  i( 
ii  wriucD,  — wittuHii  luppmHoa  of  ■  ungle  word. 
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must  you  be  proclaimed  like  any  common  man,  tn 
your  own  Parish,  but  send  a  line  from  che  Minister 
certifying  you  unmamtdf  before  they  will  proclaim 
us  here.  Mr.  Anderson,  for  his  own  part,  would 
require  nothing  of  the  sort ;  but  his  Elders,  he  says, 
are  mighty  sticklish  about  forms.  They  would  not 
register  the  marriage  unless  it  were  gone  about  in  the 
regular  way,  —  It  is  a  pit)' !  But,  after  all,  the  crying ' 
is  the  Least  of  it. 

Wilt  you  and  John  come  here  the  night  before, 
or  not?  Whichever  way  you  like.  If  you  come, 
1  have  a  notion  I  wilt  not  sec  you;  but  I  cannot  say 
positively  at  this  distance.  Oh  mercy!  What  i 
would  give  to  be  sitting  in  our  dollVhouse,  married 
for  a  week  ! 

Have  you  spoken  to  Jane  yet  about  coming  to 
us  ?  and  will  she  trust  herself  to  my  sisterly  care  ? 
I  would  not  have  her  for  a  month  or  two,  —  till  I 
have  got  over  the  first  awkwardness  of  such  a  change, 
and  my  wits  are  recovered  from  the  bewilderment 
of  the  new  world  about  me,  sufficiently  to  look  to 
her  welfare.  Surely  wc  should  feel  happier  for 
having  the  good  litde  creature  with  us;  and  the 
arrangement^  I  trust,  would  not  be  without  benefit 
to  herself.  For  my  own  share  in  it,  1  engage  to  be 
a  true  kind  Sister  to  her,  and  an  instructor  as  far  as 
1  can.  Tell  her  this,  if  you  see  good;  and  give 
her  a  ki!>s  in  my  name.  I  may  well  return  one  out 
of  twenty.  But  indeed,  Dear,  these  kisses  on  paper 
are  scarce  worth  keeping.  You  gave  me  one  on  my 
neck  that  night  you  were  in  such  good-humour,  and 
one  on  my  fips  on  some  forgotten  occasion,  that  I 
would  not  part  with  for  a  hundred  thousand  paper 
ones.     Perhaps  some  day  or  other,  I  shall  get  none 

*  The  Scocti^  phntt  for  procliiniing  the  bsnni  of  narnage. 
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of  cither  sort:'  sic  transit  gloria  mun</r  [so  passes 
the  giory   of  the  world]!" 

Have  you  heard  of  Mrs.  Strachey  yet  ?  I  have! 
with  a  vengeance !  Mrs.  Montagu  in  her  last 
Letter  coolly  denounces  her  as  an  *''  Arch-fiend  !" 
And  you,  Thomas  Carlyle,  uphold  her  an  Angel 
of  light!  I  wonder  which  f  am  tobcHcvc?  Some- 
thing whispers,  Mrs.  Montagu.  Is  Itjealousy  think 
you?  Oh  no,  for  1  do  firmly  believe  that  had  Julia 
Strachey  been  Jane  Welsh,  and  I  Julia  Strachey, 
you  would  still  have  had  the  grace  to  love  me  best. 
Yes,  and  I  should  have  loved  you  too,  and  then ! 
Mercy!  what  a  burbU  would  have  come  of  it? 
Things  are  better  ordered  considerably  as  they  are, 
1  'm  thinking. 

There  came  a  Letter  from  my  pretty  Cousin, 
Fhccbc  Baiiiic,  the  other  night,  almost  sentimental, 
for  a  wonder.  The  Girl  has  taken  it  into  her  head, 
and  not  without  reason,  that  my  grave  Help-mate 
will  hardly  be  able  to  endure  her;  so  she  conjures 
us,  in  all  seriousness,  not  to  discard  her  utterly,  and 
thereby  blast  her  hopes  of  ever  becoming  more 
wise  I  You  will  surely  let  me  teach  her  German, 
Dear  ?  I  promised,  and  you  would  not  have  me 
break  my  word.     Besides  the  poor  little  soul  has 

*  Mits  W«I»lv  WM  IwK  ■*  ■fnid  of  ihc  diy  tic  w«»  never  to 
WK."  In  his  ■•  Rcmmisccncei*'  Ctrlylc  writci.  mournfiiUy  dc- 
Rcribioj  the  final  parting  from  hu  wife  (on  )iii  letting  off  far 
Edinbuigh  to  deliver  hb  Iniugural  Addreii)  :  "  The  lut  I  ww  of 
her  WM  K  ibe  t'.ood  with  her  back  to  (he  Pirlour-dooT  to  bid  me 
her  fpvA-hye,  She  kiued  me  twice  (she  me  once,  I  her  *  second 
time) ;  waA  — oh  blind  mortjli,  ray  one  wijh  ind  hope  ww  to  get 
bick  to  her  sgun,  •nd  be  in  peace  untJei  her  bright  welcome,  — 
for  the  rctl  of  my  di}-f,  a*  it  were  \  "     \.  146. 

'  A  icDtence  used  in  the  Popc't  enlhronemeni,  tad  in  old  Ro- 
nuui  Driumphal  proceMioat. 
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none  to  speak  one  true  word  to  her  but  only  me, 
and  Ker  follies,  I  would  fain  persuade  myself,  are 
more  of  education  than  of  nature.  But  you  shall 
see  her  in  good  time,  and  judge  for  yourself;  and 
then,  not  my  will  be  done,  but  thine.  I  am  going 
to  be  really  a  very  mcck-tempcred  Wife.  Indeed, 
1  am  begun  to  be  meek-tempered  already.  My 
Aunt  tells  me  she  could  live  forever  with  me  without 
quarrelling, —  1  am  so  reasonable  and  equal  in  my 
humour.  There  is  something  to  gladden  your  heart 
withal !  And  more  than  this ;  my  Grandfather 
observed  while  I  was  supping  my  porridge  last  night, 
that  *'  She  was  really  a  douce  peaceable  body  that 
F^n! "  So  you  perceive,  my  good  Sir,  the  fault 
will  be  wholly  your  own,  if  wc  do  not  get  on  most 
harmoniously  together.  —  My  Grandfather  has  been 
particularly  picturesque  these  two  days.  Oncoming 
down  stairs  on  Sunday  evening,  I  found  him  poring 
over  fyUheltn  Meisttr  I  "A  strange  choice,"  I 
observed  by  way  of  taking  the  first  word  with  him, 
"  for  Sunday  reading.*'  But  he  answered  me  quite 
sharply,  *'  Not  at  alF  Miss  ;  the  Book  is  a  very  good 
Book  :  it  is  all  about  David  and  Goliath ! "  —  But 
I  must  stop.  And  this  is  my  last  Letter  !  What  a 
thought !  How  terrible,  and  yet  full  of  bliss  I  You 
will  love  me  forever,  will  you  not,  my  own  Husband  f 
and  I  win  always  be  your  true  and  affectionate 

Jake  Welsh. 
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Letter  176 
T.  CarlyU  to  MUs  Baillic  fFeUh,  TfmplanJ 

ScoT*ii>tn,  Mondij.iught,  '9  October,  1816.* 

"The  Last  Speech  and  marrying  words  of  that 
unfortunate  young  woman  Jane  Baillic  ffeiih" '  I 
received  on  Friday -morning ;  and  truly  a  most 
delightful  and  swan-like  melody  was  in  them ;  a 
tenderness  and  warm  devoted  trust,  worthy  of  such 
a  maiden  bidding  farewell  to  the  (unmarried)  Earth, 
of  which  she  was  the  fairest  ornament.  Dear  little 
Child  !  How  is  it  that  I  have  deserved  thcc ;  de- 
served a  purer  and  nobler  heart  than  falls  to  the  lot 
of  millions  F  I  swear  1  will  love  thee  with  my  whole 
heart,  and  think  my  life  well  spent  if  it  can  make 
thine  happy. 

In  fine,  these  preliminaries  are  in  the  way  lowarda 
adjustment.    After  some  vain  galloping  and  conaulta- 

■  Thit  (]uoution  contains  two  aUutiioni :  the  Am  i»  lo  SwiJt't 
duirt  mJcle  entitled  "  The  last  Sp«eh  and  dying  Word*  of  Ebe- 
DBcr  EUUton,  who  wu  executed  che  and  May,  1713.  Publutied 
at  hii  dciirc  Tor  the  common  good,"  Robberies  with  violence 
were  fre<]u«nt  >t  thii  time  in  Dublin ;  EUUton  had  been  ciught 
and  condemned  to  be  hanged,  and  Swift  imprtn'cd  the  occ»ion  bf 
writing  and  publishing,  in  Elliiion's  n»me,  whit  purported  to  be 
hii  ■'  Lui  Speech  and  dying  Wordt,"  wtierein  he  iiitct,  amangit 
other  things,  ihii  he  has  Ictt  b  complete  list  o!  ihe  namei,  etc.,  of 
■11  hit  conteder«tc),  with  direciioDs  that  it  be  icni  to  the  Govern- 
ment the  moment  another  robbery  »)iouId  lalic  place,  The  ihievet 
■nd  robbers  believed  that  the  Speech  wu  the  real  work  of  EUiftoa, 
and  ii  elfectuall^  arretted  crime  in  the  district  for  tome  lime 
■fterwardi, 

The  tecond  illution  it  to  the  old  hiHiid,  called  "  The  unfortti- 
nate  Mtit  Bailey,"  for  which  tec  ttntt,  Letter  103,  n. 
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tion,  I  have  at  length  got  that  certificate  which  the 
Closeburn  Session  in  their  sapience  deem  necessary'; 
I  have  ordered  the  Proclaiming  of  Banns  in  this 
Parish  of  Middlebie,  and  written  out  a  Note  giving 
order  for  it  in  your  Parish  of  Closeburn.  Pity,  by  the 
way,  that  there  is  no  man  in  the  Closeburn  Church 
possessed  of  any  little  fraction  of  vulgar  earthly  l<^c ! 
It  might  have  saved  me  a  ride  to  Hoddam  Manse 
this  morning  (the  good  Yorstoun  my  native  Parson 
was  away),  and  a  most  absurd  application  to  the"gla59 
Minister"  my  neighbour.  One  would  think  that 
after  fair  crying  three  times  through  the  organs  of 
Archibald  Blackloclc,  this  certificate  of  celibacy  would 
be  like  gilding  refined  gold,  or  adding  a  pcrftimc  to 
the  violet:  for  would  not  my  existing  wife,  in  case  I 
had  one,  forthwith,  at  the  first  hum  from  Archibald's 
windpipe,  start  up  in  her  place,  and  state  aloud  that 
sfic  had  "  objections  *'  ?  —  But  I  will  not  quarrel  witbj 
these  Reverend  men  ;  laisstz  lesjaire-,  they  will  buckle 
US  fast  enough  at  length,  and  for  the  //ou'  I  care  not. 

Your  own  day,  Tuesday,  as  was  fitting,  I  have 
made  mine.  Jack  and  I  will  surely  call  on  Mon- 
day evening  at  Templand,  most  likely  after  tea ;  but 
1  think  it  will  be  more  commodious  for  all  parties 
that  we  sleep  at  the  Inn.  You  will  not  see  me  on 
Monday-night?  1  bet  two  to  one  you  will!  At 
alt  events  I  hope  you  will  on  Tuesday  ;  so,  as  Jack 
says,  *'  it  is  much  the  same." 

AJl  hands  are  sorting,  packing,  rummaging  and 
rioting  here.  To  Jane  I  read  her  part  of  your 
Letter;  she  will  accompany  us  in  our  Edinburgh 
sojourn  with  all  the  pleasure  in  the  world.  Jack 
will  bring  her  out,  when  we  want  her:  she  may  try 
the  household  for  awhile ;  if  it  siut  she  will  }iave 
cause  to  love  her  Sister  for  her  life  long. 
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Your  Mother  will  take  down  this  Note  to  the 
Minister,  and  appoint  the  hour  i  I  chink,  it  should 
be  an  early  one,  for  we  have  far  to  go.  Perhaps 
also  she  might  do  something  towards  cng^ing  post- 
horses  ac  the  Inn ;  but  1  suppose  there  is  litue  fear 
of  failure  in  that  point. 

Do  you  know  aught  of  wedding-gloves  ?  I  must 
leave  all  that  to  you;  for  except  a  vague  tradition  of 
some  such  thing  I  am  profoundly  ignorant  concern- 
ing the  whole  matter.  Or  will  you  give  any?  Ach 
du  guter  Gott  I  Would  we  were  off  and  away,  three 
months  before  all  these  observances  of  the  Cere- 
monial Law! 

Yet  fear  not,  DarRng ;  for  it  must  and  will  be  all 
accomplished,  and  I  admicied  to  thy  bosom  and  thy 
heart,  and  we  two  made  one  life  in  the  sight  of  God 
and  man!  O  my  own  Jane!  I  could  say  much; 
and  what  were  words  to  the  sea  of  thoughts  that 
rolls  thro'  my  heart,  when  I  feel  that  thou  art  mine, 
that  I  am  thine,  that  henceforth  we  live  not  for  our- 
selves but  for  each  other!  Let  us  pray  to  God  that 
our  holy  purposes  be  not  frustrated ;  let  us  trust 
in  Him  and  in  each  other,  and  fear  no  evil  that  can 
befall  us.  My  last  blessing  as  a  Lover  is  with  you; 
this  is  my  last  Letter  to  Jane  Welsh:  my  first  bless- 
ing as  a  Husband,  my  first  kiss  to  Jane  Carlyle  is 
at  band!    O  my  Darling!  I  will  always  love  thee. 

Good  night,  then,  for  the  last  time  we  have  to 
part  I  In  a  week  I  see  you,  in  a  week  you  are  my 
own  I    Adieu  Mtine  Eigenff 

la  haste,  I  am  forever  yours, 

T.  Carlvle. 
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Th»  greater  put  of  the  little  Poems  which  appear  in 
this  Appendix  were  writtcfi  iii  1822,  at  an  early  jtage 
of  the  acquaintance  of  Carlj'lc  and  Mi&s  Welsh,  They 
are  called  by  their  authors  "unspeakable  tingles"  **insh 
of  verses,"  &c;  and,  irdeed,  talccn  as  a  whole,  the  collec- 
tion has  no  great  poetical  merit,  although  some  of  the 
verses  are  decidedly  above  the  average  of  Rrst  attempts 
at  writing  poetry.  They  were  eviJently  hastily  written, 
in  halF-hours  of  leisure,  chiefly  for  the  »ke  of  amusement^ 
and  they  were  not  sufficiently  submitted  to  the  file  after- 
wards. The  principal  fault  to  be  found  in  them  is  thai 
they  too  often  '* break  the  laws  of  metre"  ;  but  a*  neither 
writer  ever  swore  allegiance  to  these  laws,  or  claimed  to 
be  a  poet,  the  fault  is  perhaps  the  less  unpardonable. 
Despite  this  failing,  however^  the  little  Poems  seem  to  me 
worth  reading,  both  for  the  ideas  and  sentiments  which 
they  express,  and  for  the  light  they  throw  on  the  thoughts 
■nd  feelings  of  the  writers.  The  verses  arc  all  referred  to 
in  the  contemporary  Letter*,  or  the  Note*  to  them,  which 
they  help  materially  to  explain  and  elucidate, 

AH  the  Verses  by  Carlyle  which  appear  here,  have  been 
in  print  before,  except  Nos.  13  and  15.  The«  two  arc 
not  inferior  to  the  others  and  they  arc  included  herein  for 
reasons  that  will  be  readily  apparent  to  even'  reader. 

Should  any  wicked  critic  feel  it  his  diity  to  criticiw 
ndrerscly  these  harmless  little  Poems,  I  would  recommend 
him  first  to  write  a  better  collection  himself,  on  the  tome 
subjects,  and  then  before  publishing  it,  to  ponder  well  the 
meaning  of  the  following  "Epigram  from  the  French," 
which  I  find  in  Jonathan  Swift's  Works: — 


r 


"  Sir.  I  admit  your  general  rulci 
Tliat  e\''ry  poet  is  a  fool. 
But  you  your«lf  mny  «r\ft  to  Khow  it, 
That  er'ry  fool  it  not  a  po«t.*' 

M' 


^ 
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No.   r.   THE  FISHER 

Trwuiaitd  from  tht  Cirmaa  if  Gvithe 
[.822] 

The  water  nished»  tlie  water  swelled, 

A  FiBhcr  floating  there. 
Calm  gating  on  the  hookft  he  held, 

Fell  little  joy  or  care. 

Cool  to  the  heart,  no  heed  he  gave 

But  to  his  flick'ring  lines ; 
When  \o  !  upriviig  from  the  wave 

A  beauteous  tnermaid  shines. 

She  softiv  spoke,  she  softly  sang 

"  Ah  f  cruel  I  wherefore  with 
With  wit  of  man,  and  wiles  of  man. 

To  lure  my  hArmlets  fish  } 

Couldst  thou  but  know  how  merry  playi 

The  minnow  down  below, 
Thou'dst  haste  with  me  where  pleasure  stays 

To  bide  from  toil  and  woe. 

Docs  not  the  moon,  does  not  the  sun 

In  ocean  love  to  bathe  \ 
And  do  they  not  more  bright  return 

When  they  have  breathed  the  wave? 

Docs  Heaven's  vast  dome  allure  thee  not, 

Here  glass'd  in  lucid  blue  l 
Does  thine  own  image  lure  thee  not 

Down  to  eternal  dew  ?  " 

The  water  rushed,  the  water  swdled, 

It  laved  his  naked  foot ; 
His  heart  with  fond  desire  was  filled 

As  at  Love's  soft  salute. 
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She  sang,  she  charmed,  tho'  awing  him, 

More  wild  his  bosom  burned  ; 
Half-leaning — she  half-drawing  him — 

He  sank  and  neVr  returned. 

J.  B.  Welsh,  serraUd  by  Carlyle. 


No.  2.  AN  INDIAN  MOTHER'S  LAMENT 

Tratulated from  *' jfiala" 

[1822] 

My  new-born  Babe  !  why  doth  thy  Mother  weep, 

In  grief  to  see  thee  cradled  in  thy  tomb  i 

The  little  bird  when  grown  hath  food  to  seek. 

And  in  the  desert  bitter  grains  are  found ! — 

Thine  eyes  have  not  known  tears,  nor  hath  thy  heart 

To  Man's  destroying  breath  yet  been  exposed. 

The  fragrant  rose  that  withers  in  the  bud. 

With  all  its  sweet  perfiimc  doth  pass  away. 

As  thou,  my  Boy,  with  all  thine  innocence. 

Ah  I  thou  art  happy  1  thou  hast  only  known 

A  Mother's  kisses  and  a  Mother's  smiles.' 

J.W. 

No.   3.    THE  WISH 
[1822] 

Oh  for  a  valley  far  away  ! 

Where  human  foot  hath  never  been, 
Where  sunbeams  ever  brightly  play, 

And  all  is  young  and  fresh  and  green. 

I  The  original  reads  as  fbllaws: — "PouripioiUpiatrl'jedanslsnbtrttam 
de  terre,  O  mfn  ivntveau-ni  t  QHtmd  UfelitcuaiMtUvitntgraMd,il/tmt 
qu'il  cherche  la  noMtritmre ;  et  U  Irouvt  datu  It  distrt  iien  dts  graimti 
anUre!.  Du  nmni  tu  as  ignori  Ui  plain  ;  du  mei$u  ton  caur  ^a  point 
Hi  ixpesi  au  ioufflt  divorant  det  Aemmet.  Lt  bouttn  qui  tielu  datu  tarn 
ettveUpe  foist  avu  ses  parfitms,  comme  tei,  O  men  fils,  mte  l«uU  tpit 
inneeenct.  Heurtux  itux  qui  mturtnt  au  btrctau  t  Us  n'int  eonnuqutlts 
baiseri  et  Us  sauris  dutu  mire."—"  Atala,"—"  Let  Ciofsturs." 
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Oh  for  a  valley  far  awiy  I 

Where  huauui  tongue  ne'er  uttered  sound, 
Where  envy,  hate  and  treachery 

Have  never  yet  aii  entrance  found. 

Where  cunning  never  spread  her  wile, 
Where  passion's  fever  never  burned. 

Leaving  (he  heart  a  fun'ral  pile 
Of  hopes  to  desolation  turned. 

Where  one  might  only  see  for  tears 
The  sparkling  drops  by  Morning  shed, 

Whrn  with  a  mother'*  love  she  cheeit 
The  little  flow'ret's  drooping  head. 

Where  one  might  only  hear  lor  sighs 
The  balm  that  gentle  Zephyr  breather. 

When  thro'  the  scented  grove  he  fiics 
Kissing  the  dewdrops  frona  its  leaves. 

There  could  I  spend  my  peaceful  days 
With  only  One  ray  fate  to  share — 

One  in  whose  soul-depths  I  might  gaze 
And  find  toy  thoughts  reflected  there. 

With  One  who  cared  for  none  hut  me. 
Whose  looki  of  love  were  all  my  own, 

Whose  heart  would  for  my  image  be 
A  living  tomb  when  I  am  gone. 


I 


J.  W. 


No.    4.    I   LOVE 
[1822] 

I  love  the  mountain  torrent  dashing 
Downward  in  thunder  loud  and  tioai^e ; 

With  »now-whitc  foam,  in  fury  Uihing 
The  rugged  rocks  that  break  its  course. 
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I  lave  the  thunder  rumbling,  crashing. 

Peal  after  peal  along  the  skies ; 
While  from  the  clouds  the  lightning  flashing 

In  deathful  splendour,  strikes,  destroys. 

I  love  the  soul  no  danger  fearing 

Still  onward  rushing  to  its  gwil, 
All  that  impedes  its  course  down-bearing. 

Proud,  fiery,  brooking  no  control. 

J.  w. 


No.  5.    A  "SIRVENTE" 

Tramiattd from  Pierre  Cardetul 

tl822] 

From  east  to  west  let  it  be  told 
I'll  give  the  honest  lumps  of  gold  ; 
If  all  the  rascals  will  agree 
To  pay,  each  one,  a  pin  to  me. 
I  will  without  delay  pay  down. 
To  ev'ry  man  of  sense  a  crown. 
If  all  the  silly  fools  that  live 
Will  each  to  me  a  brthing  give. 

The  good  one-half  mankind  have  done 
I  could  write  down  upon  my  thumb ; 
And  all  the  wisdom  I  have  heard 
Would  scarcely  fill  a  calling  card. 
To  feed  all  that  arc  men  of  worth 
A  pigeon's  wing  would  be  enough  ; 
But  would  you  give  the  knaves  a  treat 
You  may  cry  "  come  good  folks  and  cat "  ! 


J.W. 
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No.  6.   A  LOVE  SONG 
Tratutattd /rem  the  Provai^al 

As  one  who  longs  for  cooling  drink. 
The  cruel  fires  of  (hirst  to  quench, 
When  haply  on  one  verdant  branch 
He  Mw  two  apples,  stays  to  think 
Which  may  be  best,  and  borh  desfres: 
So  was  I  by  two  tnaiJs  perplexed  j 
But  now  at  last  my  choice  is  fixed  ; 
And  one  true  love  my  soul  inspires. 

As  Ocean  foams  and  harshly  roars 
When  two  fierce  winds  assail  bis  breast, 
In  fearful  strife  from  east  and  west ; 
Nor  e»cr  to  repose  restores 
His  waves  till  one  is  overthrown  ; 
So  by  two  flames  my  soul  aisailed 
Raged  till  the  fiercest  flame  prevailed  f 
And  now  I  live  for  thee  alone. 


J.W. 


No.  7.    THE  WISH 
[1822] 

How  oft  the  gcn*rou$  with  ihc  selfish  mated, 
Muu  drag  in  lonesomeness  a  galling  chain  ! 

How  oft  the  two  that  might  have  Igvcd  are  fated 
Never  to  meet,  or  soon  to  part  again  I 

Yet  here — while  in  earth's  wilderne»a  we  linger. 
Desponding,  sick  at  heart,  unnerved  in  hand, 

Youn^;  Mope  by  times  will  point  with  cherub  finger 
To  s|)ot»  of  verdure  in  thu  "  weary  land." 


M 
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Some  shadow  of  the  good  we're  blindly  seeking. 
Some  scene  of  peace — some  maid  wc  might  adore, 

Will  thrill — like  muiic  of  his  fur  honie,  meeting 
The  exile  on  a  friendless  foreign  shore* 

With  slgtis  one  suks — O  I  might  not,  could  not  I, 
From  heartless  bustle,  dungcon-gloom  of  town, 

With  krr  to  love  me  best,  for  ever  fly, — 

'Mid  itill  retirements,  make  my  toul  my  vwn? 

In  sunn)'  vales  calm  homes  arise  for  many  ; 

The  sky,  the  earth,  their  glad  looki  spread  for  all  j 
And  may  not  friendship's  halm  be  wished  by  any 

WhoK  heart  is  true,  and  beats  at  friendship's  call? 

Each  chained  to  th'  oar  by  thousand  imaged  wants, 
See  Fashion's  galley-sUves  ariJ  Mammon's  ply; 

Not  theirs  (he  bliss  love  earned  by  virtue  grants— 
By  lofty  aims  and  deeds  that  may  not  die  I 

Their  wages,  gilded  straws,  for  ever  leaving, 
Mif;ht  not  snt  kindred  parr  po  hand  in  hand — 

The  heart's  joy  with  the  mind's  light  interweaving — 
To  wisdom  s  haunts,  to  fancy's  fairy  land  ? 

Th'  undying  minds  of  every  age  around  us, — 
The  world's,  our  being's,  mystery  to  view— 

If  in  us  dwelt  some  thoughts  might  live  beyond  us, 
To  form  them,  find  them  hearer*  "fit  tbo*  few.'* 

In  tasks  like  these  were  not  enough  to  do } 
In  other's  arms  were  not  enough  to  feel  I 

Clear  as  the  summer  sun  our  days  might  flow, 
And  bright  their  end  be  like  that  sun's  larcwcll. 

Vain  longings!  van  !     No  power  will  hear  mc, 

To  dsrkness  fades  my  baseless  dream  j 
No  bosom-friend  or  home  may  cheer  me, 
Low  toil,  pale  care  sit  mocking  near  me. 
My  past,  my  liiture  mates  they  seem. 
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A  kingtjr  thought  with  i  captive's  fttc 
Wasteth  the  heart  to  miscrv  driven  : 
But  to  stcaiifiuc  men  in  thcjr  low  »t2tc. 
By  stern  cndeavou rings,  minds  ebte. 
To  light  the  gloom  of  life  is  given. 

And  noble  'tis,  without  cocnplaining. 

Our  lot  to  suffer,  task  fulfil. 
Thro'  Scowl»^  neglect,  and  chill  disdaining, 
In  pain — alone — our  pride  rcuining, 

Untircd  work  out  our  purposed  will. 

Be  calmed,  my  sou] !     No  act  of  thine 

With  hitnc  can  cild  thy  dreary  doom  j 
But  whoKO  walks  firm  duty's  line 
'Mid  life's  sick  mists  unstained  may  shine, 
And — tound  is  the  sleep  of  the  tomb.' 

T. 


No.  8.    LINES  TO  LORD  BYRON 

/irtn  iii  dauj^tr,  Ada 
[l8l2l 

Father  !  what  love  that  word  reveals! 

What  dreams  of  bliss  to  me  unknown  f 
Sweet  sound  )  my  inmost  soul  it  thrills, 

Like  music's  saddest,  wildest  tone. 

Father  I    Ah  I  word  pronounced  in  rain  I 

He  hears  not — echo  only  hears — 
For  ever  miirt  I  breathe  that  namCi 

Gaylcss  as  npw — alone — <n  tean. 

'  The  ori^iDal  of  Culyle's  "  Wiih  "  hu  Iweo  loil.  In  Mn,  Culrlc's 
Portfolio,  howevef,  thcie  ii  a  piioted  copy  of  it  in  ihe  foini  of  a  Nrws- 
papei  cutting,  which  lK«n  ih«  initkl  "  T,     bat  no  narne  ar  due  or  olbo 

mufls  of  idcntirication Since  the  forcfoinc  wm  written  I  ture  fomd 

Ihe  Focm  primed  in  Leigh  llunl'»"Ix>iiclonJminial,"No.35(»6lhN<»veni- 
bri>  1834).  snil  alw,  in  No.  30  (aind  October,  i8j4^,  ftaothci  Poem  by 
CMljrk,  wriuen  tX  a  Ibict  date,  bU1«<I  "  Dtuiawhlin  Brii||e." 
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They  tell  me  oft  his  cold  nezlect 

SKoutd  nil  my  early  love  efiace  ; 
Would  they  coiiW  leach  me  lo  forget 

His  parting  look,  his  last  embrace  ! 

And  oft  they  chide  the  tear  that  filb 
My  eye  while  list'ning  to  his  feme, 

The  thought  of  pride  my  bosoro  thrills, 
"I  am  his  child  !— I  bear  hn  name  !  " 

In  vain  they  blame  :  they  arc  his  foes, 

He  did  them  wrong— they've  cause  to  hite  ! 

But  in  my  breast  the  life  that  glows 
Is  Ills — for  me  to  love  him's  fate. 

Oh,  still,  my  Father,  joy  will  s^teal 
Bright  on  my  soul ;  while  all  alone 

I  read  thy  words  uf  fire,  and  feci 
Thine  cannot  be  a  heart  of  stone. 

I  dream  cnch  day  may  end  my  pain. 
That  thou,  ev'n  thou,  canst  cease  to  hate  ; 

That  foreign  charms  may  lure  in  vain, 
And  home  be  dear  for  Ada's  sake. 

Deceitful  hopes  !  my  years  roll  on 
And  each  new  day  is  like  the  past ; 

Stilt,  still  I  live  unloved,  alanCf 

Ah  !  this  fond  heart  will  break  at  last  1 

J.W. 


No.  9.    VERSES  WRITTEN  AT  MIDNIGHT 
[18223 

The  sun  has  left  the  skies 
And  pass'd  the  azure  waves, 

And  now  reposing  lies 
In  ocean's  hidden  caves ; 
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A  reil  of  darkness  shrouds 
The  bright  and  lovely  dome 

Of  gold  and  crimson  clouds, 
Where  Ute  his  glory  ihone. 

From  si'lver  throne  on  high 

The  pale,  cold  queen  of  night 
Irradiates  the  tky 

With  melancholy  light. 
While  all  ihc  world's  nslccp. 

Alone  I  wake  to  gaze 
On  thai  cold  moon,  and  weep, 

And  think  of  oihcr  days. 

The  night-wind  moans  around 

And  wakes  the  wild  hiip's  tone. 
So  mouriiful  n  that  sound 

'Twould  thrill  a  heart  of  stone. 
It  dies  upon  the  blast, 

And  now  it  wildly  swells — 
The  spirit  of  the  past 

Amid  such  music  dwells. 

How  wild  the  pang  we  feel 

In  such  an  hour  as  thisi 
When  o'er  the  spirit  steal 

The  thoughts  of  vanished  bliss. 
Of  friends  in  early  youth 

When,  unsuspecting  guite. 
We  thought  kind  words  were  truth, 

And  trusted  every  smile. 

Of  some  we  once  believed 

Could  ne'er  have  been  estranged, 
Whose  fondness  hath  deceived, 

Whose  hearts  and  looks  arc  ch&ngcd  ; 
Of  others  who  have  crossed 

Our  path — friends  of*  day — 
That  scarcely  loved,  e'er  lost, 

Like  drcanu  have  passed  away. 

J.W. 
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No.  10.    FAUST'S  CURSE 

From  the  Gernum  of  Goethe 

[1822] 

If  thro*  th*  abyss  of  terror  stealing 

Those  touching  sounds  my  purpose  stxy'd. 
Some  ling'ring  trace  of  childish  feeling 

With  voice  of  merrier  times  betrayM ; 
I  curse  the  more  whate*er  environs 

The  cheated  soul  with  ju^Hng  shews, 
Those  heart's  allurements,  fency's  syrens 

That  bind  us  to  this  den  of  woes. 
Accursed  first  the  tinsel  dreaming 

Of  innate  worth  our  spirits  weave  I 
Each  hollow  form  so  lovely  seeming 

That  shines  our  senses  to  deceive  ! 
A  curse  on  all  one  seed  that  scatters 

Of  hopes  our  name  from  Death  to  save  ! 
On  all  as  ours  on  Earth  that  flatters 

As  child  or  wife,  as  plough  or  slave  I 
A  curse  on  Mammon  when  with  treasures 

He  tempts  to  high  and  hardy  deeds ; 
When  spreading  soft  the  couch  of  pleasures 

The  drowsy  soul  he  captive  leads  I 
A  curse  on  juice  of  grapes  deceiving. 

On  Love's  wild  thrill,  of  raptures  first  I 
A  curse  on  hoping,  on  believing  I 

And  patience  more  than  all  be  curs'd  1^ 

Translated  by  T.  C. 

("Our  armies  swore  terribly  in  Flanders,  but — it  was 
nothing  to  this,"  says  the  Corporal.) — T.  C. 

>  The  above  tmuUtioa  wu  first  printed  in  Ottilie  von  Goethe's 
"Cbaos,"  in  the  yeu  1830;  and  the  greater  part  of  it  waa  published 
in  the  "  AthenKum,"  Janiiuy,  1833. 
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No.  II.    A  CHILD'S  POETICAL  LETTER 
(Jkan  Carlyls  f9  T.  Carlyui) 

Brother,  I  liavc  long  UmcntoJ 

I  bad  never  power  to  write ; 
But  I'm  resolved  if  I  anempt  it, 

I  »haU  leave  no  paper  white. 

When  I  have  learn'd  then  shill  1  tell  you 

Sundry  news  of  every  kind? 
No,  rather  cverv  thought  thzt  enters 

In  wiihin  this  shallow  tnind. 

I  received  your  kindest  letter, 

And  had  pleasure  at  the  sight. 
But  it  was  a  shocking  grievance 

I  had  never  learn'd  to  write. 

My  thoughts  I'll  write  at  length  whenever 

I  have  learn'd  to  write  at  all. 
And  carry  on  with  hopes  of  mending, 

Be  it  round  or  be  it  small. 

Tell  our  Brother  John  to  write  us. 

And  to  tell  us  all  he  knows : 
At  preteRC  I  can  only  thank  him 

For  the  Book  he  tent  with  thoie. 

I've  read  the  Book  he  sent  mc, 

And  it  truly  pleases  well, 
And  every  thing  in  ic  related 

I'm  just  now  prepared  to  tell. 

But  mr  rime  is  all  cxbamtcd 
An<f  I  must  draw  unto  an  end  : 

Betides  a  worse  one  by  a  mortal 
Never,  never  being  penn'd. 
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Marv  writes  this  mean  epistle, 
Meanest  of  the  letter  kind  ; 

To  let  you  know  I  am  in  being 
*Tis  intended  for  a  sign.^ 

Hainhill,  lyh  FtbrMorjr,  1823. 


J.C. 


No.  12.    TO  MISS  JANE  B.  WELSH 
[1823?] 

They  chide  thee,  fair  and  fervid  One, 

At  glory's  goal  for  aiming  : 
Does  not  Jove's  bird,  its  flight  begun. 
Soar  up  against  the  beaming  Sun, 

Undazed,  in  splendour  flaming  ? 

Young  brilliant  creature,  even  so 

A  lofty  instinct  draws  thee : 
Heaven's  fires  within  thy  bosom  glow. 
Could  Earth's  vain  Ruling  vulgar  show 

One  hour's  contentment  cause  thee  ? 

The  gay  saloon  'twere  thine  to  tread. 

Its  stateliest  scenes  adorning ; 
Thine  he,  by  nobler  wishes  led. 
With  bays  to  crown  thy  lofty  head 

All  meaner  homage  scorning  I 

Bright  maid  I  as  oft  thy  fate  I  view 
Unuttercd  thoughts  come  o'er  me  ; 

Enrolled  'mong  Earth's  elected  few, 

Lovely  as  morning,  pure  as  dew. 
Thy  image  stands  before  me. 

'  In  undiDg  an  "exact  copy"  of  this  to  Miss  Welsh,  Carlyle  motet 
"  As  you  are  curious  in  oddities,  this  may  amuse  you  for  a  moment  The 
author  Is  a  little  black-eyed  creature  about  nine  yean  of  age,  scarce  bigger 
1  thinlc  than  a  good  quartern  loaf.  Her  amanueiuis  is  nearly  two  yean 
older.    This  is  '  lisping  in  numbers '  with  a  vengeance," 

TOL.  n  —  33 
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O  !  that  on  June's  fapihining  pesk, 
With  great  and  mighty  numbered!, 
Unfitding  laurels  I  could  kcIc  I 
This  longing  spirit  th«n  ini|>ht  speak 
The  thoughts  within  that  slumbered. 

O  1  in  the  battle's  wildest  »wc)t. 
By  hero's  deeds  to  win  ihcc  I 
To  meet  the  charge,  the  stormjr  yell, 
Th'  artill'rv'a  flash,  its  thuiid'ring  knell. 
And  ihiiie  the  light  within  mc! 

What  man,  in  Fate's  dark  day  of  power. 

While  thoughts  of  thcc  upSore  him, 
Would  shrink  at  danger's  blackest  lour. 
Or  faint  in  lifc*$  last  ebbing  hour, 
If  leare  of  thine  fell  o'er  hitn  i 

But  O  I  if  war's  grim  sweeping  blast 

In  vici'ry's  radiance  cndcd» 
What  heaven  to  find  my  [Jane]  at  last, 
Within  my  anns  to  fold  her  fast. 

Our  souls  forever  blended !' 


No.  13.    TO  JANE  n.  WELSH ' 
[1825] 

So  fare  thee  well,  but  not  forerer, 
My  best,  my  loved,  my  only  Jane  I 

What  tho'  in  sadness  now  we  sever. 
Grieve  not,  we  part  to  meet  again. 

Tho'  storm  and  darkness  lour  above  tbee, 
ilurns  thro'  it  still  one  glad  bright  ray  : 

Think  that  in  life  and  death  I  love  thcc, 
While  wandering  far  my  desert  way  I 

t  This  poem  ftppeaicd  ia  FruuUc'i  '  Life  of  Culyle."  «U  except  tbe  UUi 
•nil  luT  uaiinu. 
*  AitbedoseorberviiittoUoddamHiU. 
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Now  one  fond  kiss,  and  then  I  leave  thee. 
Not  yet  our  strife  with  Fate  is  o'er  ! 

Weep  not,  let  not  our  patting  giieve  thee, 
Ere  long  we  meet  to  part  no  more  1 

T.  Carlyix. 

19ft  Stfttmitr,  1835. 


No.  14.    MY  OWN  FOUR  WALLS 
[1829?] 

The  Worm  and  night  arc  on  the  wBsrc, 
Wild  thro*  the  wind  the  hcrdsnun  calls. 
As  fast,  on  willing  nag,  I  haste 
Home  to  my  own  four  walls. 

Btacic  tossing  clouds,  with  dim  Iight-glimroeT3> 
Envelope  Earth,  tike  seven-fold  palls  : 
But  Wifelcin  waits  antl  coffee  t.imincr$ 
Home  in  my  own  four  waifs  ! 

A  home  and  wife  I  too  have  got, 
A  hearth  to  bias*  whate'er  beftilb  I 
What  needs  a  man  that  I  have  not 
Within  my  own  four  walls  f 

King  George  has  palaces  of  pride. 
And  armed  grooms  must  ward  his  halLi : 
With  one  stout  boh  I  safe  abide 
Within  my  own  four  walls. 

Not  all  his  men  may  Kvcr  this, 
It  yields  TO  Friends',  not  Monarch's  calls. 
My  wbinstonc  house  my  castle  is, 
I  have  my  own  four  walls. 

When  fools  or  knaves  do  make  a  rout. 
With  gigman  dinners,  balls,  cabals, 
I  turn  my  back,  and  shut  them  out ; 
These  are  my  own  four  walb. 
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The  tnoofland  house,  tho'  rude  it  bc^ 
May  sCtriJ  (lie  brunt,  when  prouder  fiills, 
'Twill  icrcen  my  wife,  my  Boolcaand  me, 
All  in  my  own  four  walisi.* 

T.  C. 

No.  15.    ABSENT 
D83t  ?] 

Far  in  desert's  depths,  what  Rose  is  flowering  ! 

Wherefore  droops  that  Rose  to-day  } 
'Ti&  her  **  Sun  "  ta  hid,  so  clouds  arc  lowering  ; 

Love  t  thy  Lover's  fw  away  ! 

For  she's  mine,  niy  own,  that  Rose  of  Roses, 

And  my  cheek  her  leaves  do  kiss. 
All  its  Kcavcn-pcrfume  her  heart  uncloses  : 

Can  a  rnorul  taste  such  bliss  t 

Ro»s  few,  and  aye  with  pruning;,  weeding. 
Wealth  or  Pomp  or  Power  wiU  yield  ; 

But  the  feircsi  Rose  of  God's  own.  £)dcn 
Blooms  in  my  poor  rucky  ^eld  I 

O  thou  Hcarl's-Rosc,  droop  not,  cease  thy  pining  I 

Letig  fortaken  can»t  thou  be } 
Bnght  to-morrow  mom  thy  Sun  is  shining; 

Over  the  hills>  I  haste  to  thee. 

What  for  me  were  Earth,  01  what  were  Heaven  : 

And  my  own  lov'd  One  not  there? 
Might  a  life,  a  death  with  her,  be  given, 

Fate  !  I  had  no  other  prayer.' 

T.C. 

'  The  Antu  of  this  Poem  it  clearly  Cniif;cnputlock,  which  Cutyle 
ebewhne  ofttn  cslli  (he  "Whinsione  House,"  01  ihc  •■  Moorland  Houie."* 
H«  cnipiH  into  occiipalion  theie  in  ihe  end  of  May.  1828.  "Kioe 
G«arce"  (the  Toutth)  died  in  jMuary,  iSjq:  the  date  of  the  Poem. 
Ihcrefore,  !iei  wmewbere  bclvreen  tbuM  two  date*, — nwst  probabty  in 
Aultimn,  1S39. 

*  This  wu  cenainljr  written  durini;  ihe  Crnii^puttock  period.  We 
nay  suppose  that  Culyic  tud  goiK  <Juwb  to  mc  Lu  Mutfav  «t  Scoubr^ 
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No.  i6.    THE  NEW  YEAR,  183a 
{Tf  Jtatmt  Wtith  Carfy/fj  with  htr  Mtthtr^t  Ltvt) 

A  year — another  year — has  fleJ  ! 

Here  let  mc  rest  a-wlti!c, 
As  they  who  stand  around  the  dead 

And  watch  the  funcnd  pile. 
This  year,  whose  brimth  has  passed  nway. 
Once  thrilled  with  life — with  hope  wasg^y. 

But,  close  as  wave  is  urged  on  wave, 

Age  after  age  sweeps  by, 
And  this  is  all  the  ^ift  wc  have, 

To  look  around — and  die ! 
'Twcrc  vain  to  dream  we  shall  not  bend. 
Where  all  are  hasting  to  an  end. 

What  this  new  waking  year  may  rise. 

As  yet  is  hid  from  mc  ; 
*Tis  well  a  veil  which  moclEs  our  eyes, 

Spreads  o'er  the  days  to  be  j 
Such  foresight  who  on  earth  would  crave, 
Where  knowledge  Is  not  power  to  save  1 

It  may  be  dark, — a  rising  storm 

To  blast  with  lightning  wing 
The  bliss  which  cheers — the  joys  that  warm  ? 

It  may  he  doomed  to  bring 
The  wish  that  I  have  reared  as  mine, 
A  victim  to  an  early  shrine  I 

But — be  it  fiiir,  or  dark — my  breast 

Its  hopes  will  not  forgo  ; — 
Hope's  rainbow  never  shine*  so  blesc 

As  on  the  clouds  of  woe  : 
And  seen  with  her  phosphoric  light 
Even  nitiiction's  waves  look  bright  I 

BBi)  that  he  composcil  (hii  little  Poem  on  lh«  cvt  cif  hia  letuin  lo  tiis 
"KoK-emldcs;.''  Tiic  p*pcr  and  handwilifitc  point  to  1S31,  wbcn 
Culylc  vu  vrrlling'*SuIo[  Rcmtius."  The  vcnet  have  iktct  been  ia 
prim  heian. 
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But  I  must  itecr  my  tnrk  of  life 
Towards  a  dcarhlcfii  land  : 

Nor  need  it  fear  the  was  of  strife 
May  it  but  reach  thcsirand 

Where  alt  is  peace — and  angels  come. 

To  take  the  outworn  wanderer  home' 


TiMPIAHD,  Fridt^  mamimg. 


[G.  Weimi.J 


TO  A  SWALLOW  BUILDING 
UNDER  OUR  EAVES 

Thou  too  hast  travelled,  little  fluttcriog  thing, 
Ha»t  Kcii  the  world,  and  now  thjr  wcarjr  wing 

Thou  too  must  rest. 
But  much,  my  little  Bird,  couldst  thou  but  tell, 
I'd  give  to  know  why  heie  ihou  lik'si  to  well 

To  build  thy  nest. 

For  thou  liast  pused  fair  places  in  (hr  Right ; 
A  world  lay  a!l  beneath  thee  where  to  light ; 

And  strange  thy  ta«e  ! 
or  all  the  varied  scenes  that  nriet  thine  eye, 
Of  all  the  spots  for  building  'neath  the  sky, 

To  choose  this  woiCe  I 

'  It  li  ■Iioiwi  her  likely  Ihai  It  i*u  theM  "nd  Ven«a"l>)>het  hfother. 
wbldi  Hnk  C«r)vle  copied  oni)  tent  to  Jeffrey  in  ■  Leiiet  of  i8ja,  anil 
which  Ht.  Kcauaesanl"  Life,"  ii.  293)  Jctbcr  "CArcieJ  with  him  10  itw 
'Kla<le4'  of  Kichinoiid  10  mux  upon  thru\.  mil  fret  nvrr  hit  helplconeu." 
Al  knyrale,  ibe  Vents  Ihcn  Miit,  w-ere  ceitainly  nuL  ttioae  !>□  the  "  Swiilow," 
idt  iline  were  not  wriiim  until  the  Spring  of  i!(}(,— a  few  weeki  Uerore 
Cailyle  nnd  Mk  Wife  removed  from  Cnuernpultock  to  XjxAtMt, 

Mra-  TCcUh's  Veiws  «e  certklnly  tad  in  lone,  liul  tliey  tie  »lto  vety 
pretty  and  loochin);,  and  seem  lo  indicate  that  the,  too,  had  tome  poetle 
ttlent.  Cailylc  [niuiiki  iu  the  "  ReniinittenMs,"  that  be  once  Mid  to  hif 
Wife,  "  Your  niothcf,  my  Dcki ,  hu  luurowly  min«d  bdns  a  woiruta  <A 
gcttiiu." 
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Did  Fortune  try  thcc  ?  was  thy  tittle  purtc 
Perchance  run  low,  aiid  thou  afraid  of  worse 

Felt  here  secure  t 
Ah  no !  thou  necd'st  not  gold,  thou  happy  one  I 
Thou  know'sc  it  not !     Of  all  Gad'»  crcAturcs  man 

Alone  is  poor ! 

What  was  it  tlicii  ?     Seme  mystic  turn  orthouglit, 
Caught  under  German  caves,  and  hitbcr  brought, 

Marrine  thitie  eve 
For  the  world's  loveliness,  till  thou  art  grown 
A  sober  thing  ihst  dost  but  mope  and  moan, 

Not  knowing  why  ? 

Nay,  if  thy  mind  be  sound,  I  need  not  aik, 
Since  here  I  iec  thee  wariingat  thy  lait^ 

With  wing  and  beak. 
A  well-laid  scheme  doth  that  small  head  contain. 
At  which  thou  work'st,  brave  Bird,  with  might  and  main. 

Nor  more  necd'st  tcclc  I 

tn  truth,  I  rather  take  it  thou  hast  got. 
By  instinct  wise,  much  sense  about  thy  lot. 

And  hast  small  caic 
Whether  an  Eden  or  a  Desert  be 
Thy  home  ;  so  ihou  remain'si  alive,  and  free 

To  ftkini  the  air  I 

God  speed  thcc,  pretty  Bird  I     May  thy  stnall  nest 
With  little  ones  all  in  good  time  be  blest ! 

I  love  thcc  much  I 
For  well  thou  msnagest  that  life  of  thine. 
While  I ! — O  »k  not  what  I  do  with  mine  I 
Would  it  were  such  ! ' 

[T.  C] 
Tbs  Usssar,  1854. 

'  A»  this  Poem  iiplamly  dated  "The  De«ert,l83*,"  it  mun  have  been 
vriucD  in  ihc  Spring  of  ihat  jtu  Mine  ttiii«  bctwtfcnUie  "ictuin  uf  ihe 
Swallows"  ("aboiit  Ihc  ijlh  tit  April,"  Mp  White  of  Selborne)  *nd  the 
depailtiteofCiiilfIc  Inim  ('rai|<i^npiill()i:k  In  London  |Slh  o(  May,  1SJ4I,— 
Ttwngh  the  Poem  it  nut  ii£Dtii,  Uie  luiMniU  evideoce  that  it  ii  Cailyle^t 
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U  vtrj  ttrons:  "Some  mjrslic  tcm  of  Ibongbi.  caught  utiilrr  C^rDMB 
KAva,"  "  jv^rhrtg-  lA  ihy  loci  wilh  wioc  iind  bMk,"  und  "tun  koaII  care 
whelhMui  EUlen  or  a  Dei«r(  be  tliyh<'inc"  ttrc  diktlnctlvdjr  Carl^loui. 
Moreover,  Cwlyle  lux  «odora«d  ihe  rocin  "  copied  by  Jane,"  which  sccmi 
to  «hiniF  ihat  il  wu  nut  oiiKinally  writitH  by  her,  oihcnvite  hii  endono- 
■oent  would  have  loid  "jMie'f  foem,"  «  >om«thisg  to  tbu  effect. 
Again,  Owlylc'.t  Niece,  who  lired  with  him  fof  orci  ihirlecn  ^nrs  and 
knew  mite  nbuut  hb  wriiiti£t  rhan  nny  oilier  pencm,  bw  iniiullcil  ibe 
Poem"  T.  C."  in  hei  copyol  Mr.  Finuilf's  "  Life  of  Culyle."  If  I  iIoi:)ii«d 
that  Cilyle  vfrolc  the  "  Swallom/'  I  ihould  be  Inclined  to  atUibule  the 
Poem  lo  Mn-  WcIjJi  ratlict  than  lo  Mti.  Carlylc.  So  fat  as  I  can  finA, 
Jone  WcUh  pave  up  ilie  ptn«l«  of  wiIiinK  jxielry,  long  befoie  lier 
marriage.  I  know  of  no  Poem  by  hct  of  Uicr  date  ih]ui  1&3. — Finallj', 
the  tone  of  ndnos  tracenbte  in  the  "Swallow,"  n  not  due  to  a  feeling 
o(  bciOE  bcauccratcd  at  Cnugcnpultock  (as  Mr.  Ktoude  mpiitocci).  but 
lo  B  natural  hoi rl- sick ncH  nl  the  Ihrnighl  of  being  oMignl  t>y  circuin- 
>Uiic«  to  bid  it.  and  "bonny  Scotland"  loo,  a  tung  faK«cll.>nd  to  let 
farth  to  Mck  a  oew  home  ia  auatbei  land. 
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SARTOR   RESARTUS 

As  the  Boole  called  Sartar  Rttartvs  has  been  80  often 
referred  to  in  the  foregoing  pages,  a  few  words  regarding 
its  origin  and  hisrary,  and  iis  value  a«  nn  autohtograph)'  of 
C»r]yle  in  his  early  years,  may  not  be  entirely  useless  or 
uninteresting. 

Carlylc's  earliest  reference  to  this  Boole  is  contained  in 
a  Letter  to  his  Mother,  dated  toth  October,  1830,  in  which 
he  says,  *'For  the  last  three  weeks  I  have  been  writinf;  by 
cask'Work  !ignin,  and  get  along  wonderfully  well.  What 
it  is  to  be  I  cannot  yet  tell, — whether  a  Boole  or  a  string 
of  Magnzinc  Articles;  wc  hope  the  former;  hut  in  either 
case  it  may  be  worth  something."  On  the  19th  of  the 
ume  month  he  tells  Dr.  Carlylc,  then  living  in  London, 
"What  I  am  writing  at  is  the  strangest  of  nil  things; 
begun  as  an  Article  for  Frasrr  f  then  found  to  be  tiw  long 
(except  it  were  divided  in  two);  now  somcltmes  looking 
almoit  at  if  it  would  swell  into  n  Book.  A  very  singular 
piece,  [  assure  you  t  It  glances  from  Heaven  to  £anh  and 
hack  sgatn  in  a  strange  satirical  frenzy,  whether  fin/  or  not 
remains  to  be  seen.  .  .  .  Teufih^reck  (that  is  the  title  of 
my  present  Schri/t)  will  be  done  (so  fiir — fifty  pages) 
to-morrow.** — On  the  28th  of  the  same  month,  he  notes 
in  his  Jeurrtaly  "Written  a  strange  piece  'On  Clothes': 
know  not  wh»t  will  come  of  it," 

Again,  he  writes  to  Dr.  Carlylc  on  the  12th  of  November 
fellowitig:  *'I  wrote  to  William  Frascr about  hi*  Magazine, 
and  that  Teu/f/sdrfct  paper  of  mine,  which  I  have  now 
resolved  not  to  make  a  Book  of;  but,  if  I  have  opportunity, 
two  Articles,  and  the  germ  of  tnorc." 

Then,  on  21st  January,  tSji,  to   Dr.  Carlylc:  "Will 
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you  go  to  Eraser  and  set  from  him  hy  all  means  my  long 
npcr  entitled  *Tkeughti  en  C/eifiti' :  ...  of  this  .  .  . 
I  Kave  taken  a  notion  that  I  can  make  a  father  good  Sc^Jt^ 
and  one,  above  all,  likely  to  produce  lome  desirable  im- 
pression on  the  world  even  now.  ...  I  can  devise  some 
more  biography  for  Ttuftbdrai  ,*  give  a  second  deeper  part, 
in  the  same  vein,  leading  through  Religion  and  the  nature 
of  Society,  and  Lord  knows  what.  ...  I  fear  perfect 
anmymity  is  now  out  of  the  question;  however  swear 
everyone  to  secrecy,  for  I  mean  to  speak  fearlessly  if  at  all." 

In  his  Jevrnaly  under  date  7th  February,  1831,  there  is 
■ '  this  entry  :  "Sent  to  Jack  to  liberate  my  Tatfthdrttk  from 
Editorial  durance  in  London,  and  am  seriously  thinking  to 
make  a  Book  of  it.  .  .  .  Through  Teufthdreti  I  am  yet 
far  from  seeing  my  way ;  nevertheless  materials  are  partly 
forthcoming." 

Then  on  the  loth  of  February,  he  explains  to  Dr. 
Carlyle :  "My  pUn  is  ...  to  labour  at  my  Tmjtlsdrtck 
Book,  and  bring  it  up  to  London  in  my  pocket  so  soon 
at  it  is  ready.  ...  It  is  full  of  dross,  but  there  is  also  metal 
in  it,  and  the  thing  still  lives  and  produces  with  me." 

Carlyle  was  frequently  obliged  to  intermit  his  labours  on 
TevftUurnk^ — Articles  for  the  Magazine*  which  promised 
more  prompt  and  sure  payment,  being  needful  to  meet 
current  expenses. 

On  6th  June,  1831,  he  tells  Dr.  Carlyle:  "I  am  daily 
busy  with  Tfufehdrni^  which  I  calculate  on  finishing  early 
next  month.  But,  like  James  Brown,  'I  write  dreadfully 
slow.'  It  will  he  one  of  the  Mrangest  volumes  ever  offered 
to  the  English  world,  whether  worth  anytliiiig  is  another 
question.  At  all  events,  I  determine  to  hnish  it,  and  bring 
it  up  to  London  in  my  pocket  during  this  very  Session  of 
Parliament  (if  1  can)."  Again,  on  the  12th  of  July  :  "I 
am  struggling  forward  with  Drnk,  sick  enough,  but  not 
in  bad  heart.  ...  It  wuit  the  bett  I  bad  in  me;  what  God 
had  given  me,  what  the  Devil  shall  not  take  away.  .  .  . 
I  should  have  written  to  our  Mother  to-night,  hut  cannot, 
I  am  so  far  back  with  my  *  Chapter  on  Symbols.'  I  am  at 
the  132nd  page:  there  may  be  some  170;  but  much  of 
it  i»  half  written." 
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To  hw  Mother  he  writes  on  the  19th  of  July:  "My 
Book  is  drawing  co  a  close,  and  I  must  he  ofT  to  London 
by  the  tnd  of  the  mtfttk.  ...  I  hope  the  writing  will  be 
pretty  well  over  by  perhaps  the  middle  of  next  week." 

Caflyle  set  off  for  London  on  4th  August,  1831,  taking 
the  completed  Manuscript  with  him.  But  be  could  not 
find  a  Publbher  (not  even  on  the  *^ half-profits"  system, 
which  he  rightly  held  to  be  a  "  no-profits"  system,  except 
to  the  Publisher),  and  was  obliged  to  bring  it  home  with 
him  unpublished,  when  he  and  Mrs.  Caxlytc  returned  to 
Craigenpuitock  about  the  i$t  of  April,  1832. 

On  the  8th  of  August,  Carlyle  writes  in  his  Jaumat: 
"Shall  Tatffhdrtck  be  printed,  at  my  own  cost  and  charges, 
so  soon  as  I  have  earned  sufficient  for  that  end  l  We  shall 
sec"    It  lay  dormant  during  the  remainder  of  the  year. 

In  the  beginning  of  1833,  Carlyle  took  Trufthiirtck  to 
Edinburgh,  and  it  is  mentioned  in  a  Letter  of  27th  January, 
thus:  "My  old  Manuscript  is  lying  by  me  quiet:  there 
is  no  likelihood  of  its  being  printed  this  Winter." 

On  loth  February  of  the  same  year,  he  writes :  "  Tfufi!§- 
drnA  cannot  see  the  light  this  Summer,  tho'  I  remain 
determined  (o  spend  sixty  Pounds  on  him,  when  con- 
venient ;  .  ,  .  Xcuftlidretk  (whom,  by  the  bye,  I  mean  to 
call  Teufels-tfrfffiA)  is  worth  little,  yet  mb/ worth  nothing; 
I  fancy  there  are  from  four  to  five  hundred  young  men 
in  the  British  hies  whom  he  would  teach  many  things." 

Again,  on  the  17th  of  May,  1833,  he  writes:  "My 
chief  project  for  the  Summer  is  to  cut  Ttufelsdritkh  into 
slipa,  and  have  it  printed  in  Praur't  Aiagtrriae,^* 

The  next  reference  to  TrufilidrBckh  is  in  the  Letter  to 
James  Fraser,  of  27th  May,  1833,10  which  Carlyle  give* 
f  riser  a  full  description  of  the  Work,  and  ofTcrs  it  co  him 
(brpublication  piecemeal  in  Fratt^i  Aiaga-ant. 

r  rascr  accepted  the  offer,  and  Carlyle  notes  in  \v&Jwrnal 
(7th  July,  1833);  ^Ttufehdrlckh  now  to  be  printed  piece- 
meal in  Fraier'%  Maga-zsnr ;  am  for  beginning  to  adapt  it 
for  that  destination  to^lay.  In  the  text  nothing  to  be 
changed  :  some  Introduction,  &c.,  will  be  needed." 

On  loth  September.  1833,  there  is  the  following  entry 
in  Carlylc's  Jaur/uil:  *<  Read  a  good  half  of  the  tcmaining 
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Manuscript  of  TtufehdrZikh  (now  called  Sarttr  Rftartw\ 
and  divided  it  into  seven  Magazine  Papers  Tor  Frascr." 
The  fin:  instalment  appeared  in  Fraterin  November,  1833  j 
and  the  l^t  in  Augun,  1S34. 

The  first  edition  in  Book  form,  promoted  by  I-e-Baron 
RusscUf  appeared  in  America  (with  a  Preface  \>y  Emerson) 
in  1836  ;  and  a  second  American  edition  fuUowed  ihe  next 
year.    The  Jiist  Engli&h  edition  came  out  in  July,  1838. 

The  foregoing  Is  an  account  of  the  genesis  of  Sorter 
RrsartuSy  given  mainly  in  Carlyle's  own  worjg.  Jn  liis 
Rtminiitenai  he  tays  that  the  writing  of  the  Book  cost  him 
nine  months  of  labour.  The  labour,  as  we  have  scen> 
was  intermittent  (there  being  at  times  other  more  pressing 
work  10  be  attended  to),  and  the  nine  months  is  Carlyle's 
estimate  of  the  aggregate  time  spent  in  writing  it. 

It  may  be  added  that  the  original  Tevfc/uirai,  which  was 
finished  by  the  28th  of  October,  1830,  sent  to  Fraser  and 
Chen  recalled,  constitutes  Book  I.  of  the  printed  Sorter: 
it  occupied  in  Carlyle's  Manuscript  a  space  almost  exactly 
proportional  to  the  space  covered  by  Book  I.  in  Sorter  as 
we  now  have  it.' 

It  was  therefore  Books  IT.  and  III.  that  Carlyle  added 
to  the  original  TfufeUdrtzk  when  he  had  finally  decided  to 
make  a  Book  instead  of  a  scries  of  Magazine  Articles  out 
of  his  manuscript : — Book  II.  being  what  he  termed  "  Some 
more  biography,"  and  Book  III.  the  "Second  deeper  part, 
in  the  same  vein,  Icitiing  through  Religion,  and  the  nature 
of  Society  and  Lord  knows  what." 

As  Carlyle  has  admitted  that  Ttitftbdrtckhy  the  hero  of 
Sar/ar  RaarfuSy  represents  himself,  it  will  naturally  be 
expected    that  the  biographical  details  of  Book  II.  are 

1  The  tralb  of  this  will  appnu  from  the  folbwinc  consid«raiion :  The 
orii;intl"Teult]gdreck  "covered  JO  paQMnf  Carlyle's  MS.,  mk]  be  (Minuted 
thai  the  complete  Work  would  extend  to  \yo  pt^et  «i  MS.  Be«kl.ia 
Lite  libiary  EJilJoa  conluni  77  ytsa  of  print,  Uii  the  whole  Woik  98S 
pegea.  Now.  by  Ihe  "  Itule  of  Tliiec,"  ilnce  50  MS.  pags  nuke  77  pelot 
piges,  170  MS.  p^KCC  ihoulJ  make  a63  pages  of  jirinl.  ThU  ftU*  •kott 
oi  theactunt  pg^iin  thcBouk  "&iTior'*hya6, — a  nhaniige  aJinaM  exactly 
accounted  iut  tjr  the  face  thai  llitic  arc  veiy  neailv  a  total  of  26  blank 
pigcs,  al  the  bc£uiDiDi;i  aod  cad»  of  Chapters  aod  belweca  the  diSctcat 


ONE 


3^5 


^Eographical  details  of  Carlylc  himself.  And  so  rhey  are, 
to  a  great  extent,  as  even  a  very  slight  comparison  of  the 
Second  Book  of  Sartor  with  Carlylc's  Rtminncmuiy  Lettersy 
iic,  will  clearly  demonstrate.     Besides  Carlyle  hai  ex- 

filicitly  stated  that  some  at  least  of  the  incidents  in  the 
ife  of  the  hero  of  Snrltr  are  incidents  in  hh  own  life.  For 
cxunplc,  he  says  in  the  RtminUcmas  (I.  46),  *'Hc  fmy 
Father]  took  me  down  to  Annan  Academy  on  the  Whit- 
sunday morning,  1S06;  I  trotting  at  his  side  in  the  way 
alluded  to  tn  Truftlidrtcih"  He  also  said  :  "  The  inddtnt  in 
the  Rue  St.  Thomas  dc  FEnfcr  occurred  quite  literally  to 
myself  in  Lcith  Walk."  "Mythically  trut  is  what  Sarior 
says  of  his  Schoolfellows."  There  arc  besides  these  rav.nY 
other  instances  in  which  Carlylc  has  rcfcncd  to  Sartor  as 
giving  facts  in  his  own  life. 

But  did  not  Carlylc  write  it  down  that  (i)  **Sartar  is 
not  to  be  trusted  in  details";  and  (2)  "Nothing in  S<irrtr 
Rtiariui  is  lact }  symbolical  myth  all,  except  that  of  the 
incident  in  the  Rue  St.  Thomas  dc  TEnfcr"?  The 
answer  is.  No;  these  are  misquoations.'*  What  Carlylc 
otewas:  ** Sorter  here,  in  goad  part;  not  to  he  trusted 
details  1"  And  (2)  "  Nothing  in  Sartar  thereabouts  is 
(symholical  myth  all)  except  that  of  the  *inciiirnt  in 
the  Rue  St.  Thomas  dc  TEnfcr,'  ""  The  omission  of  the 
words  "  here  in  good  part"  and  "thereabouts"  materially 
changes  Carlylc's  meaning.  The  first  of  these  quotations 
is  from  a  note  in  which  Carlyle  corrects  what  Dr.  Altham 
says  regarding  the  Annan  Academy,  and  Carlylc's  studies 
there.  The  point  of  the  note  will  be  made  clearer  by 
citing  a  little  more  of  it :  "  Sartor  here,  in  good  part ;  not 
to  be  trusted  in  details!  'Greek,'  for  example,  consisic<l 
of  the  Jiphaltt  mainly  ;  '  Hebrew*  is  quite  a  Grrman 
entity, — nobody  in  that  region,  except  my  Rcvd.  old  Mr. 
Johnstone,  could  have  read  one  sentence  of  it  to  save  his 
life.  I  did  get  to  read  Latin  and  French  with  fluency,"  &c. 
The  second  quotation  is  a  correction  of  what  Dr.  Althaus 

'  Ftoiiile's"l4feofCMlyle,"i.  17,  loi.  J^ 

*  ThfM  ar*  laltem  from  CarlvU't  notes  Mid  eorreetiom  of  an  Aitiek 

eatillrtl  "  Tliinnai  C»tlyle,"  by  Dt.  Fticdiich  Aithaua,  which  »uptaic<l  in 
tl>«  "Unserc  ZtU"  (Lopiig),  Jnl,.  t866. 
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nji  of  the  Leith  Walk  incident  j  ant)  is  i  ntcnded  as  a  caution 
to  readers  of  Sffrf«-  not  to  take  too  literally  all  ih:tt  Tcufels- 
drockh  sap  "thereabouts,"  though  the  incidcflt  itsdf  is 
acknowledged  to  be  autlieiiiic 

It  does  not  follow  that  because  Sartor  is  tnythical  "  here  " 
or  "thctcabouts"  (that  is,  in  one  or  two  specific  instances) 
it  is  to  be  set  down  as  mythical  frorn  beginning  to  end. 
Much  of  the  Boole  ma/  therefore  be  true  biography  for 
anything  that  Carlylc  has  tA\A  to  the  contrary.  But  in  a 
work  lilsc  Sorter^  in  which  tropes  of  all  sorts,  poetical, 
literary  and  classical  allusions,  abound  like  flowers  in  May. 
and  imagination  disports  itself  with  little  restraint,  any 
reader  who  would  accept  all  the  details  as  literal  facts  would 
be  the  reverse  of  wise. 

Carlylc  in  his  Letters  to  Miss  Welsh  has  given  an  account 
of  his  life  from  J«nc,  1821,  to  October,  1826,  in  far  greater 
detail  and  wiih  more  minuteness  and  accuracy  than  any 
that  has  hiihcrto  appeared.  Sorter  Reuirtus^:^Qo)i  11., 
from  the  Fifth  Chapter  to  the  last  but  oiie^reats  of  the 
corresponding  period  of  XcufelwJnickli's  lifc}  anij'tf  readers 
will  take  the  trouble  to  compare  these  two  accounts 
minutely  and  carefully,  they  will  undnubcedly  find  that 
this  pan  of  Sartsf'^'a  founded  on  incidents  and  experiences 
in  Carlyle's  own  history,  and  is  in  fitct  a  sort  of  auto- 
bioeraphy  for  the  period  mentioned^  delineated  poetically, 
spintually  and  figuratively,  yet  true  Co  lifc  as  regards  the 
chief  incidents  and  events,  and  not  for  from  the  truth  even 
in  the  details,/'  Here,  space  forbids  anything  beyond  a 
slight  attempt  at  such  a  comparison :  there  can  be  given 
only  a  few  hints  which  may  serve  to  indicate  how  close  a 
pxraltel  might  be  drawn  between  the  story  of  TeufelwJrdckb 
and  that  of  Carlyle,  Reader^  who  are  so  disposed,  may  at 
their  leisure  extend  and  complete  this  paiallcl ;  they  will 
find  it  an  easy  and  not  unprofitable  or  uninteresting  task, 
if  taken  up  and  pursued  wilh  an  open  and  candid  mind. 
For  the  sake  of  getting  the  chronology  right,  a  start  must 
be  made  with  the  First  Chapter  of  Book  II. 
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Chapter  I.  ("Genesis**) 

In  thi«  Chapter  Teufclsdrcckh  gives  some  account  of  his 
Native  Village,  Enupfukl^  hrs  Parents,  Andrc«  Futieral  and 
Gietchen,  Ills  birth  and  infancy. 

Entcpfuhl  (Duckpond)  has  long  been  identified  witb 
Ecclefcchaii,  Cariyle'«  birthplace  1  old  infiabitants  of  the 
Village,  only  a  few  years  aj^o,  remembered  tbc  site  of  the 
Duckpond  ;  and  used  to  tell  that  it  stood  in  what  is  now 
the  I>%c1e  area  of  the  houv:  which  contained  the  Village 
Po&t-otHcc  until  about  1904-  The  Pond  was  visible  from 
the  front  windows  of  the  "Arched  Hou'*e"  in  which 
CaHylc  was  horn,  being  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  tnain 
street,  and  a  little  to  the  northward,  that  is,  farther  up  the 
stream  which  runs  through  the  Villa^^c  GrtUken  is  the 
German  diminutive  or  cndcaratit'c  of  Margaret,  the  name 
of  Carlyle's  Mother.  Gnachen  is  the  diminutive  of  Diogenes 
(God-born),  the  Christian  name  of  Tcufclsdrockh,  FtHttral 
means  literally  case,  cover,  sheath  or  box;  and  so,  that 
which  protects  or  holds  together.  Fuiirr  is  the  German 
word  for  fodder.  Perhaps  Carlyle  used  chc  word  FuHtral 
to  signify  merely  Protector,  Husband,  or  Provider.^ 

The  time  covered  by  this  Chapter  would  seem  to  extend 
from  4th  December,  1 795,  to  about  1798. 


Chapter  II.  ("IdyUic") 

Here  Teyfclsdr^ckb  writes  of  the  *'  Kappy  season  of 
Childhood,"  of  "Enicpfuhl  standing  *in  trustful  derange- 
ment' among  the  woody  ilopcs,"  "the  paternal  Orchard," 
'*the  little  Kuhbach  [Cowbrook]  gushing  kindly  by,  among 
beech-rows,"  "the  brave  old  Linden  "  standing  tn  the  centre 
of  the  Village,  "the  Stage<ooch"  wending  through  the 
hamlet,  northwards  "in  the  dead  of  night,"  southwards 
"visibly  at  eventide,"  "the  annual  Cattle-fair,"  &c.  Ate 

"Woody  slopes"  abound  round  Ecclefcchan,  some  of 
which  reach  a  considerable  bdght,  for  example,  Brownmoor 
Wood,  to  the  south  of  the  Village,  and  Woodcockair,  hj 
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Hoddam  Cattle  and  the  high  tahle-Iand  on  which  Repen- 
tance Tower  stands.  The  "]itdc  Kuhbach  "  is  the  small 
stream  which  runs  down  hy  the  side  of  the  main  street, 
pacing  close  by  the  front  of  the  "Arched  House."  The 
"beech-rows"  arc  a  renurkablc  feature  of  the  district, 
especially  those  on  each  side  of  the  read  which  leads  Iroin 
the  Village  to  Hoddam  Castle  snd  Kcpcntancc  Tower, — a 
distance  of  two  miles.  This  double  line  of  beeches  over- 
arching the  road  forme  an  avenue  very  little,  if  at  all, 
inferior  to  the  celebrated  one  leading  from  Versailles  to 
the  Triajion.  The  "paternai  Orchard  "  was  not  sttached 
la  the  Arched  House,  but  to  snother  and  larger  house 
which  stood  higher  up  the  Village  and  a  little  back  from 
the  main  street,  to  which  Carlylc's  Father  removed  in 
1798.  On  the  coping  of  this  Orchard  wall  Gncschcn 
was  wont  to  cat  his  supper.  This  house,  Carlyie's  second 
home,  no  longer  stands,  but  its  site  is  well-known. 

Carlylc  remembered  the  "flitting,"  and  used  to  tell  ia 
his  later  vcar?,  how  he  bore  a  hand  in  the  removal,  with 
childish  glee,  adding  (correctly)  that  his  age  would  then  be 
"between  two  and  three."  "The  brave  old  Linden"  is 
gone  long  ago,  though  its  site  is  still  remcmhered.  The 
"Stage-coach  "  in  those  dap  rati  regularly  between  London 
and  Glasgow,  vid  Eeclefcchan,  carrying  mails  passengers 
and  luggage.  The  "annual  Cattle-fair '*  is  often  mentioned 
in  Carlyle's  Letters. 

Timc»  1798  to  1804. 


Chapter  IIL  ("Pedagogy") 

In  this  Chapter  TeufeI**IriV:kh  treats  of  his  Education, 
and  describes  his  School;.,  Schoolmasters  and  Schoolmates. 
He  says:  The  Entepfuhl  Schoolmaster  "did  little  for  ine, 
except  di!*covcr  that  he  could  do  Uitle :  he,  good  soul,  pr€>- 
nounccd  me  a  genius  fit  for  the  learned  professions;  and 
that  1  must  be  sent  to  the  Gymnxsium,  and  one  day  to 
the  University."  His  Schoolmates  at  the  " Hinter5«jilag 
Gymnasium"  were  "rude  and  tyrannical";  "Only  at 
rare  intervals  did  the  young  soul  burst-forth  into  firc-cycd 
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ngCy  nnd  with  a  stormfulness  under  which  the  boldest 
quailed,  assert  that  he  too  had  Rights  of  Man,  or  at  least 
of  Mamkin,"  After  about  three  years  in  this  Gymnasiuin, 
ifid  at  a  date  *  not  given  in  Sarler  Rtsartus,  Tcufclsdrodcli 
has  become  a  "Univcrsttv  man,"  at  the  "Nameless" 
University.  Finds  poor  instruction  here,  but  a  good 
Library :  reads  innumerable  Books  in  almost  atl  cultivated 
Unguitgcs,  and  lay»  the  foundation  of  a  Literary  Ltfc — So 
far  Tcufclsdrodch. 

Carlyle's  account  of  his  own  Schools  and  Schoolmasters, 
and  College  Frofeswirs  is  vciy  similar  to  the  above.  Citing 
again  from  his  notes  on  Dr.  AlthAU«'s  "  German  Jliography, 
wc  find  the  following:  "Tom  Donaldson's  School  at 
Ecclefcchan,— a  severely  corrwt  young  man,  Tom  ;  from 
Edinburgh  College,  one  Scsmoii  probabl)' ;  wciit  afterwards 
to  Manchester,  ice,  and  I  never  saw  his  fnce  again,  tho'  I 
still  remember  it  well,  as  always  merry  and  kind  to  mc,  tho* 
harsh  and  to  the  ill-desert'ing  Bcvere.  Hoddam  School 
afterwards,  which  then  stood  ai  ihc  Kirk.'  *Sandy  Bcattic* 
(subMquently  a  Burgher  Mini&ier  in  Glasi^w;  I  well 
remember  his  '  examining '  us  that  day)  reported  me  '  com- 
plete in  English,'  age  then  about  seven  ;  that  I  must  *go 
into  Latin,'  or  waste  my  time:  Latin  accordingly;  with 
what  enthusiasm  !  But  the  poor  Sclioolmasier  did  not 
himself  know  Latin."  The  Annan  Academy  came  next. 
"Mythically  iruf"  (the  note  continues)  "is  what  Serttr 
tays  of  his  Schoolfellows.  .  .  .  Unspeakable  is  the  damage 

'  The  year  is  not  Biwn  io  "  Sartor,"  but  i  i  b  stated  llut  the  jwrtlcnlaia 
vt  culled  from  the  Bag  Sqgi//ariai.  The  (tin  cnlrn  lbi«  Si|;n  in  Novtm- 
bcr,  »ul  ic  wax  In  tdit  monlb  duil  Cailylc  tel  out  for  ihe  tint  time  for  the 
Uni»e"iiy  ol  F.ilinbuijjh. 

CaiWIi'  a<Iapu-<]  the  (lUBint  device  of  labelling  the  PaprT-Uigii  wbich 
held  tbc  biograpbical  docamtntt,  by  the  auan  of  the  Six  SouUicm 
Zoiuctl  Sipis  /.fVa,  Sforflia,  SapUarim.  fiv.  Theie  namea  arc 
intFrnlcd  to  inilicate  the  lulure  of  the  conlent*  aa  welt  an  the  date,  that 
it,  they  are  both  tcymbolical  und  chrtHiuloj^cal. 

It  U  Btaicd  that  iht  Pnpcf-hafrf  were  finnlly  deposited  in  the  Brittih 
Mu»eum.  Carlyle  told  mc  that  n  lady,  ilccf-lr  interOiiei!  in  the"Clothei 
PhiloKiphy,"  once  wrote  Io  him  for  mote  explicit  inrormation  a*  la  the 
paitlcnludepattmrnt  of  the  Muttriiin  in  wliich  hchadptocciil  them.  After 
repeated  attempts  ihc  had  (B.ilcd  lo  get  night  of  tbcm  ! 

*  Hoddam  Kirk,  nt  the  "  CiMi-roadi-,"  about  midway  bctwccD 
Ealdccbaa  and  tloddam  Cutlc. 
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and  ddilemcnt  I  got  out  of  those  coarse  unguidcd  [jranno' 
cubs^ — cspeciall)'  till  I  revolted  against  tbcni,  and  gavestrolce 
for  scrokc,"  &c.    Carlylc  lucd  to  say  that  it  was  one  of  thcsm 
counter  strokes  ^^^  a  t^tt^ruri  application  of  his  foot,  asi| 
brcwcll  to  the  discomntcd  cncxny,  which  suggc:<tcd  to  him 
the  name  Hirtttrt(hla^  Gymnaiium  (Kickbehina  Academy). 

The  "Nameless"  University  is  of  course  the  Edinburgh 
University.    Carlvlc's  career  here  i«  so  well  known  froin 
his  Reminiictncfiy  Sic,  and  agrees  SO  obviously  with  Tcufels- 
drAclch's  at  the  "Nameless,"  that  no  comtaentary  seenM 
needed  to  identify  them.  M 

Referring  to  tne  close  of  this  Chapter,  it  may  be  observea 
that  Carlylc,  having  in  view  the  exjxidicncy  of  eompletin; 
what  he  had  to  say  under  " Pedagogy  "  and  of  soconclu*' 
Ing  Mb  "dim  arras-picturc  of  these  University  years^' 
introduces  by  anticipation  two  events  which  properly 
belong  to  a  later  period:  namely,  his  Study  of  Law 
his  intimacy  with  Hcrr  Towgood.  **  Herr  Towgood" 
here  applied  to  Charle*  Bullet,  the  "young  person 
Quality  from  the  interior  parts  of  England,"  whom  Carlyl 
hrst  met  in  January,  1822.  Carlyle's  School  and  Untversi 
yeare,  so  <ar  as  his  Arts  Course  w-ts  concerned,  ended  i 
1813  ;  but  he  was  again  brought  into  a  certain  relationship 
with  his  /4fma  Adater  by  these  two  events  mentioned  :  h^ 
own  attendance  on  Professor  Hume's  Scots-Law  Leaurai 
in  1S19-20,  and  his  entering  Charles  Duller  in  Professor 
Dunbar's  Greek  Class  in  the  University,  in  1823.  There 
is  therefore  a  little  ''overlapping  "  or  anticipation  of  events, 
— a  departure  from  the  proper  sequence  of  time,  of  which 
Carlylc  is  well  aware  ;  for  he  leaves  to  the  reader  the  task 
of  "weaving  it  in  at  the  right  place." 

Time  (exclusive  of   Hcrr   Towgood  and  Law   Studi 
1804-1813. 


Chapteii  rV.  ("Getting  under  Way") 

Tcufeisdr6ckh  "on  quitting  College '*  finds  difficulty  fa 
"getting  under  Way,"  "in  fitting  Capability  to  Oppor; 
tunicy."     The  hardest  problem  ts  always  this  first 
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"o  find  by  study  of  yourself,  and  of  the  ground  you 
•tand  on,  what  your  combined  inward  and  outward  Caps- 
bility  specially  ia."  "Thus  in  «  whole  imbroglio  of 
j  Capbilitics,  wc  go  stapidly  groping  about,  to  grope  which 
I  is  ours,  EUid  often  clutch  the  wrong  one :  in  this  mad  work 
must  several  years  of  our  small  term  be  spent."  "  His  first 
Law-Examination  he  Jias  come  through  triumphanlly'  .  .  , 
but  .  .  .  what  avails  it?  There  is  next  to  nocmpfoyment 
to  be  had.  Neither  for  a  youth  without  connexions,  is  the 
process  of  Expectation  very  hopeful  in  itself.**  Teufels- 
drockh  i$  given  up  "as  a  nuin  of  genius."  Gets  a  little  aid 
from  "private  Tuition,"  "Earns  bread -and -water  wagei» 
by  his  wide  faculty  of  Translation."  Introduction  to  the 
Zahdarm  Family. 

The  history  of  TeufcIsdrSckh's  "Getting  under  Way" 
as  told  in  this  Chapter  corresponds  to  and  is  based  on 
C.irlyle's  own  hi)>tory  for  the  period  which  tntervcned 
between  the  completion  of  his  Arts  Course  in  the  Univer- 
sity (Spring  1813)  anil  the  time  of  his  introduction  to  Miss 
Welsh  (May,  1 8a I). 

Girlyle'i  difficulties  in   finding  n  career  suited  to  his 

capacities,  were  similar  to  Tcufclsdr6ckh's ;  and  he  implies 

that  he  had  "  clutched  "  the  wrong  career  when  he  engaged 

in  Sctioolmastering,  and,  at  a  Inter  period,  in  the  Study  of 

,  Law.     These  wcfc  successively  abandoned  in  disgust,  and 

I  fce,  like  Tcufclsdrc>ckh,  had  recourse  to  "  private  Tuition  '* 

[and  to  "Translation." 

The  part  of  Carlylc's  biography,  corresponding  to 
Teufelsdrockh's  as  related  vaguely  and  more  or  less  symbo 
lically  in  this  Chapter,  "Getting  under  Way,"  was  a  long 
and  important  one.  In  the  Summer  of  1S14  he  was  ap- 
.pointed  Mathcmaticil  Master  in  the  Annan  Academy; 
this  post  he  held  for  two  years.  In  November,  1816,  he 
began  his  duties  as  Ma.iter  of  a  School  in  Kirkcaldy,  opened 
in  opposition  to  the  School  in  which  Edward  Irving  had 

'  Both  Culrk  uid   Tcufeltdrfickb  ttoppal    hulf-way  ia  their   Law 

,  itudics ;  and  when  Catlf  Ic  utyt  "  the  woiUl  hu  iloce  lecn  biro  [Teufcli- 

i  dntckli]  a  public  graduate*'  of  Law,  he  it  merely  maklDg  a  jilount 

klluiion  to  lh<  letters  which  sro  Mppendcd  to  hli  nunc  on  the  title-pace 

of  the  G«rni»n  Work  on  Clothes,  "J.  U.  I).,"  Doeior  ol  Cm!  and  CtaoQ 

Uw,  LL.D. 
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been  teaching  since  1812.  Carl^le  remained  here  un^ 
November,  1818,  when  both  he  and  Irving  abxndone 
Schoolmastering  and  came  over  the  Frith  to  live  agaiV 
in  Ediiiburgli.'  Shortly  before  leaving  Kirkcaltly  (probably 
about  the  beginning  of  October^  Irving  inttoduccd  Carlyle 
to  Miss  Margaret  Gordon.  On  retiirning  to  Edinburgh 
Carlylc  soon  cn^gcd  in  private  tuition.  In  his  Jeuntal, 
andcr  djtic  ist  December^  1818,  there  is  this  entry:  **] 
began  on  Monday  30th  November  to  teach  Mr.  Roberts 
Astronomy  and  Trigonometry."  "  Mr.  S&umarez, 
Wednesday,  gth  December,"  is  the  next  cntiy.  Th< 
on  27th  January,  1 819:  "Some  days  ago  I  began  G< 
witli  one  Judine  from  Gottingco,  or  rstlicr  Applcg 
In  February  following,  Carlyle  translated  a  Paper 
Bereclius  on  Chemistry  ;  and  soon  afterwards  went  hoinS 
to  Mainhill  for  the  Summer.  The  Winter  of  i8lo-20 
was  spent  in  studying  Scots  Law, — Carlylc  taking  Profcuor 
Hume's  Lectures  on  that  subject.  In  the  Spring  or  early 
Summer  of  1S20,  he  relinquishes  Law.  Mnkes  his  Lut  call 
on  Margaret  Gordon,  at  Kirkcaldy,  pnhably  soon  after  bib 
Law  Lectures  were  concluded  (end  of  March),  and  crrtaiuM 
not  later  than  about  the  twentieth  of  April,*  for  be  is 
home  Bt  Mainhill  for  the  Summer,  by  the  3rd  of  May. 
Miss  Gordon's  final  Letter  of  farewell  to  Carlyle  is  dat 
28th  June,  1820. 

By  November  the  21st,  1820,  Carlyle  is  back  again 
Edinburgh.     The  Winter  is  spent  in  study,  reading,  tutor^ 
ing,  and  attempts  in  Literature,  which  meet  with  but  little 
success.     His  health  is  very  bad,  outlooks  unpromising  : 
spirits  at  the  lowest. 

It   may   be  noted    that  Carlyle's  introduction  of   tl 
Zahdarm  (Bullcr)  Family  at   the  end  of  this  Chapter, 
somewhat  out  of  the  proper  order  of  time  i  for  he  did  nc 
meet  the  Bullers  till  Janu-iry,  1822,  some  months  after 
bad  made  Miss  Welsh'sacquaintancc.    This  departure  frc 

*  n»fm)ucni1rsliticcl.  hut  quite  erroneously,  that  "Cariyle  nic 
I  tvine"u  teacher  St  KitkcAldjr. 

■  In  ■  Utter  to  Dr.   Uallhew  Allea.  dated  "  MunhiLI.  BeeldiclMa, 
19th  May,  l8ja.'*Gul)-lewri*r8:  "  I  left  Edtaburch  about  the  twcmietfa_ 
of  April,  (pent  ten  dijn  wjih  Mr.  IcviQ|[  about  CLugoWi  aad  mnJTod 
ihete  ports  some  two  week*  ago." 
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chronological  order  i»  not  a  mistake  or  mls-recoHection  on 
Carlyle's  pan,  but  is  done  with  a  purpose:  it  was  con- 
venient and  every  way  dcttiraMe  to  (inisK  what  he  had  to 
sav  on  "  Getting  under  Way  "  before  beginning  a  new 
Chapter,— that  on  "Romance."  And  the  connection  with 
the  Buller  Family  as  Private  Tutor,  was  an  important  step 
In  the  process  rf  "Getting  under  Way." 

The  Z-lhdarm  incident  is  sard  to  be  taken  from  the  Bag 
Pircts,  the  rcccpiaclc  for  miscellaneous  matter^.,  odds  and 
ends,  "stuffed  into  ft  without  order:  and  consequently 
the  Zshdarm  incident,  talcen  from  it,  may  be  treated  under 
wiv  date  most  convenient  to  the  writer. 

Time  (exclusive  of  the  Zahdarnu)  from  1813  to  June, 
1821. 


Chaptir  V.  ("Romance"} 

TeufelsdrSckh  here  describes  himself^  just  before  mcetine 
Blumine,  as  being  "now  a  man  without  Profession.* 
*'  Quieting  the  common  Fleet  of  hcrring-busscs  and  whalers, 
...  he  desperately  stctrs  off  on  a  course  of  his  own,  by 
sextant  and  compass  of  his  own." 

This  h  exactly  Carly!c*8  case  too  :  he  had  renounced  the 
study  of  Law,  and  abandoned  the  intention  of  becoming  > 
Profcttional  man  :  he  had  decided  to  try  to  cam  his  living 
by  *'  his  own  riyht  hand  "  and  in  Iiis  own  independent  way, 
by  translating,  c>y  private  teaching  when  it  could  be  had, 
and  by  persistent  attempts  in  Literature^ — before  the  time 
of  his  introduction  to  miis  Welsh. 

"A  certain  Calypso- Island  detains  him  [Tcufelsdrockli] 
Bt  the  very  outset  ;  and  as  it  were  falsifies  and  oversets  his 
whole  reckoning."  "  But  how  came  the  Wanderer ' 
[Teufeisdrtickh]  into  her  circle?  Was  it  by  the  humid 
vehicle  of  ^tthttie  T/a,  or  by  the  arid  one  of  mere  Businewf 

'  "  WBnJcret "  nnd  "  Wanderinj^"  m  uicd  in  "  Sartor,"  liaT«  for  moat 

erl«  fipurslive  mnntng  only— ""Wiilciingi  In  the  mlnd'i  m,  HoibiIow 
'Ij'k  KiiewMtied  liii  icidenof  ibis  fact,  when  he  wioic,  in  Bk.  1.  Ch.  iii.; 
"  With  [f fcicnec  to  h'n  [Teafe!»iJt(Kkh'.%)  ctfai  hiiioric  and  suiibtic  koow- 
IcduT,  and  the  mid  way  he  bad  of  eiprcuine  liimsictf  like  an  cye-witncu 
orJlsUnt  irannciioniand  scefin.  ihey  called blni  {be  £tii^  Jiui,  Etci- 
luttDi^  or  ti  we  taj,  Wanderioc  Jew. 
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Was  it  on  the  hand  of  Hcrr  Towgood/  or  of  the  GnSdige 
Frau,  who,  as  an  ornamental  Arti&t,  might  sometimes  like  to 
promote  flination  f " 

Was  the  Calypso-IsIand  Haddington ;  and  the  Calypso 
Jcannrc  Welsh  r  And  was  Hcrr  Towf;ood  Edwud  Irving  j 
and  the  GnSdige  Frau  Mrs.  W«Ish  ?  Wc  know  for  certain 
that,  on  or  about  the  26tb  of  May,  1821,  Irving  escorted 
Carlyle  out  to  Haddington  to  introduce  him  to  Miss  Welsh 
and  her  Mother  ;  that  Irving  and  Carlyle  staid  some  three 
or  four  days  in  this  Town,  and  called  on  the  WeUhes  more 
than  once  before  they  returned  home  (to  Edinburgh)  on  the 
31st  of  May  ;  and  that  Carlyle  instantly  fell  deeply  in  love 
with  Miss  Welsh. 

"  How  came  it  that  the  Wanderer  advanced  thither  with 
such  forecasting  heart,  by  (he  side  of  his  gay  host?  Did 
he  feci  that  to  these  soft  influences  his  hard  bosom  ought 
to  be  shut ;  that  here,  once  more,  Fate  had  it  in  view  to 
try  him  ;  to  mock  him,  and  see  whether  there  were  Humour 
in  him?" 

Tcufclsdrockh's  words  "  once  more  "  arc  very  stenificant } 
for  Irving  had  introduced  Carlyle  to  Margaret  Gordon  in 
Autumn,  1818  ^  it  had  not  turned  out  a  fortunate  afikir  for 
Carlyle  i  and  in  going  again  on  a  similar  errand  by  the 
side  of  the  same  gentleman,  Carlvlc's  heart  felt  the  natural 
foreboding  that  here,  *»f^  morty  f'atc  had  it  in  view  to  try 
him  ;  to  mock  him. 

"But  now  let  us  conjecture  that  the  so  presentient  Aus- 
cultator  *  has  handed-in  hts  Relalio  ex  Acth ;  been  invited 
to  a  glass  of  Rhine-wine;  and  so,  inMcad  of  returnino 
dispirited  and  athirst  to  his  dusty  Xown-home,  is  ushered 

'  TavfOfA  (Toujjhcut)  in  "  Siittor  "  Mcmt  lo  be  ■  ccdcrie  iumc  Tor  (nMi 
of  (ound  digtstion.  p«rhipa  tbe  boctioDS  BTid  lathet  envioui  appellatiTc  of 
X  dytficpiic  Ic  miy  ciiiirplic  indiTidml.  The  whole  of  the  Bulln  Family 
were  Towgoodi,  "  ZAhdamu."  which  l>  the  eiiKt  Geimin  eqaiv>leBt  ciT 
Ihe  wotii.  The  He»i  Towgood  of  Chapter  vi.,  whom  T««felMtockh  *«e« 
on  hit  weddiiiE  ti^Pi  D^nfi  «ff  to  tliicUiiJ,  i»  cTidencljr  Edwkrd  Irrins, 
whi>  at  thkl  lime  was  a(  sound  enough  tlif^ctliuD  (liavini;  "  the  nerves  of  t, 
butblo,"  ax  Carlyle  taj«)  1  The  inddeni  *cem*  to  have  I)«n  u^jMttcd 
la  Curlyle  by  his  having  actnoJly  weii,  and  Cur  a  lilde  ftccmnpaniedTIrrinB 
and  kit  Blurnine  on  Iheir  maniaee  j&unr,  In  the  neighboutbood  of  Kia* 
naJrd. — See  "  ReminiuencM.''  ii.  109. 

(  One  wbo  hu  pa»«tl  hit  itnX  piafeuional  cxaminatian  in  Law, 
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into  the  Garden-house,  where  sit  the  choicest  party  of 
dunes  and  cstva1icn>." 

TcufelsdrOckh  was  an  Auscultator  hifort  he  metBiumine 
for  the  fint  lime.  Carlylc  was  in  a  simi'Ur  position  before 
he  met  Miss  Welsh,  but  not  so  before  he  met  Miss  Gordon. 

Tcufclsdrt^ckb  had  a  presentiment  that  he  might  have  to 
return  "  dispirited  and  athirst  to  his  dusty  Town-home  ** ; 
in  lilcc  nuinner,  hnd  Carlylc  not  been  kindly  received  at 
Haddington,  he  would  have  returned  (probably  on  foot  as 
he  had  come)  to  his  "dusty  Town-home,"  16,  Carnegie 
Street,  Edinburgh, — a  distance  of  sixteen  miles.' 

Who  were  the  members  of  this  "  choiccM  party  "  ?  No 
one  IcnowSf  or  will  ever  know  with  certainty  1  They  may 
havt  kttn  the  following:  Mrs.  Welsh  (the  Gnfldige  Frau, 
Gracious  Lady);  Mt»s  WcUh  (Bluminc);  Miss  Augusta 
Sibbald  (daughter  of  the  Minister  for  whom  Irving  was  to 
preach);  Carlylc  (Tcufcbdrockh);  Edward  Irving  (Tow- 
good);  Dr.  Benjamin  Welsh  (Dr.  Welsh's  brother,  now 
living  in  Haddington);  the  "gallant  Captain "  mentioned 
in  Carlyle's  first  Letter  to  Miss  Welsh  (Philistine);  for  all 
these  people  were  actually  seen  on  the  occasion  of  this 
first  visit  to  Haddirgtoit,  as  stated  in  Carlyle's  Letters  and 
Rfminiitenets. 

"Next  moment  he  [Tctifclsdrockh]  finds  himself  pre- 
sented to  the  party  j  and  especially  by  name  to — Blumine  I 
.  .  .  Always  must  the  Wanderer  remember,  with  a  certain 
satisfaction  and  surprise,  how  in  this  case  he  sat  not  silent, 
but  struck  adroitly  into  the  stream  of  conversation  ;  which 
thenceforth,  to  speak  with  an  apparent  not  a  real  vanity,  he 
may  say  that  he  continued  to  lead.  .  .  .  The  sclf-sccluded 

*  If  w«  *Miin)o  i)iat  Mai^iel  Gondcin  wbh  ihc  Ori^iul  ol  Bliunine,  a 
difHculty  M  to  place  it  9nc«  ari*ci ;  lor  CBilTle  lir<i  Kiel  her  id  Itving'i 
lod^iiin,  which  coitlil  n<7i  nell  have  been  more  ilistant  than  %  (cir  fur- 
longi  ffoni  Cailj'te's  lodzlnn  In  the  null  Town  of  Kirkcaldy.  Had  ihe 
meetii^  Uiueen  Teafeudfockh  aj>d  BlumuiQ  laken  place  hen,  howei-er 
it  hul  turned  nul,  there  could  hnve  been  no  rouin  for  Teufelulibckli't 

■etiiming  "  alkirsl  lo  hii  diiWy  Town -home."  The  BbictiiM  loo  of  Hiy 
(■niidl);^  F>»i  (olb«r  tiiKD  Irring'i  t^ndUiiy.  or  11 'lusr- keeper).  Menu 
falnl  to  the  i^uumpiton.  At  Cirlytc  iHAiiiril  M:»  VVckh  *ml  not  Mar^Liel 
Gordon,  ii  stcmi  doii  enough  Ihni  it  wn*  in  Mi»  Wdih's  Iloiue  al  IlBd- 
dlngtuD,  ftiid  out  in  Imn^'s  lodginp  at  Kitkcaldf.  "  wboci  loi  joy  aad 
woe  UicUblMofhuUetuiiy  lay  wiuuo." 
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unfiilds  faimself  in  noble  thoughts,  in  free,  glowing  wonU  ; 
his  soul  !s  su  one  sea  of  light,  the  peculiar  home  of  Truth 
and  Intellect ;  wherein  also  Fantasy  bcidics<forth  form  after 
form,  radiant  with  all  pnmiiitic  huci." 

That  Carlylcdisliiigui«hc«l  himself  in  conversation  on  the. 
occasion  of  his  first  meeting  with  Miss  Welsh,  is  evident 
from  what  she  writes  to  him  in  her  Letter  of  t  iih  Novem- 
ber, 1S22  ;  "VViihout  plan,  hope,  or  aim,  I  had  lived  two 
years  [»ince  her  Father':)  death  in  1819],  when  my  good 
Angel  sent  you  hither.  I  had  never  heard  the  language  of 
talent  aiid  genius  but  from  my  Faclivr's  lips;  Ihad  thoughl 
that  I  should  never  hear  it  more.  You  spoke  like  him  ;^ 
your  eloquence  awoke  in  my  soul  the  Klumbering  admira- 
tions and  ambitions  that  flii  first  kindled  there.  I  wept  to 
think  the  mind  he  had  culnv-atcd  with  such  anxious,  unre- 
mitting painK,  was  ninntng  to  deflation;  and  I  returned 
wich  renewed  Strength  and  ardour  to  the  life  that  he  had 
destined  mc  to  Itad." 

"To  our  Friend  [TcufclsdrOckh]  the  hours  seemed 
moments ;  holy  was  he  and  happy  ;  the  words  from  those 
sweetest  lips  [Blumine's]  came  over  him  like  dew  on  thirsty 
grass." 

In  hit  first  Letter  to  Miss  Welsh,  Carlylc  speaks  of 
"  those  few  Elysian  hours  we  spent  together  lately."  And 
a  week  after  his  return  from  Haddington,  he  tells  his 
Brother,  "  I  was  happy  as  a  lark  in  May.  ...  I  came  back  \ 
so  full  of  joy,  that  I  have  done  nothing  since  but  dream  of ' 
it."  Miss  Welsh's  Letters  (and  how  much  more  her  spoken 
words !)  were  to  Carlyle  "  like  dew  on  the  mown  grasi."" 

Teufclsdr  ickh  says  that  "  in  Town  they  [Bluminc  and 
he]  met  again  :  day  after  day,  like  his  heart's  sun,  the 
blooming  Illumine  shone  on  htm.  ...  In  free  speech, 
earnest  or  pay,  amid  lambent  Rianccs,  laughter,  tears,  and 
often  with  the  inarticulate  mynic  speech  of  Music  [  such 
was  the  clement  they  now  lived  in  ;  in  such  a  many-iintcd, 
radiant  Aurora,  and  by  this  fairest  of  Orient  Light<b ringers  J 
must  our  Friend  be  blandished,  and  the  new  Apocalypse  of  j 
Nature  unrolled  to  him." 

'  ''Ukc  him"  (her  Fitbei]  «nu  Ntit*  WdJi's  very  higtiett  pniae. 
*  Letter  No.  Ji,  ititr. 
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The  L«ner»  of  Carlytc  and  Miw  Welsh  prove  that  she 
aune  to  Town  (Edinhurgh)  in  the  Autumn  following  thdr 
first  meeting, and  took  lessons  in  German  from  him.  Thus 
they  would  meet  "day  after  day  "  ;  nor  would  the  "inarti- 
culsttc  mystic  speech  of  Music"  be  wanring,  for  Miu 
Welsh  WM  At  that  limc  an  enthusiast  in  this  art. 

The  description  which  Tcufclsdrockh  gives  of  his  stnte 
of  forlorn  misery,  fricndlcssncss,  seclusion,  &c.,  in  the  times 
just  before  meeting  BiumJne,  is  precisely  simiUr  to  Carlylc's 
account  of  hit  condition  before  meeting  Miss  Welsh.  In 
his  Letter  to  her,  of  i8th  November,  1822,  he  writes  :  **If 
I  might  paint  to  you  bow  wasted  and  woc-bcgcne  I  was 
— a  prey  ta  black  inquietudes  which  had  made  me  sick  of 
existence  itself  and  reckless  of  aught  good  or  evil  that  it 
had  to  offer  me, —  when  1  saw  you,  like  an  inhabitant  of 
some  more  blessed  sphere,  as  I  almost  believed  you,  descend 
upon  my  desolate  path  which  was  fast  going  down  to  the 
gates  of  Death, — and  call  me  back  to  light  and  life,  and 
hopes  more  glorious  than  I  had  ever  dared  to  form  ;  if — 
But  I  must  not  ^o  on  with  this  :  you  would  laugh,"  &c. 
/      Tcufelidpickh  W3S  disapproved  by  Bluminc's  Guardian, 

J  fo 


for  rcasoiw  similar  to  tho%c  which  induced  Mrs.  Welsh  to 
look  unfavourably  on  Carlylc,  after  a  little  while :  lack  of 
worldly  means,  want  of  »  Profession,  or  a  "  name  in  the 
world,'  and  uncertain  outlook  for  the  future. 

The  "final  scene"  which  ends  the  "Romance"  in 
Sartsr^  diitinctly  resembles  Carlylc's  parting  from  Mi« 
Welsh,  as  detailed  in  Letter  10,  anrt,  and  those  adjoining. 

Sesidcs  the  foregoing  coincidences  in  TeufcIsdr'^'Ckh's  and 
Carlyle's  "  Romance,"  there  are  nuny  other  minor  points 
that  might  be  noted,  if  time  and  space  would  allow.  For 
example,  the  statement  chat  *<BIumine's  was  a  name  welt- 
known  to  him  ;  kr  and  wide  was  the  fair  one  heard  of,  for 
her  gifts,  her  graces,  her  caprice*;"  and  the  description  of 
Bluminc's  person  and  disposition, — her  "dark  eye>,"  "dark 
tresses,"  and  the  abundance  of  "naphtha  fire  "in  her  veins; 
of  her  being  *'  much  more  enchanting  than  your  mere  white 
Heaven-angels  of  women  "  ;  of  Tcufclsdr^'jckh's  having 
seen  her  "in  public  places"  before  being  introduced  to 
her;  the  epithet  "fairest  of  Orient  Ligbt-bringcrs"  applied 
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to  hcri  and  the  qucir.  "Was  her  rcaJ  oamc  Flora, 
thenT'  _ 

For,  in  his  Remintsctmci  Carlyle  mentions  having  haud 
Irving  and  James  Brown,  each  of  whom  had  been  suc- 
cewively  Miss  Welsh's  Tutor  in  Haddington,  ulkinp  of 
her,  in  their  tour  through  the  Trossachii,  in  18(7. 
And  of  hearing  W,  Graham  of  Biirnswark  speak  of  her, 
&c,  &c.  Mitt  Welsh,  too,  had  **  dark  eyes,"  "  dark 
(Tcssci,"  and  her  urmpcranicnt  was  not  lacking  in  naphtha- 
fire  ;  and  having  Gypsy  hlood  in  her  veins  she  was  not  a 
mere  white  Heaven-Angel,  but  one  dark  enough  to  be  often 
mistaken  by  strangers  for  a  foreigner,  as  she  tells  os  in  her 
Letters. 

Carlyle's  having  seen  Miss  Welsh  in  public  places  is  not 
at  all  unlikely,  and  may  easily  have  occurred,  for  instance, 
at  meetings  of  the  General  A-sscmbly  of  the  Church  of 
Scotland,  as  Mrs.  WcUh  and  her  Daughter  were  in  the 
habit  of  frc({ucnting  ihcse  Asscmbh'cs,  whither  Irving  and 
Carlyle  as  theoIoKical  or  ex-theological  students,  arc  known 
to  have  gone  occusionally. 

The  •*  direst  of  Orient  Light-brinwrs "  is  merely  a 
poetical  expression  denoting  that  the  Xown-vi»it»  of  the 
taircst  young  lady  of  H^dington,  which  is  directly  tait  of 
Edinburgh,  brought  light  and  joy  and  gladness  to  Carlyle 
in  his  then  dreary,  loneiv,  lodging-house  life. 

**  Was  hcf  real  name  Flora,  then  ? "  is  an  allusion  to  Misa 
Welsh's  being  often  called  "  The  Flevutr  of  Haddington," ' — 
an  allusion  which  Mrs.  Carlyle  would  fully  understand  and 
appreciate  when  she  first  read  Sansr  and  pronounced  j^  in 
face  of  ail  the  world,  "a  Work  of  genius." 

Time,  from  May,  1821,  to  about  February,  1833. 

Chapter  VI.  [**  Sorrows  of  TeufelsdrOckh  ") 

The  sorrows  are  due  to  his  "sudden  bereavement  in  this 
matter  of  the  Flowcr-gtjddcss"'  tBlumine).     But  whatever 

'  "  The  Frankfon  picture  of  Craijenpullock  and  Tm^Mriikh  wrium 
thfce.  under  the  eye  of  iti«  Flowet  of  lUildiaetanI"— "Lctleis  o( 
T,  Carlyle,"  i.  33^ 

■  It  ii  well  known  tliat  JfiM  Welsh  wm  excenliogly;  famd  of  flow«n. 
upecially  rcacK.    The  Hotuc  nt  HkiJiibi^toa  had  (and  Btill  liaa)w  bowuiU 
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TeurelsdrGckh's  feelinfr;  may  have  b«m  in  reflecting  on  this 
loss,  he  sayi  little  about  it:  **No  sooner  ha^  that  heart- 
rending occurrence  fairly  taken  place,  than  he  [Teufels- 
drUckh]  aifects  to  regard  It  as  a  thing  natural>  of  which 
there  is  nothing  more  to  be  said," 

Xhis  is  how  Car Ij'le  appeared  to  Irving  to  bear  lus  parting 
from  Miis  Welsh  on  the  occsuion  of  the  "  Lovcrs'-quarrcl 
which  took  place  about  the  beginning  of  Febtuar}',  1822. 
For  In-ing  writes  to  Miss  Welsh,  from  Carlyle's  lodgingSi 
3,  Moray  Street,  shortly  after  this  occurrence  :  "Carlylc  is 
not  so  aggrieved  as  I  could  hive  figured.  Such  a  parting 
from  you,"  &c. 

The  remainder  of  this  Chapter  is  mostly  taken  up  with 
an  account  of  Teufelsdrflckh's  wanderings,  which  seem  to 
be  partly  symbolical  or  imaginary  (the  aftcr-eficcts  of  his 
"Calenture"  or  fever-dream)  and  partly  real.  The  real 
wanderings  arc  a  little  ante-dated,  which  Carlyle  artfully 
excuses  by  blaming  the  "chaotic  naitire  of  these  Paper- 
bags."  TcufclsdriJckh  fir*i  visits  his  native  Village,  or 
comes  just  wiihin  sight  of  it.  Catlylc,  too,  goes  home  to 
MainhiU  in  August,  1S22,  and  may  only  have  seen  £cclc- 
fcchan  "ftom  tlic  distance."  TeufclsdrOckVsncxt  recorded 
Right,  that  "intothc  wild*  of  Nature,"  is  anticipated  by  some- 
thing like  a  year.  The  wilds  referred  to  arc  apparently  in 
Iheneigbhourhood  of  Kinnaird  among  the  Perthshire  High- 
lands. Here  are  the  "Mountains,"  the  "  Primitive  rocks," 
and  the  spot  where  "the  Valley  cloncs-in  abruptly"  near 
the  Pass  of  Killiccraiikic.  Carlyle,  however,  did  not 
go  to  Kinnaird  until  May,  1823.  In  Saner  Carlyle 
explains  this  discrepancy  in  time,  by  staling  that  he 
finds  TcufelsilrOckh's  "Notice"  of  this  wandering  "sepa- 
rated from  the  former  [that  to  his  native  Village]  by 
z  considerable  space,  wherein,  however,  it  nothing  note* 
worthy."  Here,  in  the  wilds  of  Nature,  Tcufcl&dr5ckli 
sees  Hcrr  Towgood  and  Bluminc  on  their  wedding-jaunt. 


Flower-eudtn  ;  to  tlid  ftt  Coml«y  Runli.  on  •  small  ki1«  ;  uid  ercn  »t 
Cnil^ii^llock,  "  lh«  lonelieit  Biid  dicsiicsl  (.pol  in  .ill  Llie  Brilith 
domininns,"  one  of  hci  Lnt  cam  was  to  have  roic-liUKhM  pUnietL  See 
*ba  in  AppendU  A,  No.  1 5,  whcr«  she  it  iddnased  bf  CAilrle  h  "  Tbat 
Rose  of  RoMt." 
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going  "onwards  to  Heaven,  and  to  England."  This 
dramatic  sicuation  was  Drobably  suggested  to  Carlyle  bjr  his 
having  actually  seen  Edward  Irving  and  hit  "Bluraine" 
(the  "dear  I>»l)clla")  in  ihii  locality  just  after  their  marriage 
and  before  they  went  home  to  London. 

Po&>it>ly  thue  wanderings  are  made  to  fallow  more  closely 
on  the  rejection  of  TeufelsdrOckh  by  Bluminc,  in  Saner  than 
they  did  in  reality,  for  the  *akc  of  artistic  effect  f  Or  the 
object  may  be  simply  "  mystification,"  which  TcufchdrOckh 
"dctightcd  in."  It  must  be  remembered,  too,  that  Catlylc 
is  not  writing  his  life,  but  only  utilising  some  alicnt  points, 
or  leading  events  tn  it,  as  topics  on  which  to  give  expro- 
sion  to  the  thoughts  that  were  burning  within  him  for 
utterance. 

Time,  February  to  July,  1822  i 


Chaptbh  Vn.  ("The  Everbsting  No  ") 

The  "Sorrows"  grow  wider  and  deeper;  all  goes  contrary 
to  Teufelsdr&ckb's  wishei ;  there  is  nothing  but  negation. 
**  AH  that  the  young  heart  might  desire  and  pray  for  has 
been  denied."  In  addition  "Doubt  had  darkened  into 
Unbelief."  But  still  TeufelsdrOckh  clings  to  Truth  andi 
follows  Duty.  Then  comes  the  turning  point:  "Fear'*] 
and   "whining  Sorrow"  change  into   "Indignation  and] 

frJm  firc-cycd  Defiance,"  and  emphatic  denial  of  the  Devil's 
ivcrlastiiig  No,  culminating  in  the  incident  of  the  Rue  St. 
Thomas  de  I'Enfcr. 

In  a  Note  on  Dr.  Althaus's  Article,  above  mentioned, 
Carlylc  writes  (in  1866):  "  Nothing  in  Air/ar  thereabouts  i« 
^ct  (symbolical  myfh  all)  except  that  of  the  ^inadmt  in  the 
Rue  St.  Thomas  de  I'Enfcr,' — which  happened  quite  literally 
to  myself  in  Lcith  Walk,  during  those  three  weeks  of  total 
slecple<«ncss,  in  which  almost  my  one  solace  was  that  of 
a  daily  bathe  on  the  sands  between  Lcith  and  PortobcUo.- 
Incident  was  as  I  went  dnvn  (coming  up  I  generally  felt  a 
little  refreshed  for  the  hour)}  I  remember  it  well  and  could 
go  yet  to  about  the  place.  .  .  ,  One  year  (perhaps  the  2nd 
or  3rd  before),  I  had  thought  of  attempting  to  become  an 
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Advocate  :  .  .  .  xni  I  <lid  read  some  Law<boo1»,and  attend 
(Hume's)  Lectures  on  Scots  Law.  ...  I  was  m/m,  wandering 
as  in  endless  labyrinths,  flintr,  muddr,  thomr,  under  a  skr 
all  /WW 

This  not  only  authenticates  the  "  incident,"  but  also  fixes 
the  date  of  it:  for  it  was  in  1819-20  that  Carlylc  was 
studving  Law,  and  the  second  or  third  year  afirr  that 
wouid  be  cither  1S22  or  1823.  The  incident  could  not 
well  hnve  occurred  in  1823,  because  Carlylc  left  Edinburgh 
for  Mainhill  on  the  itch  of  May,  before  the  baching  season 
beg»n,  luid  was  settled  at  Kinnaird  by  the  end  of  the 
month.  The  incident  thcreforeprobably  happened  in  1822. 
This  probability,  derived  from  Carlyle's  Note,  is  converted 
into  aimost  a  certainty  by  the  fact  that  it  was  in  the  Summer 
of  this  year  that  Carlyle  suffered  mow  from  sleeplessness, 
and  as  a  palliaiivc  indulged  in  almost  daily  sea-bathing,  as 
his  Letters  abundantly  prove.  In  a  Letter  to  his  Mother, 
dated  2n3  June,  i8a2,  Carlyle  writes  :  "The  bathing  docs 
me  great  good ;  and  you  need  be  under  no  apprehension 
of  my  drowning,  for  the  bottom  is  smooth  shelving  sand 
or  pebbles.  I  stay  but  a  moment  in  the  water,  and  never 
go  near  the  end  of  my  depth  :  .  .  .  Unfortunately  my 
mode  of  sleeping  is  too  irregular  to  admit  of  my  bathing 
constantly  before  breakfast;  tho*  I  manage  this  often, ana 
almost  always  go  some  time  in  the  day."  This  description 
of  the  hathinp-pUce  which  he  was  now  fre<|uenting,  applies 
exactly  to  the  shore  between  Lcith  and  Portobdio,  As  to 
his  want  of  sleep,  he  writes  to  Miss  WcUh  on  13th  July, 
1822:  "I  give  out  no  subject  of  versification  :  I  have  no 
right  being  a  erdven  at  present."  He  was  a  "craven," 
or  man  admittedly  van^iihtii^  through  sleeplessness.  Sorter 
says  the  incident  occurred  "one  sultry  Dog-day";  Carlyle 
spent  a  month  this  year,  from  7th  August  to  -jih  September, 
at  Mainhill :  therefore  the  incident  most  likely  happened  in 
JuJy  or  early  in  Avi(j;ust,  1S22. 

It  has  been  said  that  the  Leith  Walk  affair  occurred  "in 
June,  1821."  This  is  only  a  guess,  and  not  a  very  good 
one :  for  there  arc  no  Dog-days  in  June  ;  and  it  was  not 
until  the  very  end  of  1821  that  Carlyle  removed  from  16, 
Carnegie  Street  to  3,  Moray  Street  (now  called  Spcy  Street), 
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« half-way  down  Lci'th  Walk,"  almost  in  the  "  Suburbs  "  • 
of  Edinburgh  (the  "French  Capital")  and  within  easy  dis- 
tance of  the  shore  between  L«ith  and  Poriobello,*  The 
wathcr  of  June,  1821,  was,  according  to  Cariylc's  Letters, 
chamcterised  by  "Easterly  breezes  and  icy  vapour,"  which 
would  render  bathing  impracticable.  Moreover,  Carlyle 
was  "happy  aA  a  lark"  in  June,  iSat,  while  at  the  time  of 
the  Leitli  Walk  incident  his  misery  had  apparently  reached 
a  climax. 
Time,  July  till  Autumn,  1822. 


Chapteh  Vni.  ("Centre  of  IndiBfcrencc") 

TcufelsdrOckli's  Protest  begins  to  bear  good  fruit.  Though 
**biBunre&t  W3S  but  increased,"  he  has  found  "aiixed centre 
to  revolve  round."  He  intcriniis,  if  he  docs  not  altogether 
cease,  '*  to  eat  his  own  heart."  He  Rndf^  whoicsomcr  food 
in  clutching  round  htm  outwardly  on  things  external  to 
himself, — taking  an  interest  in  the  affairs  of  the  world 
rather  than  brooding  exclusively  over  his  own  private  mis- 
fortunes. He  engajies  in  extensive  travel*  j  looks  with 
interest  on  Towns  and  Ciiicsj  meets  great  Mcni  for  whom 
he  "ever  had  the  warmest  predilection."  His  inner  man 
prospered  "under  so  much  outward  shifting."  "For  the 
matter  of  spiritual  culture,  if  for  nothing  else,  perhaps  few 
periods  of  his  life  were  richer  than  this."  "Too  hcavy- 
ud«n  Teufelsdriickh  ?  Yet  surely  his  bands  are  loosening  ; 
and  one  day  he  will  hurt  the  burden  far  from  him,  and 
twund  forth  free  and  with  a  second  youth."* 

That  Carlylc  began  soon  after  the  Ixith  Walk  incide 
to  turn  his  xtteiiticiTi   more  than   formerly  on   other  tha 
pcfMnal  matters,  is  evident  from  his  Letters  of  the  time. 

'  "  In  Edinburgh  propciljr  to-called  I  do  not  appcu  once  to  the  fort- 
nictil,"  wii!t»  Otiyle  ("'m  3i  Mnnty  Sueet. — "  TmIj  Letlcrs,"  ii.  1 18. 
'  "  Not  nboTc*  mile,"  Carlyle  ciku!iilc<3.—"E«ily  Leticrt,"  li.  70, 

'  Afler^ii  wnnilerinjpi  were  ovf r,  Catlylc  wrote  lo  Miss  Wctib  (aai_ 

Hay,  iS]5l  1  "  1  *inali»ily  xeottdtt^iiUy  ttucr  tltaa  when  yoa  ttw  oiei' 
I  am  a  dilvclln  If  .  .  .  I  do  not  gtow  completely  well.  Tit  thoi^bt  of 
this  is  like  a  tecood  boyhood  10  me." 
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In  the  end  of  July,  or  beginning  of  August,  1822,  he 
writes  to  Miss  Welili  :  "Something  must  be  done,  if  I 
would  not  sink  into  a  mere  driveller."  '*In  hours  of 
leisure,"  he  again  writes  to  her,  on  the  nth  of  September, 
**I  even  j-et  hope  to  effect  something  permanent  before 
winter  expires."  A  little  later,  he  sends  her  a  transUiion 
of  Faust's  Curse — an  indication  of  his  growing  interest  in 
German  I^itcraturc,  Early  in  November,  he  writes  to  her  : 
"I  sit  and  spin  out  plans  which  it  would  require  a  lifetime 
lo  complete."  He  searches  persistently  for  some  subject  to 
write  a  Sook  upon.  He  very  nearly  engages  with  Boyd 
for  a  volume  on  Milton  ;  he  proposes  to  write  Talcs,  and 
makes  a  bcgiiming  with  "  Cruthcrs  and  Jonson,"  before 
the  yesr  1822  end*.  Then  in  March,  1833,  he  begins  his 
lir«  Rook,  a  Lift  cf  Sihilltr ;  shortly  after  this  he  under- 
takes to  translate  Wilhttm  Mrhtir'i  ApprtntluMp. 

In  May,  1823,  begin  Oiriyle's  wide  wandering*  referred 
to  in  this  Eighth  Chapter  of  Sorter.  He  goes  to  Mainhill 
on  the  13th  of  May;  chence,  t/ttj  Edinburgh,  to  Kinnaird 
in  Perthshire  ;  comes  home  again  in  July  ;  goes  back  once 
more  to  Kinnaird ;  in  Ktncmbcr,  he  visits  Edinburgh ; 
eoes  back  to  Kinnaird  for  the  remainder  of  the  winter. 
Learci  Kinnaird  for  good  tn  the  Spring  of  1824,  Goes 
aeain  to  Mainhill;  is  back  in  Edinburgh  by  the  end  of 
May»  and  sails  to  London  early  in  June. 

In  London  he  sees  some  "  great  Men,"  Coleridge,  Caan|v 
bell,  Lockhart,  Allan  Cunningham,  and  others;  and  here 
also,  a  little  later,  he  receives  his  first  Letter  from  the  great 
Goethe.  With  Schiller,  too,  he  has  much  communion  in 
spirit :  completing  bis  Ufi  of  the  Poet,  and  almott  agreeing 
to  translate  the  whole  of  h!t  Works.  From  London  he 
travels  10  Birmingham,  Manchester,  &c. ;  on  coming  back 
to  London,  he  almost  immediately  vifiis  Pan's  (going  viA 
Dover);  from  Paris  he  returns  to  London  ("  from  Capital 
to  Capital")!  afterwards  visits  Birmingham  once  more  j 
and  come$  home  to  Mainhill  on  19th  March,  1825.  His 
"wanderings"  are  even  yet  not  ended  :  for  he  runs  up  to 
Edinburgh  to  get  Books,  iic. ;  returns  to  Mainhill,  and  stays 
there  till  Hoddam  Kill  is  got  ready  for  his  occupation. 

That  Carlylc  made  great  progress  in  spiritual  and  intcl- 
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lecnia)  attainments  during  this  long  period  of  almost  con- 
stant shifting  of  place,  U  amply  evident  from  even  a  hasty 
pcruMil  of  his  Letters. 

Time,  Autumn,  1822,  to  May,  1835. 


Chapter  IX.  ("The  Everlasting  Yea") 

"I  paused  in  my  wild  wanderings **  (saysTcufelsdrOcUi) ; 
"and  sat  me  down  to  wait  and  consider;  for  it  wsb  as  if 
the  hour  of  change  drew  nigh.  .  .  ,  Let  me  rest  here  :  for 
I  am  way-weary  and  life-weary." 

Carlylc  paused  in  his  wild  wanderings,  and  sat  down  to 
wait  and  consider,  when  he  got  home  to  Dumfriesshire 
after  his  multi^rious  travels.  In  his  dnt  Ixrltcr  to  Miss 
Welsh,  from  Hoddam  Hill,  he  writes :  *•  It  is  many  a  weary 
year  since  I  have  been  so  idle  or  so  happy.  ...  I  hope  this 
humour  will  not  be  my  final  one.  It  is  ratha  a  sort  of 
Ii«/y  Trui^f,  a  Pnx  Dei  which  cxhiiustcd  nature  has  corv 
quered  for  herself  frocn  nil  the  fiends  that  assaulted  and 
beset  her." 

Of  his  locality  TeufelsdrOclth  says  :  <* Beautiful  it  was  to 
sit  there,  at  in  my  skyey  Tent,  musing  and  meditating  ;  on 
the  high  table-land,  in  front  of  the  Mountains ;  .  .  .  Or  to 
ste,  as  well  as  fancy,  the  nine  Towns  and  Villages  that  lay 
round  my  mountain-scad" 

The  "  locality  "  nboTc  described  is  undoubtedly  Hoddan 
HilL  This  litdc  Farm  stands  on  a  high  table-land  far- 
famed  for  its  views.  The  Mountain;  round  it  are  Hel- 
vcllyn,  Sktddaw,  Criflcl,  Haritcll,  Chriitcnberry,  &c.  j  and 
the  nine  Towns  and  Villagw,  Carlisle,  Annan,  Lockerby, 
Ecclefechan,  Eagle's^eld,  ice  Carlylc  has  described  the 
views  from  Hoddam  Hill,  in  the  New  Lilun  and 
Mfmeriah^  as  follows :  "  For  the  rest  it  had  the  finest 
and  vastest  prospect  all  round  it  I  ever  saw  from  any  House : 
from  Tyndalc  Fell  to  St.  Bees  Head,  all  Ctimberhind  as  in 
amphitheatre  unmatchablc ;  Galloway  mountains,  Moffiit 
mountains,  Selkirk  ditto,  Roxburgh  ditto; — nowise  io- 
dilFcrcnt  ever  to  mc."  TcufclsdrOclth's  description  gives, 
in  fact,  such  a  perfect  picture  of  Hoddam  Hill  ana  the 
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views  visible  from  it,  th«t  no  one  who  has  ever  been  in 
that  locality  can  fail  to  tdctiiify  it  with  the  place  in  which 
T<:ufclsiir<ickh  enjoyed  the  beneficent  effects  of  his  ^'  heading 
sleep." 

Many  of  the  thoughts  sind  ientiments  cxprcswd  in  this 
Chapter  bear  a  strikinc  resemblance  to  thoic  in  Carlylc's 
fiitt  Letters  from  Hodoam  Hill.  The  Chapter  abounds  in 
ideas  and  expressions  similar  to,  snd  sometimes  identical 
with,  those  in  the  Bcx>ks  which  Carlyle  is  known  to  have 
been  reading  or  translating  while  living  here  :  for  example^ 
Wilhelm  Meister's  Travth,  the  works  of  MusSus,  Jean 
Paul,  Novalls,  Ticck,  &c. 

TeufclsdrOckh  says  in  this  Chapter  :  "  Hast  thou  in  any- 
way a  Contention  with  thy  brother,  I  aJvisc  thee,  think  well 
what  the  meaning  thereof  is  ...  it  is  siiifttly  this  :  *  Fellow, 
see  I  thou  art  taking  more  than  thy  sfia\  of  Happiness  in 
the  world,  something  from  ray  share  :  which,  by  the  Heavens, 
thou  shalt  not ;  nay,  I  will  fight  ihcc  rather.' " 

In  his/flttrWCarlyic  says  that  the  foregoing  "thought 
juggested  itself  one  M-ct  evenine,(on  the  Tailtrow  Moas,*  as 
I  came  from  Annan  in  1825.^  ^ 

Tcufeisdrttckh's  "  Conversion  "  took  place  here  while  he 
was  living  "  on  the  high  table-land,"  and  is  thu»  described  ; 
"  Divine  moment,  when  over  the  tcmpest-toKscd  SouL^s 
once  over  the  wild  weltering  Chaos,  it  i>  spoken  :  Let 
there  be  Light  I  .  .  .  The  man  primeval  Discord  is  hushed  ; 
the  rudcly-jtimblcd  conflicting  elements  bind  thctnsclvcs 
into  scpunttc  Firmaments;  deep  silent  rock-found»tLons 
are  built  beneath  j  and  the  skyey  vault  with  its  everlasting 
Luminaries  above :  instead  of  a  dark  wasteful  Chaos,  we 
have  a  blooming,  fertile,  Hcavcn-cncoin passed  World." 

Here,  too,  was  the  scene  of  Cartylc's  "Conversion." 
In  the  Riminiicnus  he  writes :  "Thi*  year  [at  Hoddam 
Hill,  1825-26]  I  found  that  I  had  conquered  all  my 
•cepticisms,  agonising  doubtings;,  fearful  wrestlings  with 
the  foul  and  vile  and  soul-murdering  Mud-gods  of  my  Epoch  ; 
had  escaped  as  from  a  worse  than  Tartarus  .  .  .  and  was 
emerging,  free  in  spirit,  into  the  eternal  blue  of  ether.  .  .  . 


>  The  1*iaUin>w  Mo»  tin  between  Annaa  and  Iloddain  Hill. 
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I  undcniood  well  what  the  old  Christian  people  meant  by 
their  *  Con»'crsion,*  by  God's  Infinite  M«rc/  to  tbcm." 
Time,  May,  182s,  to  October,  1826. 


Chaptir  X.  ("Pause") 

There  is  but  little  biography  in  this  final  Chapter  of 
Book  II.  Perhaps  in  the  following  there  is  an  intended 
hint  of  Carlyle'i  settlement,  after  his  marriage,  at  Comlejr 
Bank,  EiJinburgh  :  "Mis  [Tcufctsdrr>ckh'ii|  outward  Bio- 
graphy, therefore,  which,  at  the  Blumine  LovcrVlcap,  we 
saw  churned  utterly  into  spray-vapour,  may  hover  in  that 
condition,  for  aught  that  concerns  us  here.  Enough  that 
by  survey  of  certain  'pools  and  plashes''  wc  have  ascer- 
tained its  general  direction!  ^o  wc  not  already  know  that, 
by  one  way  and  another,  it  has  long  since  rained-down  again 
into  a  stream ;  and  even  now,  at  Wcisuiichtwo^  Hows  deep 
and  still,  fraught  with  the  Philatefiliy  of  Clolfui,  and  visible 
to  whoso  will  cast  eye  thereon  ? 

And  the  fi>l!owing  may  allude  to  his  removal  from  Edin- 
burgh, in  the  Spring  of  1828,  to  Craieenputtock :  "  Every- 
where cast  out,  like  oil  out  of  water,  from  mingling  in  any 
Employment,  in  any  public  Communion,  he  has  no  portion 
but  Solitude,  and  a  life  of  Meditation.''  For  in  1827 
Carlylc  made  enquiries  about  »  Profcsson^hip  in  the  newly 
established  University  of  London  ;  and  applied  for  the  Chair 
of  Moral  Philosophy  in  the  University  of  St.  Andrews. 
He  failed  to  ohiaJn  either;  and  soon  afterwards  removed  to 
Craigcnputcock  (May,  1828). 

There  is  a  little  more  biography  of  TcufclsdrSckh  in 
the  last  Chapter  of  Sartor  Rtiariui  (Book  III.  Ch.  xiLX 
which  is  also  strictly  applicable  to  Carlyle's  life,  and  part  of 
which  must  have  been  written  either  after  he  had  decided 
to  go  to  I^oncion  with  the  MS.  of  Sartar  in  his  pocket,  or 
in  London  itself 

In  this  Chapter  Teufclsdrockh  is  represented  as  having 

I  Cf.  The  "  [iliu'hci  and  puddln  "  of  SooUbHz  where  Culjrle  lived  fee 
a  shoit  time  jiut  before  t>u  raining— See  mm,  Letter  164. 
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had  comtrtunicationK  with  the  Saint-Simonian  Society  ;  vid 
as  having  wiJ  of  this  Socictj'  when  he  received  its  "  Pto- 
positions":  "Here  also  ate  men  who  have  discovered,  not 
without  ama7.ement,  that  Man  is  still  Man  ;  of  which  high, 
long-forgoitcn  Truth  you  already  stw  than  make  a  false 
application." 

Caclylc  aUo  had  communications  with  the  Saint-Simonian 
Society  ;  and,  in  a  Letter  to  Goethe,  of  22nd  June,  1831, 
he  expresses  his  opinion  of  the  Saint-Simoniitns  in  words 
almost  identical  with  Teufclsdtockh's  :  "I  should  say  they 
have  discovered  and  laid  to  heart  this  momentous  and  almoit 
forgotten  Truth,  Man  ii  iti///lfan,»nd  arealrody  beginning 
to  make  faire  applications  of  it." 

The  final  sentence  in  the  last  paragraph  but  one  in  Sorter 
reads  thus  :  "Our  own  private  conjecture,  now  amounting 
almost  to  a  certainty,  ij  tliat,  safe-moored  in  some  sttllesc 
obscurity,  not  to  lie  always  stilly  TeufelMlrAckh  is  actually 
in  London ! " 

Carlyle  left  Craigenpunock.a*  above  said,  on  4th  August, 
1831,  and  reached  I^ondon  on  Mondav  the  8tli.  He  was 
"  safc-moorcd,"  first  at  6,  VVohurn  Buildings,  Tavistock 
Square,  then  (soon  after  Mre.  CarJylc's  arrival,  ist  October) 
u  4,  Ampton  Street,  Gny's  Inn  Road,  London. 


Note  Two 


MARGARET  CORDON  AND  BLUMINE 

Mai^rct  Gordon  was  born  in  Char!ottctown,lhe  capital 
of  Prince  Edward  Island,  in  August,  1798,  and  was  the 
second  Daughter  of  Dr,  Alexander  Gordon,  a  native  of 
Aberdeenshire,  who  had  emigrated  to  the  New  World> 
lived  for  some  titne  in  Charlottctown,  then  afterwards  in 
Halifax,  Nova  Scotia,  where  he  died,  still  comparatively 
young.  Dr.  George  James  Guthrie,  an  Army  Surgeon,  on 
duty  in  Halifax  (at,  or  soon  after,  Dr.  Gordon's  death), 
married  the  widow  Mrs,  Gordon,  and  became  the  Father  of 
one  Daughter  and  two  Sons,  half-sister  and  half-brothers  of 
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Margaret  Gordon.  Dr.  Guthrie  served  in  the  Armv  with 
distinction  for  several  yczrs,  and  afterwords  settled  ia 
London  in  the  expensive  and  fashionable  quarter  of  Berkeley 
Square.' 

M.irg:iret  Gordon  was  adopted  by  her  Aunc  (Father's 
Sister],  Mrs.  John  U»hcr,and  was  living  at  Kirkcaldy,  Fife, 
in  charge  of  thi&  Guardian  during  at  least  a  pan  of  the  time 
that  Carlylc  and  Irving  were  Schoolmasters  there.  Margaret 
became  a  pupil  of  Irwing's,  taking  private  Icsions  from  him, 
for  a  short  time.  Carlylc  made  her  acquaintance  through 
Irving,  but  not  until  within  a  month  or  two  of  his  leaving 
Kirkcaldy  in  November,  lSi8.  In  his  Reminiittmtet  Carlyle 
writes  of  Miss  Gordon  and  his  acquaintance  with  her  in  the 
following  terms :  "By  far  the  cleverest  and  brightest,  how- 
ever [of  the  Kirkcaldy  young  ladies], an  £x-pupilof  Irving's, 
and  gencatogicnily  and  othermse  (being  poorish,  proud,  and 
well-bred)  rather  a  kind  of  alien  in  the  place,  t  did  at  last 
tnake  acquaintance  with  (at  irving's  first,  I  think,  tho*  fth« 
rarely  came  thither);  some  acquaintance;— and  it  might 
easily  have  been  more,  had  she  and  her  Aunt  and  our 
economic  and  nther  circumittHnccs  likL-c!.'  She  was  of  the 
feir-complcxioned,  softly  elegant,  softly  grave,  witty  and 
comely  type, anil  had  a  good  dcalof  graccfulncsK,  intelligence 
and  other  talent.'  Irving  too,  it  was  sometimes  thmight, 
found  her  very  interesting,  cuuld  the  Miu  Martin  bonds 
have  allowed,  which  they  never  would.  To  me  who  had  only 
known  her  for  a  few  months,  and  who  within  a  twelve  or 
fifteen  months  saw  the  last  of  her,  she  continued  for  perhaps 
Komc  three  years  :i  figure  hanging  more  or  less  in  my  fancy, 
on  the  usual  romantic,  or  latterly  quite  elegiac  and  silent 
terms."  « 

Carlylc  left  Kirkcaldy  (having  resigned  his  Schoolmaster- 

'  His  nact  iddreu  wu  z  Ucrkelcy  Street.  BcilceleySqicire.  TheSlrM 
t«ds  from  theSniiare  inio  riccHdilly. 

'  By  "  other  circitmtUncet "  Cniiyle  probably  refen  to  Mn>  GordoiA 
previous  cnffiigcmcnt, — of  which  inor«,  further  on. 

*  A  friona  of  minr,  who  Iiai  birlv  (J"'y-  1908)  exMnlned  the  minuiure 
of  Maigvcl  Gordan.  piiiiicd  abnui  Khc  lime  o(  hci  tnuruge  (tSa^K  icU« 
me  llut  (h«  is  il«[nct«d  there  with  '*  blue  ey««  and  yellow  hur,"  aad 
apuran  la  conltnin  uMilf  in  every  Qlhci  ictpcct  lo  Culf  le^  woiU  pictore 
of  Iter  u  hcte  ciTcn. 

*  "  Rctniiuaccaaa,"  ii.  57. 
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there)  OR  or  about  the  20th  November,  1818,  following 
Iff  to  Edinburgh,  who  had  preceded  him  by  a  few  days. 
Ciirlylc's  nctjuninRinci:  with  Margaret  Gonion  probably 
began  in  Ociobcr  (after  his  Schnol  opened  for  the  Winter 
1),  in  1818,  After  his  introduction  10  Miss  Gor>lon, 
r»nd  io  long  as  he  reniaine^I  resident  in  Kirkcaldy, — some 
ten  weeks  at  1  he  most,  Carlylc  may  have  met  hex  frequently, 
or  only  at  rare  intervals, — more  likely  the  latter;  for,  had 
they  met  often  there  would  have  hfcn  a  greater  iniimacy 
than  is  expressed  by  Carlylc's  words,  "some  acquaintance.  * 
There  is  no  evidence  to  show  that  they  met  more  than  once 
after  Carlyle  left  Kirkcaldy  ;  but  they  taw  each  other  in 
London  many  years  afterwards  (1840  or  so),  though  they 
did  not  acknowledge  their  former  acquaintance,  by  speech 
or  salutation. 

Tbeii  intimacy  was  therefore  of  very  sltort  duration : 
but  there  was  sincere  friendship  between  them,  and  high 
appreciation  of  each  other,  as  Misa  Gordon's  two  Letters  to 
Carlylc  very  clearly  indicate.* 

Margaret  Gordon's  first  Letter  to  Carlyle  runs  as 
follows : — 

"  Paiack  Ctuna  [AinltU], 

"Dear  Sm, — Having  understood  from  our  friend  Mr. 
Irving  that  you  had  returned  to  Dumfriesshire,  I  take  the 
opportunity  this  information  afSirds  me,  of  tlutnking  you  for 
the  very  friendly  visit  you  paid  us  some  time  ago  at  Kirk- 
caldy. Perhaps  you  inay  be  inclined  to  think,  when  I  had 
last  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you,  1  might  have  cxprosed  my 
sense  of  the  favour,  without  now  writing  a  formal  epistle 
on  the  mibjcct.  This,  had  our  short  interview  permitted,  I 
would  have  gladly  done.  Tan  know  the  cause  that  pre- 
vented me.     If  your  call  had  been  merely  one  of  ccreitKiny 

'  As  Corlj-Ie  wm  In  ihe  h«Wl  of  prcierring  ihe  I.ci(ere  he  leccivtd ,  and 
u  there  nte  onlj  two  Iram  Mist  Gordon  to  be  found  in  his  ct-llcclin-n,  it 
Duv  msanablj  be  asmmcd  ihot  there  never  were  idok  (rom  her.  Dnih 
of  thcM  Lettcit  bear  the  Ajiitric  rust-matk.  and  uavtllcd  viS  <ilMi;ow  tu 
Eccleftchin.  Mitripircl  apprats  lo  h»vc  been  ihra  sOiyinK  with  frinids  M 
Aif<lrie  (eleven  mllei  eaxi  of  CUqcow).— tiei  Aunl,  it  the  lirac,  bettig  in 
Pualty. 
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such  as  I  am  accustomed  to  receive  from  tlie  ordinary  herd 
of  men,  I  shouIJ  neither  have  scea  nor  dccUred  any  obli^- 
tian.  Origin^tting,  as  it  did,  from  a  true  greatness  of  soul, 
the  result  of  feelings  little  akin  to  those  that  occLspv  common 
minds,  I  should  be  wanting  in  duty  to  my&cif  as  well  as  [to] 
you,  did  I  not  show  by  my  gratitude  that  the  kmdness  wss 
bestowed  on  one,  who  is  at  least  sensible  of  its  extent.  To 
foitfu  your  /rnnJship,  I  have  often  »aid,  was  a  constant 
sotirce  of  delight  to  me ;  to  /stt  ir,  j-ou  may  bcline,  was 
pro|x)Tt  ion  ably  jjainful.  Your  cominp  to  sec  me  in  Fife, 
appeared  not  only  a  proof  of  the  noble  triumph  you  had 
obtained  over  your  weakness  (forgive  the  expres&ton),  but 
seemed  to  be  an  intimation  that  I  Mill  was  thought  wonhr 
of  that  esteem  with  which  you  formerly  honoured  me.  If 
ever  I  may  have  an  opportunity  of  hearing  from  yourself 
that  in  this  my  last  conjecture  I  am  not  mistaken,  time  alone 
can  determine.  In  a  tew  weeks  I  bid  adieu,  for  a  season, 
to  Caledonia's  rugged  shores  where  I  leave,  still  blest  to  gaze 
on  her  ever-varying  charms,  a  few  and  but  a  few  fiends 
whose  partial  regard  has  soothed  manya  sorrowing  moment 
of  my  past  existence.^  When  I  may  again  behold  the  scene 
which  so  many  circumstances  endear  to  my  recollection,  is 
very  uncertain.  I  mentioned  to  you  I  intended  to  remain 
a  twelvemonth  in  London  :  my  Mother  will  not  consent  to 
my  being  so  much  a  stranger  in  my  family,  as  so  long  a 
tqnration  endangcr$.  Yet  why  entertain  you  with  so  much 
egotism?  If  it  ofTcnds  you,  blame  my  vanity,  for  I  will 
confess  rhat  alone  urges  me  on  ;  it  is  only  the  assurance  that 
such  a  relation  of  my  proposed  wanderings  will  not  be 
troublesome  to  a  friend,  a  name  by  which  I  hope  I  shall 
always  call  you. 

**  I  was  very  sorry  to  hear  your  health  had  been  impaired 
by  the  severity  of  your  Winter's  study.  Your  *native 
breezes'  I  trust,  have  already  produced  the  desired  effect  of 
removing  the  consequences  of  your  stay  in  Edinburgh.  You 
must  not  wear  out  your  constitution  by  such  continual 
application.  Still,  permit  me  to  entreat  you  not  to  desert 
the  path  Nature  has  so  evidently  marked  you  should  walk 

*  Maieatet  Gonlon  appcsn  tnta  IniRc's  Lcltcn  to  Cwlfle  to  have  bad 
a  hmt  bom,  whom  she  wu  sepuated  u  ihu  lime. 


NOTE  TWO 


39> 


in.  It  is  true,  it  is  fiill  of  rugged  obstacles,  interspencd  with 
little  to  charm  the  scn^c  t  yet  these  present  a  struggle  which 
is  fitted  only  for  minds  such  as  ymn  to  ovctcooic.  The 
difficulties  of  the  ascent  arc  great,  but  bow  [•lortous  the 
suminit !  keep  your  eyes  fixed  on  the  end  of  your  journey, 
and  you  will  begin  to  forget  the  weariness  of  the  way. 
Vou  sec  1  have  taken  the  liberty  of  a  friend,  I  had  almost 
nid  of  a  Siit/r,  who  is  probably  addressing  you  for  the  but 
time,  and  who  would  regret  to  learn  hereafter  that  Nature, 
in  spite  of  her  unusual  bounty,  bad  been  cruelly  opposed. 

**May  Formnc  prove  propitious  to  you,  in  every  part  of 
your  vojraee  through  life;  or,  if  this  is  indeed  too  much 
nappinos  for  any  one  mortal  in  this  changing  scene,  may 
the  storms  of  adversity  ever  find  you  prepared  to  resist 
their  overwhelming  violence,  and  ever  be  followed  by  that 
peaceful  calm,  the  virtuous  alone  arc  capable  of  enjoying. 
Whatever  be  the  situation  allotted  you,  be  assured  I  shall 
ever  remain  your  sincere  friend, 

«M.  Gordon." 

"Mr.  Thouas  Carlyle,  Mainhill,  Ecclefeclian." 

Caity1e*s  visit  or  call  referred  to  by  Miss  Gordon  as 
having  been  paid  '*  some  time  ago  "  most  likely  took  place  a 
little  before  the  middle  of  April  }  for  Carlyle  attended  the 
Scots  Law  Lectures  at  the  University  until  the  close  of  the 
Session,  "left  Edinburgh  about  the  twentieth  of  April," 
spent  ten  dap  with  Irving  in  or  near  Glasgow,  and  was 
home  at  Mainhill  by  the  3rd  of  May.  Miss  Gordon  was 
prevented  from  tlianking  Carlyle  personally  for  his  call, 
owing  to  the  presence  of  her  Aunt  or  Guardian. 

The  second  or  last  Letter  from  Miss  Margaret  Gordon 
reads: — 

"Palacs  Ckaio,  /mm  2S1A,  iSio. 

"What  a  ritk  did  you  run  in  sending  your  Letter  I  I 
was  from  home  when  it  arrived,  and  was  much  astonished 
to  find  it  waiting  mc.  I  was  much  pleased  to  hear  your 
health  was  improving.  Rcmmt  tfiiir  *  Irouilei  tftbt  mu/'  and 
you  must  be  well.    Why  indulge  those  miserable  racking 
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thoughts?  .  .  .'  You  ask  mc  to  write  you  often,  thi*,  I  muit 
rcpcut  would  not  be  tloin^  juMtcc  to  you — think  mc  not  vain 
— I  have  adoptcJ  the  titfe  of  SUter  and,  you  must  permit 
nic  to  usurp  the  privileges  of  one.  You  promise  never  to 
indulge  tho»e  'va.in  ttnngi nations'  which  have  msdc  us  both 
so  unhappy.  Yet  icll  mc,  do  they  not  stiU  require  steady 
restraint  r  And  wowld  not  I  by  acceding  to  your  request, 
encourage  that  ^v.eaintsi '  ic  has  been  my  object  to  remove  ? 
Oblifije  mc  not  to  refuse,  by  ailting  me  to  do  what  is  not 
in  my  power.  Willingiy  would  I  advance  your  bappi'ncs^ 
anxious  wilt  I  be  to  hear  of  that  luppinns,  but  (think  nte 
not  severe)  from  another  source  my  information  must  cotnc. 

"...  I  have  only  a  few  moments  to  dwotc  to  thi*,  by 
the  time  you  receive  It,  I  shall  have  commenced  my  wander- 
ings. You  arc  too  generous  to  with  me  to  set  against  my 
sense  of  duly.  ...  If  you  have  no  cause  to  speak  gently 
of  this  friend  ■  remember  'twas  a  regard  for  what  was  con- 
sidered the  interest  of  her  charge  that  tempted  her  to  look 
unkindly  on  you.  She  really  esteems  you.  For  my  sake 
return  the  kindness,  I  am  to  be  under  a  Mother's  care,  it 
is  true,  for  a  time ;  but  to  the  guardianship  of  this  worthy 
relation  1  again  return.  And  while  in  London,  I  shall 
ctjually  be  under  the  eye  of  both,  •»  she  determines  to 
accompany  [me],' 

"And  now,  my  doir  friend, a  long  long  adieu.  One 
advice,  and  as  a  parting  one,  consider,  value  it : — <ultivatt 
thu  miliifr  ^isfieiilUm  sfyaur  /uarr,  tuhiue  the  mart  rxlravtiganl 
visiem  eftht  brain.  In  time  your  abilities  must  be  known  i 
among  your  acquaintances  they  are  alrc-idy  beheld  with 
wonder  and  delight ;  by  those  whole  opinion  wtU  be 
valuable,  they  hercafrer  vi'ill  be  appreciated.  Genius  will 
render  you  great.  May  virtue  render  you  Moved!  Re- 
move the  awful  distance  between  you  and  ordinary  men, 

*  Msrnret  here  rive*  Ctrljle  tome  advice — very  liltl«  fi«ed«d  i&  hk 
east — to  t>c  kind  la  lilt  p«icnt«  luid  beolhermanil  tltttrt. 

''  Her  Aumand  Guaiilkn,  Mis.  Uilirt. 

'  The  >cal  corcrs  sume  ihorl  word  Iiere,  which  might  intmd  of  "  me  ** 

b.ivc  hcea  "  ax,"  i.e.  MBrmwet  and  one  of  bei  SiUcm,  wtio,  accordiag  to 

auiDL',  w»B  t\so  M  KiikcAuly-    But  •>  >  kicr  lUice,  livinc  mcniioDs  bi* 

being  "inltuduccd"  lo  Mamrett  Siilen  in  I.ondon.  which  tbows  that 

eitlur  of  tbco)  hsd  been  in  Klikoldf  doiiDg  Irring's  time  at  k±u. 
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by  kind  and  ^ntlc  manners ;  deal  mildly  with  their  in- 
feriority, and  be  convinced  they  will  rc»pcct  you  as  much 
and  like  you  more.  Why  conceal  the  real  goodness  that 
flows  in  your  heart  r — I  have  ventured  this  counsel  from 
an  anxiety  for  your  future  welfare ;  and  I  would  enforce 
it  with  all  the  carncstncs?  of  the  most  sincere  friendship. 
'Let  your  light  shine  before  men,' and  think  them  not 
unworthy  this  trouble.  This  exercise  will  prove  its  own 
reward.  It  must  be  a  pleating  thing  to  live  in  the  adections 
of  others. — Again,  Adieu.  Fanlon  the  freedom  I  have 
used.  And  when  you  think  of  mc,  be  icns  of  a  kind  Sister, 
to  whom  your  happiness  will  always  yield  delight,  and  your 
griefs  sorrow, — Yours  with  esteem  and  repird, 

"M.  G0RIX>N." 

*'  [P.S.  On  ike  marpn  af  ikt  first  f>oge\  I  give  you  not  my 
addrc&s  because  I  dare  not  promise  to  sec  you." 

The  foregoing  Letter  ij  almost  certainly  the  la»t  direct 
communication  hctween  Margaret  Gordon  and  Carlylc  ; 
but,  through  Kdward  Irving,  Carlyle  heard  of  her  oc- 
casionally for  some  eighteen  months  longer.  As  Irving's 
Letters  to  Carlyle  throw  a  good  deal  of  new  light  on  this 
episode,  and  are  interesting  in  other  respects,  a  little  tpacc 
may  be  spared  for  a  few  extracts  from  them. 

In  a  Letter  to  Carlyle,  dated,  Gl:i)"g(iw,  lOth  July,  1820, 
Irving  says:  "I  had  verily  the  most  dclighthil  week^ — 
nearly  two  week* — I  ever  spent,  with  what  Maiden  do  you 
think  ?  One  whose  name  will  thrill  you  as  it  docs  me ; 
one  of  whom  I  am  very  proud,  and  with  whom  I  am  well 
nii»h  in  love,  'S«/  Parat  ativena  vitait"  [Hui  the  adverse 
Fates  forbid], — Marcarct  Gordon.  With  great  (;ali3ntry 
she  committed  herself  to  my  escort  through  the  Highlands 
by  Invcrary  and  Loch  Lomond.  Mr.  Fergusson  of  Annan 
was  my  friend,  and  Miss  Maxton  of  Alloa  hers.  But  such 
another  scene  of  heart-content  I  shall  never  pass  again  :  the 
brief  time  of  it  lies  in  my  mind  like  a  hallowed  sanctuary 
in  a  desert,  or  like  a  piece  of  enchanted  ground  in  a  wil- 
derness. Truly,  it  never  strikes  mc  to  mingle  with  it  the 
times  that  went  before,  or  the  times  which  have  come  after : 
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it  would  seem  A  sort  of  Bachlege  to  the  Powers  which 
brcach«d  over  it  such  dclighu  Yet  in  all  this  there  was  no 
love,  but  there  was  the  roost  delightful  sympathy  in  some  of 
the  sublimot  tcciies  of  Nature,  and  m1>o  in  »ocne  vf  the 
most  distressing  feelings  of  the  heart,  fiuc  most  of  all  there 
was  such  3.  hcsirty  wisli  to  give  and  to  receive  gratification) 
which  when  felt  by  one  so  capable  of  giving  it  as  the  first- 
mentioned  lady,  who  was  my  chief  companion,  produced  an 
effect  to  which  I  know  of  no  pen  able  to  do  justice  except 
that  of  Boccaccio ;  arid  nothini;  indeed  rc^iUscd  to  mc  the 
value  of  some  of  hh  fetches  of  liappy  companies  released 
from  the  world  amidst  bowers  and  gardens  and  music  and 
refined  sentiment^  so  much  as  wliat  I  was  enabled  to  feel 
upon  tliat  occasion.' — Margaret  tft  now  gone  to  London. 
I  saw  her  to  the  track  best  on  Tuesday^  with  a  heavy  heart, 
I  can  a«iire  you.  And  she  often  declared  she  went  back  to 
the  gaieties  of  the  City,  as  a  bird  to  its  cage. 

"I  have  been  likewise  in  Edinburgh,  and  preached  for 
Andrew  Thompson  .  .  .  and  in  Fife  likewise,  where  1 
spent  a  few  happy  days ;  and  now  I  am  on  the  wing  for 
Dublin.  .  .  ." 

The  next  letter  in  which  Irving  mentions  Mai^aiet 
Gordon,  is  undated,  but  dateable  by  internal  evidence 
August  or  September,  1820.  Irving  says:  "One  thing 
however  I  inserted  in  it  [a  Letter  he  had  written  to  Mar» 
^uet],  which  I  hope  you  will  approve,  that,  bavin;;  heard 
your  good  opinion  of  each  other's  mind  and  general  cliaractcr. 
It  seemed  (o  me  you  were  likely  to  profit  by  a  correspond- 
ence. Whether  my  suggestion  will  please  both  or  citbo 
I  do  not  know." 

Then  on  21st  September,  iSzo,  Irving  writes  toCartyte  : 
"  I  had  a  letter  from  our  dear  friend  Margaret  Gordon,  in 
answer  to  that  of  which  I  told  you  something  in  my  laic 
She  is  happily  delivered  into  a  condition  of  much  thank- 
fulness  and  affection  to  her  Mother  :uid  her  Father  and  her 
family ;  ...  she  appears  now  to  have  found  reason  to  turn 

'  Irving  h«d  prolMbly  rcwl  a  little  in  Coccaccio'a  "  0«*n»erwo."  The 
"«icTittmeQt"o[  tbc  itorics  ibcieia  rcUwd  b  too  oTtcn  fu  coogeh  tnn 
"Kfioed" 
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her  indlgnAtion  where  her  a0cction  was  formerly  ;  but  I 
hatve  no  cxpbusttons,  and  even  this  much  is  (^tven  me  under 
a  strong  charge  never  more  to  mention  his  iiamc,  or  malcc 
allusion  to  him.'  ...  I  had  introduced  lire  subject  of  a 
correspondence  between  you  and  Margaret,  for  your  mutual 
entertainment,  and  she  has  given  what  I  consider  rather  an 
encouraging  «n%wcr.  I  shall  give  it  in  her  own  words,  and 
thereby  give  you  another  proof  of  my  entire  confidence  : 
*  What  a  noble  character  is  Mr.  Otrlyle  I  Nature  has  en- 
dQwcd  him  with  many  a  rare  and  valuable  gift.  ...  I  have 
no  hesitation  in  saying  the  correspondence  of  one  with  a 
mind  so  richly  gifted  would  be  pleaamt  and  improving  to 
me;  but  it  would  be  unbir.  I  may  write  [to]  Mr.  Irring, 
bceause  no  evil  can  result  from  the  interchange  of  friend- 
ship, he  being  under  an  engagement,  and  I  in  no  danger  of 
falling  in  love  with  any  one,  least  of  all  with  my  quondam 
Teacher.' 

*'.  .  .  Sec  what  an  omen  !  !  My  Inkbottlc  has  overset 
and  lodged  its  contents  in  one  globular  drop  upon  the  very 
commencement  of  my  quotation  [from  Miss  Gordon's 
Letter],  and  while  with  cautious  hand  I  endeavoured  to 
pour  it  back  by  the  top  [of  the  page],  it  set  in  one  immense 
Stream  away  tlirough  the  very  heart  of  my  quotation,  and 
but  for  my  extraordinary  undauntcdncss  of  mind,  would 
have  put  an  eternal  stop  to  all  further  proceeding  in  this 
delicate  afiair.'  .  .  ." 

Again,  on  26th  September  of  the  sunc  year,  Irving's 
advice  to  Carlylc  is:  "Write  to  Margaret,  and  all  speed 
go  with  you  ;  but  icll  her  from  me,  that  if  she  write  to  you 
one  more  Letter  than  she  does  to  mc,  I  will  discard  her 
altogether.  I  got  [rapped]  over  the  fingers  to  sorely  for 
daring  to  hint  in  mine  that  she  might  perhaps  not  have 
loved  so  deeply  as  she  thought,  that  I  pray  you  for  your 
comfort  to  express  no  dubitat ton  on  that  subject.  I  thought 
to  have  written  her  again  by  this  time  ;  but  this  letter  has 


*  Her  former  lover,  whoK  aaine  oowhere  sppcan  m  any  of  ibeie 
I^licn. 

»  C/.  "The  <Inl(blotl,  linl  down  by  prc»ioa»  ptomJsc  caonoi,  except 
bybesl  wistiK,  (otvJtvi  ibe  Htn  TeufeudrOckb'l  views,"  &C. — "Sutof 
fttautus,"  Blc.  II.,  Cb.  tv. 
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taken  tlic  precedence.  Let  the  example  of  poor  Allen ' 
warn  jou  a]2;aiRst  venturing  loo  fxr  upon  the  subject  of 
Im'c.  I  think  it  as  well  you  conline  vourseir  to  the 
Pbtonlc." 

There  is  no  evidence  that  Carlylc  wrote  again  lo  Miss 
Gortloti,  It  is  utililccly  that  he  would  re-commcnccncorre- 
spandcnce  under  the  unpromising  state  of  a&if5  described 
by  Irving. 

Margaret  Gordon  is  mentioned  again^  and  for  the  last 
time  in  Irving's  Letters,  in  one  from  London,  undated  but 
po:iimarked  30th  December,  1821,  He  writes:  ''Front 
there  LWcstminster  Abbey]  I  made  all  haste  to  Berkeley 
Square,  and  found  our  friend  Margaret  Gordon  at  home. 
I  cannot  help  fancying  that  for  the  nrst  half  hour  or  so  she 
takes  advantage  of  her  fiishionablc  Myle  to  teach  mc  my 
clowiiishrjess  !  but  afterwards  it  goes  off,  and  she  become* 
nearly  us  wc  knew  her.  I  had  the  hongur  of  being  in- 
troduced to  her  Sisters,  of  whom  the  fulI-SiMer  seems  a  gay 
fa&hionablc  light-hearted  girl, — the  youngest  a  great  deal  of 
a  humourist.  They  live  in  style,  if  I  may  judge  from  what 
I  saw.  I  have  not  seen  the  Parents ;  still  I  am  not  satis- 
fied, and  yet  I  know  not  why.  She  is  good-natured  enough. 
I  feci  I  am  not  master  of  the  haut  lai  of  intercourse.  I  feel 
out  not  a  little,  which  Ithinic  sheshouldcontrircto  prevent. 
Somehow  or  other  I  am  indisposed  to  ^o  back  again.  She 
has  not  Jane  Welsh's  heart.* — Dear  Carlyle,  yours  always, 
£dwd.  Irving. 

About  two  yennt  after  the  date  of  Irving'*  last  Letter, 
Margaret  Gordon  was  married  to  Mr.  Alexander  Banner- 
man  (afterwards  Sir  Alexander)  ;  he  may  or  may  not  have 
been  the  person  referred  to  in  Irving's  Letter  of  3i« 
September,  1820.  Something  might  be  said  of  Margaret's 
later  history,  but  !t  scarcely  comes  within  tFie  scope  of  this 
Note.    She  was  married  in  London,  1 4tli  January,  1834; 

I  PrefcaTil]!  Dr.  Mitlhew  Allen,  who  «pent  nereml  monlltfor  1817  «t 
Kirkcald)',  l«i;tiiiing  oo  Clipiiiiitry  nod  I'hrenology. 

*  Cttilyle  liad  m>ifc  MiisWcUh's  icqtuinlance  mote  tkca  li&lf  afc«f 
before  llu*  diic.  and  vru  now  on  Inlisutc  oad  very  bioxlljr  letsM  with 
her. 
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xnd  died  childless,  at  Blackhcath  (London),  in  the  latter 
pan  of  1878.  Her  husband  who  was  a  nephew  of  Sir  Alex. 
R-tnncrman,  6lh  Baronet  of  EUick,  died  in  Dcircmbcr,  1864, 
leaving  his  widow  in  not  the  most  atHucni  circumstances. 

It  has  often  been  mid  that  Margaret  Gordon  was  the 
OriginaJ  of  "Bluminc,"  the  Goddess  of  Flowers,  of  Sarttr 
R/iartui.  She  is  by  many  supposed  to  have  been  Carlyle's 
First  Love,  and  therefore  to  have  made  a  deeper  and  more 
lasting  impression  on  his  heart  and  mind  than  any  other 
lady.  There  is,  however,  no  proof  whatever,  that  Margiirct 
Gordon  was  Carlylc's  First  Love;  it  is  simply  owing  to 
the  chance  that  her  letters  to  Carlyle  have  been  prcKived 
that  she  has  come  to  be  regarded  as  his  First  Love.  He 
writes  of  her  incidcniaily  in  liis  Article  on  Edward  Irving 
in  the  Rtminhancgt  because  she  had  been  Irving's  pupil 
and  because  he  had  been  introduced  to  her  by  Irving ; 
but  he  d(x»  not  say  that  he  had  fallen  in  love  with  her ; 
he  indicates  only  that  be  might  easily  have  done  so.  He 
had  "some  acquaintance"  with  her,  which  "might  casilv 
have  been  more,"  had  theconditions  been  different.  Qirlylc  s 
Letters  to  her  seem  not  to  have  been  preserved  ;  but  hers 
show  that  the  intinnacy  did  not  go  further  th.in  the  "Dear 
Sir"  stage,  At  the  time  of  his  introduction  to  Margaret 
Gordon  Carlyle  was  nearly  twenty-four  years  old  ;  and  it 
would  be  strange  indeed,  if  a  young  man,  with  such  a 
"glowing  Fantasy  "as  his,  had  not  met  some  "  lairest  Kve" 
long  before  tlus  age  was  reached.  Indeed  on  returning 
home  from  his  first  day  at  school  (age  perhaps  three  or 
four),  when  asked  "  Who  was  the  nicest  lassie  f  "  there,  he 
answered  at  once, "  Jean  Johnston,"  * — proving  that  he  had 
already  an  eye  to  female  beauty!  The  '*Fint  Love" 
argument  has  therefore  nothing  in  it. 

Somethini;  has  already  been  said  (in  Note  One  of  this 
Appendix)  intended  to  show  how  completely  Miss  Welsh 
iilii  the  rf/r  of  Bluminc's  Original;  how  she  resembles 
Bluminc  in  character^  disptnition,  attributes  of  mind  and 

'  ThU  Udy  Ijcoune  the  reigning  "  Bnuiiy  of  Annan,"  and  Onrt^le 
retained  an  nffcclionite  micrcsl  in  Ecr  lo  ihc  lot ;  he  CDncspoRded  wiih 
hcTi  made  cn^iriM  aft«  her,  and  rare  her  a  copy  or  his  woiki.— Se« 
"Hew  Lcturaof  TboBatOiiyle."  ii.  o.  314- 
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temper,  and  in  penonal  tniits  ;  how  she  makes  her  appear- 
»ncc  au  X  time  In  Carlylc's  history  which  corresponds  exactly 
to  Bluminc's  appearance  in  TeurelsdnJckh's  history  (that  is, 
juHt  after  tiic  study  of  Law  hxJ  been  renounced) ;  how  &he 
instantly  made  3  conquest  of  Carlylc's  heart,  and  soon 
became  his  "  fair  and  pure  Escria,"  hii  *' Goddess  of  the 
Fountain,"  "the  idea!  beauty  of  his  mind,"  "tlic  most  en- 
chanting creature  he  had  yet  seen,"  and  **  the  sole  being  be 
had  ever  truly  loved."  Docs  Margaret  Gordon  answer  to 
the  description  of  Bluminc  as  closely  as  Jane  Welsh  ?  Far 
from  it — very  far  from  it.  Margaret  Gordon  appears  on  the 
scene  at  too  early  a  date  to  be  the  real  Blumine  :  Carlyle 
made  Margitrct's  acquaintance  in  tlie  Autumn  of  1818, — 
a  year  before  he  had  even  cortmicnced  the  study  of  Law. 
Xhis  was  before  hi»  dyspeptic  troubles  and  deep  despondency 
had  begun  ;  he  was  then  a  comparatively  happyand  healthy 
young  man,  the  very  antithesis  in  these  respects  of  tbe 
despairing  and  woe-begone  Teufelsdrfickh  when  going  to 
meet  Bluminc,  or  of  Carlylc  going  to  make  his  first  call  on 
Miss  Welsh. 

Truly  Margaret  Gordon,  as  Carlylc  has  described  her, 
bean  little  or  no  rcicmblancc  to  Blumine  in  dispositioti, 
temperament,  or  personal  appearance.  She  is  **«ofdy 
elegant,"  "soflly  grave  "  ;  Bluminc isan  "  imperious  Queen 
of  Hearts"  with  asufficicncyof*' naphiha-firc"  in  her  veins. 
Margaret  Gordon  is  **  foir*comptcxioned  " ;  Bluminc  has 
**dark  tresses "  and  "dark  eyes,"  and  is  none  "of  yo»ir 
mere  white  Hcaven-angcls  of  women."  Blumine  is  lircly, 
vivacious,  and  noted  far  and  near  for  her  "caprices** ;  Mar- 

farct  is  "softly  grave,"  and  her  letters  to  Carlylc  and 
rving  Indicate  that  she  was  a  model  of  constancy. 
Again,  in  what  is  called  the  "final  scene"  in  the 
Romance  Chapter  of  Sartar,  TcufcUdrockh,  like  Voltaire, 
is  ''made  immortal  by  a  Iciss,"  and  parts  from  Bluminc  in 
a  highly  dramatic  way;  Margaret's  final  ** farewell"  10 
Carlyle  Is  conveyed  to  him  in  her  Letter  of  zSth  June, 
1820 ;  and  at  their  last  personal  interview,  some  time 
before,  her  Guardian  was  present,  and  there  could  have 
been  no  dramatic  parting,  and  certainly,  no  immortalisiiig 
kissi 
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The  «  Rue  St.  Tbomas  dc  TEnfer,"  or  Leith  Walk 
incident,  took  place  in  tlie  Summer  of  1822, — more  than 
two  yean  xfter  C»rlyle%  U^t  call  on  Margaret  Gordon. 
Tcufclsdrockh's  despondency  just  prior  to  this  incident,  is 
Attributed  to  his  "  sudden  bereavement  in  this  matter  of 
the  Ftowcr-goddcss  "  ;  now,  if  Margaret  Gordon  was  the 
Flower- goddess,  the  loss  of  her  must  have  taken  a  long 
time  to  prexlucc  its  effect !  Since  Carlylc  has  described 
himself"  happy  as  n  lark  in  May,"  **  hill  of  joy"  &c-,  in 
the  intervening  year  (1821),  it  seems  much  more  likely,  to 
sav  the  least  of  it,  that  his  "  Lovcrs'-quarrcl "  with  Miss 
Welsh,  which  occurred  shortly  before  the  "  incident,"  was 
the  cause  of  his  despondency  rather  than  the  tardy  recollec- 
tion of  a  forgotten  di^ppointment  "which  he  had  met  with 
yean:  before.  The  "  Ijovers'-quarrel "  with  Miss  Welsh 
clearly  affected  Carlylc  deeply  :  for  a  long  time  after  it  he 
wrote  to  her  as  a  friend,  not  at  a  lover ;  and  he  did  not 
repeat  his  visit  to  Haddington  for  more  than  a  year  subse- 
quent ID  it,  and  then  only  on  the  urgent  invitation  of  both 
Mrs.  and  Mis*  Welsh.  It  was  M-hile  suficring  the  smart  of 
this  misunderstanding  with  Miss  Welsh  that  the  L«ith 
Walk  incident  occurred. 

Bluminc  isCartylc's  portraiture  of  a  real  maiden  vhom  he 
had  seen  and  known }  not  a  creature  of  his  imagination. 
There  arc,  in  fact,  no  imaginary  characters  in  Carlylc'g 
works  (those  published  by  himsctr)  ;  his  heroes  and  heroines 
are  all  realities,  flesh -and -blood  men  and  women,  whom  be 
haj  portrayed  with  a  master's  hand  and  with  all  possible 
fidelity  to  their  originals  as  he  had  come  to  know  them.  In 
hif  Jearnaf,  under  date  32nd  July,  183a  {stftcr  Sorter  had 
been  completed),  he  writes  :  "  As  yet  I  have  never  ri«n  into 
the  region  of  Creation  :  am  1  approaching  it  ? " 

Fufthcrmore,  Bluminc  seems  to  be  the  i>ortrait  of  one 
separate  and  distinct  individual,  not  an  antftcial  combination 
of  characteristics  selected  from  various  models.  Carlyle 
discredited  and  ridiciJed  the  notion  thic  "The  artist  eel/nlt 
beauties  and  Mmtlna  them ;  a  bright  eye  from  this,  a  lair 
round  chin  from  that ;  2  taper  form  from  the  other,  and  so 
makes  up  his  Venus."  In  that  way,  he  believed,  you  might 
make  a  bed-quiit^  a  hearthrug,  a  pot  of  Scotch  broth,  a 
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p]um-pu<iding]  hut  not  s  work  of  art,  x  thing  that  »  to  Ihi* 
and  give  life.  Blumine  ha^  already  lived  some  years,  and 
still  grows  in  favour  :  it  will  be  long  before  she  ceases  to 
live,  and  interest,  itistmct  and  delight  youths  and  maidens 
and  even  their  elders. 

The  fair  maiden  who  was  the  Original  of  Blumine, — the 
iiidiviJiutl  who  tat  for  her  portrait, — must  have  been  vcrjr 
vividly  present  to  Carlylc's  mind  and  heart,  when  he  was 
portraying  the  Rose-goddcM  in  1831.  It  is  dttEcuIt  to 
believe  chat  Carlylc,  living  ai  Craigcnputtock,  mo&tly  alone 
with  his  young  Wife,  on  terms  of  mutual  love,  entire  trust, 
and  in  perfect  domestic  felicity,  would  have  passed  by  his 
"own  Egeria,"  "the  ideal  beauty  of  hii  mind,"  "the  sole 
being  he  had  ever  truly  loved,"  and  have  promoted  another 
lady  (with  whom  he  had  once  had  "some  acquaintance," 
and  who  had  ceased  to  "hang  in  his  fancy,"  even  "on  the 
usual  romantic  terms,"  some  ten  years  before)  to  the  high 
distinction  and  honour  of  being  the  Iieroine  of  5<»rfor  Rf 
tamu.  And  what  would  the  young  Wife  have  thought 
and  said,  on  hearing  her  Husband  confess,  as  Carlylc  docs  ia 
furfor,  that  he  had  "frantically"  loved  another  than  herself 
and  could  "  love  but  anct "  ?  Who  knows  ?  But  every  one 
knows  that  celebrating  the  charms  and  singing  the  praises 
of  any  other  lady,  however  elixiuently  done,  would  not  have 
won  from  Mrs.  Carlylc,  the  "First  Patroness  of  this  Book, 
R»in»t  the  whole  world  once,"  the  emphatic  laudation, 
"It  is  a  work  of  genius,  Dear." 

Was  Blumine  s  "  real  name  Flora,  then  ?  **  Echo 
answers  with  no  uncertain  sound,  "  Yes,  Flora,  the  Flower 
of  Haddington  Jane  Baillic  Welsh  I " 


Note  Three 

EDWARD  IRVING  AND  JANE  WELSH 

In  181 1  when  Edward  living  was  Schoolmaster  in 
Haddington,  he  was  employed  hy  Dr.  WeUh  to  gire 
private  lessons  to  bis  little  l^aughter  Jcaiinie,  then  aged 
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At  that  time  Irving  wss  nuietccn,— nearly  twice  his 
Pupil's  age. 

Irving  bjr  all  accounts,  was  then  a  clever,  dashing,  and 
rather  handsome  youth  ;  and  the  uprightly,  ambitious  and 
pretty  tittle  Jeannic  miut  h&vc  found  much  to  admire  in 
him.  Indeed,  she  did  admire  him,  and  not  only  that, — she 
loved  him  "  pasiionately,"  according  to  her  own  confefsion. 
This,  however,  was  not  the  first  time  she  had  fallen  in 
love ;  for  the  has  told  us  that  her  FirM-Iove  occurred  a  year 
or  more  before  this  date,  when  she  was  only  nine  years  of 
age.  This  really  First-love,  if  not  by  herself  called  "pas- 
sionate," was  deep,  overpowering,  transcendent  and  never 
to  be  forgotten.  But  sJas  I  her  love  was  not  returned : 
its  object,  Master  Sc  holey,  the  Artillery  Boy,  did  not 
reipond ;  his  regiment  moved  on  10  other  quarters,  and 
little  Jcannie  wa.\  left  lamenting.* 

Whether  Irving  responded  or  not  will  appear,  perhaps,  in 
the  sequel.  It  is  to  be  hoped  he  did  not.  For  he  too  "  moved 
on," — to  the  Mastership  of  a  School  at  Kirkcaldy,  in  the 
summer  of  iSi2.  He  had  been  here  only  a  few  months 
when  he  fell  in  love  with  the  Minister's  Daughter,  Mis 
Isabella  Martin;  and  in  due  cmir«  "asked  her  Father,'* 
was  accepted,  and  the  lovers  became  openly  and  formally 
engaged. 

Jeannie,  on  the  other  hand,  fell  in  love  with  George 
Rennie;  and  he,  as  she  says  herself,  became  her  fiand. 
This  was  Miss  Welsh's  most  serious  lovc-afiair  down  to 
the  time  of  her  lirst  meeting  with  Carlyle.  But  in  the 
Spring  of  1822,  George  went  abroad  to  study  Art,  hcing 
not  heir  but  only  cadet  of  Phania»ie,  and  he  and  Miss 
WcUb  did  not  meet  again  until  long  years  afterwards. 
Carlyle  says  in  his  Rtminhctncfs :  "The  most  serious- 
looking  of  these  [love]  aflain  was  that  of  George  Rennie." 
Miss  Welsh  calh  George  a  *'  faithless  lover"  ;  but  in  timr 
she  completely  forgave  him,  and  nursed  and  watched  over 
him  during  his  last  illness,^ 

As  to  Edward  Irving  and  Miss  Welsh,  they  did  not  meet 


'  See  ■'  The  limptc  Story  of  oiy  own  Firii-love."  in 
MemoiUli."  bi.  4S-57. 
*  "  Reminlscfncet."  1. 70. 
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again  antii  aficr  Inring  had  left  KirkoUdjr,  vhkh  he  did 
towards  the  end  of  Novtmber,  iSiS.  Mrs.  Oliptumt  telk 
a  story  of  their  "meeting  once  more"  at  some  friend's 
house  in  Edinburgh,  when  Irving  "found  hcT  a  bcautihil 
and  vivitcioiis  gtil,  with  aji  aCectionate  recollection  of  her 
old  master,"  but  he  was  nevertheless  piqued  at  hearing  ber 
«pen)c  in  term*  of  prai'.c  of  Mime  other  gentleman,  and  then 
apologised,  &cc.^  The  exact  date  of  this  meeting  is  not 
given,  nor  the  name  of  die  favourite  gencleman.  It 
happened,  however,  some  time  earljr  in  i8ig,  when  Irving, 
like  Carlylc,  was  living  in  Edinburgh,  attending  classes  at 
the  College,  and  looking  about  for  a  career  other  than 
pedagi^y ;  and  it  is  jusi  possible  that  the  gentleman  who 
was  the  subject  of  Misa  'Wclsli's  praise  was  George 
Rcnnie. 

The  next  meeting  between  Irving  and  Miss  Welsh,  of 
which  there  is  any  record,  was  the  memorable  one  when 
Irving  took  Carlylc  out  to  Huddington  to  introduce  him  to 
Mi<s  Welsh,  in  the  end  of  Mny,  1821.  Irving,  who  wai 
by  this  time  Assistant  to  Dr.  Chalmers  in  Gtai-gow,'  was  in 
Edinbur|>h  for  the  nonce  attending  the  General  AssemUy 
of  the  Oiurch  of  Scotland,  which  is  held  annually  in  the 
latter  half  of  May.  It  is  quite  likely  that  Carfylc  and 
Irving  attended  the  Assembly  together  on  at  least  one 
occasion  this  year;  and  it  is  possible  that  Mrs.  Welsh  and 
her  Daughter  (who  were  in  the  habit  of  coming  in  to  Town 
during;  the  Assembly  Meetings  to  hear  the  Theological 
great  guns)  were  also  present ;  and  even  that  IrvinK  poinied 
them  out  to  Carlylc  as  people  whom  he  knew.  (In  Saror 
Carlyle  speaks  of  TeufeUdrockh's  having  seen  Bluminc  tn 
public  places  before  he  had  been  introduced  to  her.  Aoi 
in  the  RtminiKtJuii,  ii.  48,  speaking  of  the  Tour  with 
Irving,  &c.,  in  1817,  he  says  :  '*Hfr  [lane  WcLsh^  pro* 
bably,  at  that  time  I  had  still  ne\'er  seen.  )  However  tiat 
may  be,  Irving,  whether  of  hi»  own  volition  or  at  Caxlrle^ 
expressed  wish,  had  asked  and  obtained  penntss.ion  to  bring 
him  out  to  call  on  the  Welshes, 

So  the  two  young  men  set  off  from  Edinburgh  on  "a 

»  ••  Life  *r  Edwsrd  In-be."  i.  85  (skI  Editien). 
'  Irring  Lcgui  duly  thae  in  Scptenbet,  tSij. 
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sunny  summer  sftcrnoon,"  to  walk  to  HaJdington,  fully 
sixteen  miles.  They  took  up  tlieir  cjuarters  in  the  George 
Inn,  and  called  on  Mn.  Welsh,  more  than  once  dunng  their 
Stay  "of  three  or  four  days"  in  Haddington.  The  date  of 
this  important  meeting  is  difficult  to  fix  vith  absolute  accu- 
racy :  but  Carlyle's  Letters  sJiow  that  he  and  Irving  re- 
turned from  Haddington  on  ** Thursday  the  31st  of  May." 
In  the  Rfmin'tKencii  he  also  says  that  Irving  wa»  to  preach 
in  the  Town  on  this  occasion.  Therefore  the  diitc  may 
with  at  least  3  near  approach  to  certaiaty  be  assumed  to  be 
Saturday,  26th  May,  l82t. 

Ic  is  clear  from  what  Carlylc  says  in  his  Remirasceacts  that 
the  too  much-msde-of  Love  affair  between  Irving  and  Miss 
Welsh  was  "off"  for  good  before  May,  1S21.  *'I  think," 
says  Carlyle,  **  there  had  been  before  this,  on  Irvinp's  own 
part  some  movements  of  negotiation  over  to  (Cirlccaldj'  for 
r/Iease  there,"  that  is  from  his  engagement  to  Miss  Martin. 
Then  Carlyle  adds :  "  He  [Irving]  seemed  to  be  quite  com- 
posed upon  the  matter  by  this  time."  *  Carlyle  relates  that 
after  their  first  call  on  the  Wclshcf,  and  after  having  re- 
tired  to  their  respective  beds  in  a  room  of  the  George  Inn, 
Irving  said  jocosely  to  him:  "What  would  you  take  to 
marry  Miss  Augusta,  now  I "  Carlylc  answered,  "  Mot  for 
an  entire  and  perfect  chrysolite  the  size  of  this  terraqueous 
Globe!"  "And  what  would  you  take  to  marry  Miss 
Jcannie,  think  you?"  "Hah,"  answered  Carlyle,  "I 
should  not  be  so  hard  Co  deal  with  there  I  should  imnginc." 
Then  Carlyle  continues:  "Upon  which  another  bit  of 
laugh  from  Irving  ;  and  we  went  composedly  to  sleep.  I 
was  supremely  dyspeptic  and  out  of  health,  during  those 
three  or  four  days  ;  but  they  were  the  beginning  of  a  new 
life  tome."' 

Carlyle  and  Irving  were  therefore  never  "rivals**  for 
Mtn  WeKh's  hand.  They  were  the  best  and  closest  of 
friends ;  and  had  **  no  secrets  from  one  another."  Carlyle 
Bays,  writing  of  Irving  in  1866:  "From  the  first  we 
honestly  liked  one  another,  and  grew  intimate ;  nor  was 
there  ever^  while  we   both  lived,  any  cloud  or  gntdgc 

'  *'  Rfmim'icencct,"  ii,  86. 
■  Ibid.,  ii.  87. 
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between  us,  or  an  interruption  of  our  feeluin  (or  a  day  or 

hour." ' 

As  Carlyle  and  In-ing  were  hoth  fintife  and  open  and  on 
the  kindlicsl  tcnns  with  each  other,  it  is  pcitcctly  clear  that 
they  both  knew  on  what  footing  they  respectively  stood  m 
regard  to  Miss  Welsh ;  and  bad  Iniag  sought  bcr  hand  or 
interfered  in  any  way  to  the  prejudice  of  Carlyle  a/i^  he 
had  iiiiToduccd  him  to  Miss  Welsh,  it  could  hardly  have 
failed  to  produce  both  a  "cloud*'  and  3  "grudge"  between 
the  two  young  men. 

The  evidence  (sucb  as  it  is)  of  Irvine's  inconstancy  to 
his  long-afltanced  brtdc  rests  partly  on  Miss  Welsh's  won), 
and  partly  on  what  interpretation  ought  to  be  given  to 
certain  rather  equivocal  sentence*^  or  (ntctions  of  sentences, 
which  remain  on  the  back  of  a  Sonnet  addressed  by  Irvine 
to  Mi&<;  Welsh.  Had  the  Sonnet  been  dated  it  vrauld 
cither  have  effectively  cleared  Irvine's  giwdnamc  from  even 
the  suspicion  of  anything  like  disloyalty  to  his  friend  Car- 
lyle, or  else  tt  would  have  proved  him  guilty.  For  tbb 
reason  it  is  worth  a  little  effort  to  try  to  fix  the  dale  of  the 
Sonnet;  which  is  alio  clearly  that  of  Ining's  alleged 
anempt  at  relctse  from  Miss  Martin. 

Irving's  Sonnet  is  entitled  "To  a  Lock  of  my  Lady*s 
Hair,  which  reached  me  through  hairbreadth  'scapes." 
Five  or  six  lines  of  it  read  thus : — 


"  Thy  journey  at  ft  roynge  o'er  the  Main 
Hath  bees  advcrn'roua ;  thou  wcrt  cas\  amy 
'Moogst  vulgar  hinds  :  and  there  unknown  tutd^t  lain, 
not  thnt  the  Queen  of  Lava  who  watched  thy  vaf 
Di<l  |iii)'  mc  And  lafcly  (hee  convey 
Here  to  my  bosom  °  &c.  &c. 


J 


The  "Lock"  in  question  had  evidently  been  sent  to 
Irving  (moft  likely  in  s  Letter),  and  as  the  title  as  well  as 
the  above  cited  lines  &how,  there  had  been  delay  and  risk 
run  before  the  Lock  had  reached  Irving's  hands.  Had 
Irving  been  at  home — any  fixed  home — it  is  improbable 
that  there  would  have  been  any  unuSual  risk  or  delay  in 
thedclivcry.  But  in  18191  and  again  *"  1820^  Irving  w» 
holidaying  and  touring  from  place  to  place  in  Irelaiu^  and 
■  "  Bcminitccnoci,"  Ji.  3;. 
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hud, 


ibic 


getting  hold  of  his  Lett 


I  said,  much  trout 
He  was  never  out  of  Great  Britain  except  on  these  two 
occasions.  Therefore  it  it  at  Ica^t  highly  probable  that  the 
date  of  the  Sonnet  is  cither  1819  or  1820.  Either  date 
would  perfectly  agree  with  Carlylc's  statement  that  Irving 
"seemed  to  be  quite  composed  upon  the  matter  by  this 
time,"  May»  1821. 

As  to  tlic  Sonnet  itielf,  it  was  written  on  n  page  of  the 
Letter  sent  in  acknowledgment  of  the  Lock  of  hair.  Misa 
Welsh  had  cut  out  the  Sonnet,  and  destroyed  the  rest  of  the 
Letter;  but  on  the  backofthepiece  of  paper  thus  preserved 
tlicrc  remain  aoiac  lines  of  the  Letter.  These  arc  incom- 
plete, being  cut  away  at  each  end  (the  lines  of  the  Sonnet 
being  shorter  than  those  of  the  Letter).  Two  of  these 
broken  lines  read  as  follow  : — 

"  I  have  resolved  neither  to  sec  Isabelbi  nor  her  &lher 
before  I" 

"  cannot  brook  the  sight  of  either  until  this  be  explained 
and  until  * 

These  have  been  undcrttood  to  imply  that  Irving  had 
deserted,  or  was  about  to  desert,  his  fianUe  Miss  Martin. 
Thi>  is  not  an  unreasonable  surmise;  nnd  yet  it  may  not 
be  the  correct  one.  These  lines  may  be  »kcn  to  imply 
nothing  more  than  a  "Lovers'-^uarrcl,"  arising  out  of  some 
misunderstanding.  Such  quarrels  often  occur  in  even  the 
best-conducted  courtships ;  but  it  is  an  old  and  true  adage 
that  "The  quarrels  of  lovers  but  renew  their  love."  It 
seems  to  have  been  so  in  Irving's  case;  the  explanation 
which  be  required  wa«  doubtless  received,  and  all  went 
smoothly  afterwards. 

Irving,  who  was  certainly  not  the  most  discreet  of  Letter- 
writers  at  any  time,  appears  in  this  Sonnet-Letter  to  have 
taken  his  old  friend  and  pupil,  Miss  Welsh,  into  his  con- 
fidence regarding  the  Lovers' -quarrel,  and  in  the  smart  of 
the  moment,  to  have  complained  to  Iier  of  liAbclla  and 
her  Father.'     What  counsel  Miss  Welsh  gave  htm  in  her 

'  It  may  well  be  thai  the  Rev,  Mr.  Mailin  had  iriitwn  to  Irving  remind- 
ing him  that  he  kxd  now  been  engageii  tn  Min  ^tlatliii  for  teven  or  ei(tht 
yeut.  thul  he  wts  tiivw  in  a  pMitiuo  lu  ru»ii]r,  ihit  it  wu  full  time  he 
■]i(n]ld"(}fcbr«  his  intmcioDi,"  &c.,  and  ttiit  lliis  led  to  tke  lemporaiy 
minwdcisUiuiitii;. 
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reply  can  never  now  be  known  :  for  her  Letters  to  Irving 
have  not  been  preserved.  She  may  h^vc  given  him  good 
and  wise  advice  j  recommended  him  to  be  patient  and  for- 
giving ;  and  to  remain  true  to  his  fianc^t.  If  jhe  did  this, 
it  would  explain  what  she  meant  in  telling  Carlylc,  when 
she  was  ur^cd  into  the  confosional  by  Mrs.  Monta;^ 
many  yeara  afterwards,  that  she  '*had  persuaded  "  Irving 
"to  marry"  Miss  Martin  "and  preserve  his  honour  from 
rcproacli. 

That  Irving  ever  regretted  or  had  the  slightctt  cause  to 
regret  his  engagement  and  ultimate  marriage  with  Miss 
Martin,  is  entirely  without  proof.  MrSi  Olipbant  gives 
no  hint  of  it  (  she  describes  Irving  and  his  "dear  ItuibeUa  " 
as  being  at  all  times  perfectly  happy  and  contented  with 
each  other,  and  as  going  along  life's  journey,  loving, 
trusting  and  esteeming  each  other  to  the  very  end.  And 
Mrs.  Oliphant  was  a  conscientious  trustworthy  Bio- 
grapher, well-qualified  to  know  the  truth,  and  diipoced  to 
tcli  it  without  admixrurc  of  Mzniaiiona!  ronuncc.  Here  ta 
what  she  says  of  Mrs.  Irving's  character  and  her  husband's 
confidence  in  it :  "She stood  by  her  husband  bravely  through 
every  vicissitude  of  life ;  was  so  thorough  a  companion  to 
him, that  he  confided  to  her  in  detail^ all  the  thoughts  which 
occupied  him,  as  will  be  seen  in  after  letters  ;  received  his 
entire  trust  and  confidence,  piously  laid  him  in  his  grave, 
brought  up  hi«  children,  and  lived  for  half  of  her  life  a  widow 
indeed}  in  the  exercise  of  all  womanly  sod  Christian 
virrue*."'  She  was  wiihal  a  "  Daughter  of  the  Manse  "; 
of  a  religious  tuture ;  well-fitted  by  education,  by  precept 
and  example,  for  discharging  the  manifold  and  often  trying 
duties  of  a  Clergyman's  Wife. 

Miss  Welsh's  confe<&ion  that  she  had  "onrr  loved  Irving 
pa»>ioiiatcly "  rcc^uircs  to  be  taken  with  some  degree  of 
caution,  and  especially  to  be  considered  in  connection  with 
her  other  statements  about  her  "lovers."  In  her  sportive, 
teasing,  exaggerative  language  on  this  subject,  their  number 
was  legion  :  the  Artillery  Boy,  George  Rcnnic,  the  Farmer's 
Son  at  Closeburn,  the  Steamboat  Colonel,  the  Artist 
Benjamin  B.,  Dr.  Fyffe,  the  Boy  Dugald  G.,  the  stammcr- 
i  "Lifc  of  Edward  lrvinc"i-  l?8- 
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Tng  Englishman,  her  Second  Coiuin  at  Leeds,  Captain 
James  BailHc  the  Lancer.  All  thcH!  and  many  more  are 
(uanfaalkd  9s  "  lover*,'* — some  of  tbem  being  ardently  loved 
in  return — for  a  while  ;  but  in  the  end  they  all  proved 
objectionable  and  were  discarded,  or  themselves  escaped. 

Irving,  too,  on  further  scquaiiitatice,  proved  unsativfitctory. 
Miss  VVcIsh^i  love  for  him  was  a  mere  girlish  fiiiicy,  of 
which  she  was  afterwards  the  reverse  of  proud  :  "What 
an  idiot  I  was  ever  to  think  that  man  &o  estimable  I  But 
I  am  done  with  bis  Preachcrship  now  and  forever,"  she 
wrote  to  Carlvle  in  May,  1834.  And  even  at  the  time 
when  Irving  ts  said  to  nave  been  "s  constant  visitor  st 
Haddington, '  hi»  influence  over  Miw  Welsh  and  her 
appreciation  of  him  evidently  amounted  to  very  little. 
For  in  her  Letter  of  iith  November,  1822,  wic  tell« 
Carlylc:  "When  you  »w  me  for  the  first  time  [May, 
1831]  I  was  wretched  beyond  description:  grief  at  the 
loss  of  the  only  being  fher  Father]  I  ever  loved  with  my 
whole  soul  had  weakened  my  body  and  mind;  distraction 
of  various  kind*  hiid  relaxed  my  h;ibil»  of  industry  ;  I  h;ul 
no  counsellor  that  could  direct  mc,  no  friend  that  tuidcr- 
stood  mt ;  the  polc-»tar  of  my  life  was  lost,  and  ihe  world 
looked  a  dreary  blank.  Without  plan,  hope  or  aim  I  had 
lived  two  years  when  my  good  Angel  sent  you  hither." ' 

If  Edward  Irvinj;  was  a  constant  visitor  during  these  two 
yean)  (1S10-1S31),  it  miut  be  allowed  he  did  not  count 
for  much  in  Miss  Welsh's  estimation.  He  is  not  even 
enumerated  in  Miw  WdshV  li«  of  "lover*,"  which  is 
given  with  minute  detail  in  her  Letter  to  Mis»  Eliza  Siodart, 
of  date  "end  of  1821  or  beginning  of  182J."'  A»  was  to 
be  expected,  George  Rcnnic's  name  heads  the  list ;  then 
fbliow  "James  Aitkcn,"  "Robert  MacTurk,"  "James 
Baird,"  "Robby  Ajigus."  The  Letter  concludes  witJi  the 
following  reference  to  George  Rcnnic,  which  sJiows  that 
he  had  been,  and  perhaps  still  wa»,  the  chief  object  of  her 
affection  in  tliose  years  :  "  Oh  I  wretch  1  I  wisli  I  couhl 
bate  him,  but  I  cannot ;  I  despise  him,  but  1  do  not  hate 
him  i  and  when  Friday  comes  I  always  think  how  ncatl/ 

>  S«  ante.  Letiet  No.  JO. 

•  "  Eaily  Lctt«M  ofjtac  Wetih  Culjrlc,"  pp.  a»-j6. 
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I  used  to  be  dressed,  and  sometimes  I  give  my  hair  an 
atiditiona]  brush  tmd  put  on  n  clean  frill,  just  from  babtc 
Oh  1  the  Devil  take  him  I  he  has  wasted  all  the  affections 
of  my  poor  heart,  and  now  there  is  not  the  vc^tigc  of  a  flirt 
about  me."  This  seems  to  prove  ihat  Irving  wjis  nothing 
more  to  Miss  Welsh  during  those  years  than  an  ordinary 
friend  or  acqiuimance.  He  went  to  London  in  December, 
1821,  and  she  saw  very  little  of  him  after  that.  He  it 
mentioned  for  the  first  time  in  the  Early  Lftters  ef  Jant 
JVehh  Carlyle,  in  one  dated  3rd  of  March,  1822,  and 
is  there  the  object  of  a  rather  questionable  compliment, 
thus:  "Mr.  Ir%'ing  is  making  a  horrible  noise  in  London, 
where  he  has  got  a  Church.  He  tells  mc  in  his  last,*  that 
his  head  is  quite  turned  with  the  admiration  he  has  received, 
and  I  quite  believe  Iiim." 

All  this  corroborates  and  confirms  Carlyle's  statement 
above  quutcd,  that  "The  most  serious-looking  of  thc»e 
affiiirs  was  that  of  Gi-orgc  Rcnnic." 

Beyond  Miss  WcUh's  confession  that  she  had  **  $mt 
loved  "  Irving  "passionately,"  there  is  linle  or  nothing  to 
show  that  she  cared  much  for  him  or  esteemed  him  highly, 
but  much,very  murhjof  a  quite  opposite  character,  as  tbo«e 
who  have  read  her  Letters  to  Carlyle  well  know.  It  may 
be  not«i  that  she  underlines  the  word  "once,"  by  which 
&he  probably  means  Cartylc  to  understand  that  her  love  for 
Irving  wascichcr  of  short  duration  or  that  it  existed  a  rery 
long  time  ago.  When  she  arrived  at  the  years  of  dtscretion 
her  opinion  of  Irving  had  undergone  a  considerable  change; 
and  it  is  all  too  likely  that  a  union  for  life  with  him  would 
have  proved  most  unfortunate  for  both  of  ihcin.  There 
could  scarcely  have  been  found  in  the  whole  world  two 
people  more  diverse  in  character,  temperament,  dtspositioo, 
aim  in  life,  interests,  pursuits,  and,  in  a  word,  all  that  goet 
to  make  what  is  called  a  "suitable  match,"  than  Edward 
Irving  and  Jane  Welsh.  Mrs.  Montagu,  who  knew  them 
both,  and  was  a  keen  observer  and  good  judge  of  character, 

1  ThXci  9t1i  PtbruKrr.  tSli.  anil  primed  in  fwU  in  "  life  of  B4«Md 
Irving,"  i.  1 34-4.  The  Lcller  wm  wrillcn  (rum  fail  lodging  tn  GbuBOWf 
he  did  not  wrile  M  >ll  M  Mim  Welth  durine  the  lime  of  hu  fim  v|3(  t» 
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experienced  nuitron  with  a  plentiful  supply  of  worldly 
wi&dum,  has  put  it  on  record  tlut  she  thought  them 
eminently  unsuitcd  to  each  other.  In  1825,  while  labour- 
ing under  the  absurd  mistake  that  Mm  WcUh  was  then 
still  pining  for  Irving,  Mrs.  Montagu  wrote  to  Carlyle 
( joth  May) :  "  If  Miss  Welsh  were  to  p»s  one  week 
with  mc,  she  might  be  satisfied  that  to  be  Irving'*  Wife, 
would  (to  a  spirit  of  her  tone)  be  entire  and  unmixcil 
misery  ;  they  are  not  the  least  fitted  to  each  other."  To 
which  it  may  be  added,  without  fear  of  contradiction,  that 
Miss  Welsh  was  itot  the  least  Attcd  for  being  a  Clergrman's 
Wife. 

Tlie  romantic  story  of  Irving  and  Miss  Welsh  being 
disappointed,  brokcn-ncaited,  thw:irtcd  lovers,  ts  not  re- 
concilable with  fact,  and  can  be  believed  onhi  by  those 
who  arc  unaccjuainicd  with  the  true  story  of  the  sffair. 
Had  George  Rennie's  name  been  substituted  for  Irving's, 
a  far  more  credible  story  might  have  been  made  of  it :  for 
Mrs.  Cxrlyle  has  herself  admitted  that  George  Rcnnic  was 
once  actually  ter  punci;^  and  her  early  Letters  to  Miss 
Stodirt  clearly  prove  that  he  was  her  most  highly  favoured 
lover  until  about  the  time  of  Carlyle'ii  appearance  on  the 
scene.  Dut  with  Rcnnic  for  hero  in  place  of  Irving  the 
romance  would  have  lott  most  of  its  sensational  clement ; 
for  Rennic  never  became  celebrated  like  Irving,  nor  was 
be  Carlylc's  personal  friend, and  so  the  interest  and  piquancy 
of  the  situation  would  have  been  sacrificed  for  the  sake  of 
truth. 

The  Irving-Welsh  romance,  as  related  by  Carlyle's 
Biographer,  is  the  reverse  of  creditable  to  either  Irving 
or  Miss  Welsh.  It  would  have  been  unpardonable  in 
Irving  to  forsake  Miss  Martin,  to  whom  he  had  been 
engaged  for  seven  or  eight  years,  at  the  least,  for  no  fault 
of  hers,  but  just  because  nc  had  fotind  another  young 
lady  who  he  thought  would  suit  him  better  I  A  format 
engagement,  especially  one  of  such  long  duration,  well* 
known  all  along  to  the  friends  and  acquaintances  of  the 
contracting  parties,  is  scarcely  less  sacred  than  a  marriage. 
Happily  for  Irving's  good  name,  there  is  no  positive  proof, 

>  "  New  Letters  and  MemorJalt,"  ii.  97. 


410 


APPENDIX  B 


no  probability  even,  that  he  seriously  attempted  to  break  fait 
engsgement  ;  ar  the  wont^  it  is  only  doubtful,  and  Irving 
ought  in  Witness  to  have  tlie  benc/it  of  the  doubt. 

The  on\y  basts  the  stoiy  hm  is  to  be  found  in  Irving*) 
florid,  exuberant  and  extra^ngant  Lctrcrs  to  Miss  Welsh, 
and  her  confession  to  Carlylc  that  she  had  once  loved  irving 
passionately.  But  Mi»s  Wckh  had  so  many  lovers  I  and 
had  nticd  the  crj-  of  Wolf  so  often  when  there  was  rcaOy 
not  the  least  sign  of  danger,  that  one  may  be  excused  for 
douhting  the  reality  of  the  danger  in  this  particular  cate. 
She  loved  the  Artillery  Boy,  Master  Scholcy,  v-itlx  a  paisj'oa 
such  a«  words  cannot  express;  and  iJie  gave  to  the  Boy'i 
Mother  her  most  precious  possession  in  the  hope  of  obtaining, 
not  tlie  Boy  himself,  but  only  the  loan  of  his  Fonrait  1 
Then  George Rcnnic  was  her yfaW  ;  and  for  thc^Gallant 
Artist,  Benjamin  B.,"  she  tells  both  Eliza  Siodart  and 
Carlyle  tluit,  "to  have  met  hi'in  eye  to  eve  and  soul  to  s-oul, 
I  would  have  swam  across  the  iivcr  [Niih]  at  the  risk  of 
being  dosed  with  water-gruel  for  a  month  to  come.**  AJid 
10  w  ith  a  whole  host  of  other  **  lovers." 

Then  as  to  Irving's  love  for  Miss  WcUh,  there  is  no 
trustworthy  evidence  that  it  was  ever  real  and  deep.  His 
letters  to  her  arc  so  extravagant  and  high-ilowi),  that  no 
dependence  can  be  sat'cly  placed  on  thctn  as  expressions 
of  his  real  feelings.  From  his  I^ctterS  to  Carlyle  about 
Margaret  Gordon,  one  would  judge  that  he  loved  /ur  fu 
better  than  Miss  WeUh.  For,  after  parting  from  Margaret 
Gordon,  he  wrote  to  CarIy!c(ioth  of  July,  1820}:  "With 
great  gallantry  &hc  [M:irgaret]  committed  herself  to  my 
escort  through  the  Hii;hlands  .  .  ,  sucli  another  scene  of 
heart-content  I  shall  never  paK  again:  the  brief  time  of  it 
lies  in  my  mind  like  a  hallowed  nnctuary  in  a  desert,  or 
like  a  piece  of  enchanted  ground  in  a  wilderness.  Truly, 
it  never  strikes  mc  to  mingle  with  it  the  times  which  went 
before,  or  the  limes  which  have  come  after:  it  would  seem 
a  sort  of  sacrilege  to  the  Powers  which  breathed  over 
it  such  delight."  Evidently  Itving  forgot  all  about  Mix 
Welsh  when  he  was  in  the  presence  of  Miss  Gordon. 
The  fact  is  tliat  Irving  made  it  his  boast  T«  /«'*  rtxrjio^. 
In  presenting  a  copy  of  his  Rest  Book,  he  clearly  states  in 
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the  iMCription  that  he  loves  Mrs.  Welsh  "no  Ic»"  tJian 
he  iove«  Mi»  Welsh !  In  hf«  Lerten  he  writes  with 
exuberant  gratitude  of  what  he  owes  to  Mrs.  Welsh's 
kindiiesi  and  ho<.pita]icy ;  Mrs.  Mariit)  he  declares  to  be 
"  her  to  whom,  of  matrons,  1  owe  the  most  after  ber  who 
gave  me  birth";  and  of  Mrs.  Martin's  home  he  writes: 
**  The  greater  part  of  that  which  i*  soothing  and  agreeable 
in  the  experiences  of  my  last  six  veats  ia  auociwcd  with 
your  hospitable  house  and  deltehtful  family."'  If  Irving 
had  the  grace  to  love  Miu  Welsh  when  he  was  in  her 
company,  it  would  appear  he  had  al»o  the  '^talent  of 
fofgctting"  nearly  all  about  her  when  she  was  absent  from 
his  sight.  During  all  the  time  of  bis  first  visit  to  Ix>ndon, 
which  lasted  from  the  bc);inning  of  December,  1821,  till 
near  the  end  of  January  following,  he  never  wrote  her 
a  single  liiie  ;  and  the  few  Letters  he  wrote  to  bcr  after 
thi&,  arc  filled  with  apologies  for  not  writing  to  her. 

If  Irving  at  an  earlier  dale  than  May,  1821,  made  love  to 
Miss  Welsh  with  a  view  to  marriage,  of  which  there  is  no 
proof,  it  is  made  perfectly  clear  by  his  Letters,  that  all 
efforts  in  this  direction  were  entirely  abandoned  from  and 
after  the  time  when  he  introduced  Carlyle  to  her.  His 
Letters  after  this  are  simply  those  of  a  friend, — a  friend  of 
the  family, — her  old  Tutor,  her  constant  »piritual  adviser. 
There  is  not  a  word  of  "  love-making  "  in  any  one  of  them. 

For  the  sake  of  truth,  and  in  justice  to  living's  good 
name,  arvd  also  to  Miss  Welsh's,  it  may  be  excusable  to 
cite  a  few  passages  from  his  Letters  to  her,  since  Carlylc's 
Biographer  has  used  them  with  great  freedom.  We  cite 
from  the  sinie  collection  that  Mr.  Froude  used  ;  but  we 
cite  correctly,  and  give  the  proper  dates.  No  commentary 
is  necessary ;  it  can  easily  be  supplied  by  any  intcJIicent 
reader.  The  subject,  though  not  particularly  inicrtsiing 
in  itself,  is  nevertheless  of  some  importance  to  students 
of  Carlylc's  life,  because  this  Irving-Welsh  rotnancc  has 
served  to  render  more  credible  Mr.  Freude's  contention 
that  Carlyle  and  Miss  Welsh  never  truly  loved  each  other : 
the  affections  of  the  one  were  wasted  on  Margaret  Gordon  ; 
those  of  the  other  on  Kdward  Irving  ! 

>  '■  life  of  tiwui  Itriag."  L  89. 
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The  earliest  of  these  Letters  is  one  written  from  kis 
lodgings  in  GUsgaw,  soon  after  he  and  Carlvic  had  nuwic 
their  nm  call  together  on  Mrs.  Welsh  at  Haadington.  It 
runs  as  follows : — 

•■jt,  Kb«t  SntBBT,  Glasgow,  5/i  Junt,  iSai. 

**  My  DCaR  ]AtiZ,—^  .  .  I  nay  speak  out  the  sense  I  fed 
of  your  Mother's  treatment  of  my  Friend  and  my»clf ;  it 
was  so  kind  and  so  far  from  the  restraints  and  affectatiom 
of  ordinary  intercourse.  I  wish  both  of  us  were  of  that 
ranlc  and  consideration  in  the  world,  which  could  make  our 
acquaintance  as  creditable  before  the  world  as  wc  hare 
found  without  any  of  these  vulgar  recommendations  it  was 
welcome  in  your  eyes.  But  the  time  perhaps  is  coming  in 
the  good  dispensations  of  Providence  when  wc  sliitl  jjct  an 
cstabliihmcnt  among  the  good  comfortable  conditions  » 
well  as  the  vain  and  empty  opinions  of  men.  Meanwhile 
I  daresay  you  mutt  be  content  with  the  old  commonplace 
returns  of  gratitude  for  the  present  and  protcsutions  for 
the  future.  .  .  .  You  see  I  will  be  speaking  with  the 
Urge  licence  of  a  Tutor,  or  with  the  grave  ceremony  of  a 
Clerical  Gallant.  The  truth  is  I  am  not  skilled,  ss  I  have 
not  been  accustomed,  to  rcud  myself  to  a  lady  \  and  so  you 
see  I  blunder  now  upon  the  one  side  and  now  upon  the 
other.  And  I  know  your  eye  is  as  quick  to  discern,  as 
your  heart  is  set  to  abhor  the  poor  wight  who  has  recourse 
to  scniimcni,  the  only  recourse  which  he  has  in  cases  of 
Such  excccdinB  nicety. 

"This  [new]  page,  my  accomplished  pupil,  shall  be 
devoted  to  a  more  serious  strain.  ...  I  pray  you,  my 
dear  fiicnd,  not  to  put  religion  away  from  you  with  that 
unconcern  or  slight  consideration  which  the  multitude 
do.  .  .  .  Study  it  with  half  the  intensity  you  have  studied 
fiitcraturc,  practise  it  with  half  the  diligence,  and  if  there 
flow  not  in  upon  your  spirit  a  gust  of  new  nature,  and 
come  not  forth  an  efflorescence  of  new  fruiifulncss,  then  do 
1  consent  that  you  shall  give  it  up  forever.  .  .  . 

**  My  warmest  affection  I  offer  to  your  Mother,  and  my 
services  to  the  last  of  my  ability.  Again  I  >av,  if  I  were  a 
man  of  might,  I  would  feel  more  liberty  in  offering  tbcfo  ; 
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but  as  I  un,  with  mv  Maker's  natural  giTtt  and  with  ibe 
desire  to  possess  my  Kcdccmcr's  graces,  I  offer  myself,  to 
you  both,  as  a  most  esteeming  friend  mmt  zealous  to  make 
up  by  counsel  and  otherwise  that  noblc-miiidcd  Guardian 
whom  it  hath  pleased  our  Heavenly  Father  to  remove  from 
you.  With  the  tear  of  memory  in  my  eye  and  with  the 
glow  of  ancient  afiection  in  my  tieart,  I  am,  my  dear  Jane, 
Your  affectionate  friend  and  instructor, 

"EuwD.  Ikvikc." 


The  next  Letter  is  to  Carlyle  and  is  dstcd  from  Glasgow, 
I2th  June,  1821, — twelve  day*  after  the  vi«t  to  Hadding- 
ton had  ended : — 


"  Mv  DEAR  Carlyle, — I  think  I  never  left  Edinburgh 
with  more  sadness  than  when  I  parted  with  you  in  Princes 
Street,"  {Htrf  fillatut  aa  attcunt  ef  the  CmtH-J^urney,  it/ilfi 
a  dfttripiisn  vf  hii  ffiUw-fiattengfrs.)  "She  [a  lady 
passenger]  had  the  most  deliglitful  thing  of  a  Port-folio 
containing  all  sort*  of  extracts  in  Poetry,  of  a  sentimental 
and  erotic  c;ist,  some  small  ware  from  the  inventive  heads 
of  conundrum- mat  era,  and  certain  engravings  from  my 
Lord  Byron's  Works,"  ttc^  &c.  "By  the  way,  between 
ourselves,  there  is  too  much  of  that  furniture  about  the 
elegant  drawing-room  of  Jane  Welsh,  our  Friend.  I  could 
like  to  see  her  surrounded  by  a  more  sober  set  of  com- 
nanions  than  Kous^cau  your  friend  and  Byron  and  such 
like;  they  will  never  make  different  character*  than  they 
were  themselves,  so  deeply  arc  they  the  prototypes  of  their 
own  conceptions  of  humsn  characters.  And  I  don't  think 
it  will  much  mend  the  matter  when  you  get  her  introduced 
to  Von  Schiller  and  Von  Goethe,  and  your  other  nobles 
of  the  German  Literature.  And  I  fear  Jane  has  already 
dipped  too  deep  into  that  spring  already  firV],  So  that 
unless  some  more  solid  food  be  afibrdcd,  I  fc;ir  she  will 
escape  altogether  out  of  the  region  of  my  sympathies  and 
the  sympathies  of  honest  home-bred  men.  In  these  feelings 
I  know  you  will  join  me ;  and  in  giving  to  her  character 
and  spccidatioo  a  useful  BJid  elcg^it  turn,  I  know  you  will 
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aid  me  as  you  have  opportunity.'  ...     t  have  written  to 
Jane  Welsh,  but  have  noc  heard  from  her  again." 

There  ts  nothing  more  about  Miss  Welsh  in  the  fore> 
going  Letter.  Irving's  disapproval  of  the  elegant  trifle*  he 
had  noticed  in  her  d rawing- roonit  and  of  the  books  &hc  was 
reading  (Rousseau,  Byron^  *^C.),  is  interesting  coming  from 
him,  who  **Jiad  been  a  comiant  visitor  st  Haddington." 
For  it  suggests  that  in  the  post  be  had  cither  not  presumed 
to  direct  her  reading  or  attempt  to  refine  her  lasie  with 
any  view  to  moulding  her  character  into  accordance  ivith 
his  ideal,  or  that  she  had  paid  but  little  regard  to  bis 
inrtfuctions.  In  either  case  his  influence  over  her  had  not 
been  great. 

In  the  next  Letter  to  Mi«  Welsh,  dated  **Gbugow, 
gth  Julv,  1821,*'  Irving  acknowledges  receipt  of  some 
"composition"  by  her,  which  he  praiies  very  highly.  **lt 
is  wonderfully  clear  of  affectation  ;  and  though  it  might  be 
rendered  richer  by  the  study  of  some  of  our  more  ancient 
models  (Hoolccr,  Jeremy  Taylor,  Milton,  &c.},  it  would  not 
gain  cither  in  accuracy  or  propriety."  He  confesses,  how- 
ever, that;  "In  criticfsm  I  have  no  gifts  ...  to  me  it 
were  positively  a  greater  treat  to  find  the  tenderness  of 
Christi.tn  sentiment  and  the  workings  of  Chriitian  afFection 
than  to  see  the  rc/incmciit  of  Collier  or  the  depth  of  [De] 
Sta^l.  My  soul  is  divorcing  itself  from  the  world  and  its 
tastes,  and  longing  to  be  wedded  to  purity  and  wisdom  and 
effulgence  of  love  which  are  in  God,  and  which  are  re- 
vealed in  Christ.  It  is  not  that  I  despise  human  ornaments, 
whereof  never  having  had  many,  I  should  have  no  credit  in 
despising  them.  I  sec  them  to  be  the  purest  extract  of 
terrestrial  existences,  the  poetry  of  what  is  seen  ;  but  I  see 
likewise  that  the  most  accomplished  may  be  the  most 
envious  and  evil-doing  and  unhappy.     And  therefore  I  long 

^  FraiD  "there  »  loo  much  oF  iTni  fumitiire'*  to  "opponnaitj**  ii 
printed  inFiouiic'i  "LifcofCailylc;"  i.lj^:  bui  the  d&te  of  the  Letter  ti 
anilicd.  and  the  edract  U  plaotd  Uirr  in  point  of  lime  thtn  another 
Letter  vhich  Mc.  Finude  correcilydatM  "a4th  July.  tSli  "  I  The  infer- 
ence nalurollj  drawn  &om  tbii.  by  Mvetal  writcra,  wax  that  Culyle  bad 
recommended  (o  Mits  Wcl^h  *uch  aulliurt  ■«  RouMcau,  Syroo.  Bcc  At 
ft  later  ptrliiil  ^tr.  PrauiJe  utcitcd  thai  Cwlyle  lud  nadenDiacd  Uia 
'V^elsh's  rdtgiow  belief. 


NOTE  THREE 


415 


Tor  something  which,  while  it  graces  siwl  becomes  my 
spirit,  shall  bless  it  with  liberality  and  love,  and  set  it  at 
rest  from  quaking  fears  ami  mtlni  dispcace.  This  is  my 
wish,  my  dear  pupil,  for  myself  and  for  those  whom  I 
love." 

*'.  .  .  If  ever  I  be  blessed  with  a  daughter  of  your 
ficcomplishmctits,  and  have  her  placed  at  a  distance,  in  a 
guileful  and  heartless  world,  and  if  she  were  weeping  the 
woe  of  some  not  distant  calamity,  I  think  my  feeling 
towards  that  daughter  were  akin  to  this  my  feeling  towards 

The  Letter  concludes  thus :  "  Present  to  your  mother 
my  kind  love,  and  my  sense  of  tiic  obligation  in  being 
permitted  to  fill  up  this  solemn  hour'  in  writing  to  her 
daughter, — an  obligation  which  I  would  not  have  had 
otherwise  than  by  het  full  iiermisRion,  and  which,  till  I  am 
forbidden,  I  shall  not  fail  often  and  often  to  come  under. — 
my  dear  Jane,  Your  aftcct.  instructor  and  friend, 

*'Edwd.  laviNO." 

The  Postscript  is  perhaps  the  most  interesting  prt  of  the 
missive.  It  reads  :  "I  had  last  night  a  Letter  from  Carlylc, 
about  a  German  Grammir,  requesting  me  to  send  mine, 
as  one  he  ordered  for  you  has  not  come  to  hand,  This  I 
think  excreding  preposterous,  considering  the  distance,  and 
that  my  Grammar  is  one  of  the  nudcsc  commonest  sort. 
He  encourages  you  to  wade  coward  through  the  entangle- 
Ricnts  which  grow  along  the  edge  that  you  may  swim 
[ihcr  down  the  Ethereal  stream  of  German  Poctrj-, — 
_  linst  the  Winter.  I  am  happy  on  account  of  the  interest 
he  conceives  in  your  progress  in  study.  He  is  very  generous 
and  hiK  spirit  has  been  100  long  land-locked  by  adverse 
currents,  so  that  when  an  opportunity  occurs  of  his  getting 
out  into  the  ocean  of  feeling  where  ne  was  made  to  move, 
it  gives  me  pleasure  on  his  own  account.  £.  L" 

I  The  foregoing  Letter  canncc  have  given  Miss  Welsh 
unmixed  pleasure ;  the  evident  deprecation  of  secular 
learning  and  the   commendation   of   religious   instrucdoa 

^  Of  nu  J  ajghti 
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must  have  came  like  a  cold  douche  over  her  in  her  present 
ardent  pursuit  of  literarj'  dtstinction.  Religion  was  never 
a  fftvouritc  study  with  her ;  xnd  at  this  time  all  her  aspira- 
tions were  towardt  literature.  Accordingljr  a  long  break 
in  the  correspondence  seems  to  have  followed  this  Letter. 
There  is  no  other  from  Irving  to  Miss  Welsh  until 
February,  1822;  and  in  the  interval  be  had  been  in 
London  preaching  his** trial"  sermons,  having  cone  thither 
in  December  and  come  back  towards  the  end  of  January. 

As  to  the  German  Grammar^  Irving  wrote  to  Cariyle, 
on  241b  July,  [821  :  "I  did  not  follow  your  injunctions  of 
tran<;mitting  to  our  fair  acquaintance  my  German  Grammar 
snd  Oiclionarr, — her  awn  being  as  much  to  her  purpose) 
but  I  did  not  fail  to  inform  her  of  the  cause  of  your  failurCi 
and  to  instruct  her  to  make  sU  progress  through  the  pre- 
liminaries to  a  sure  and  easy  perusal  of  the  German  Poets." 
In  writing  this,  Irving  mui^t  have  forgotten  what  he  had 
written  to  MisS  Welsh  on  the  9th  of  the  same  month.  He 
gave  her  no  encouragement,  or  lets  than  none,  to  make 
progress  in  German. 

The  next  Letter  to  Miss  Welsh  is  dated,  "34  Kent 
Street,  Glasgow,  9th  February,  1822."  It  is  printed  in  full 
in  Mrs.  Oiiphant's  Ltfe  ef  Edward  Irving.'^  A  few  sentences 
run  thus :  "  Do  excuse  me,  I  pray  you,  by  the  memory 
of  our  old  acquaintance,  and  anything  el^  which  it  is 
pleasant  to  remember,  for  my  neglect  to  you  in  London, 
.  .  .  Forget  it  and  forgive  it ;  and  let  u«  be  established  in 
our  former  correspondence  as  if  no  such  sin  a^inst  it  had 
ever  taken  place.  I  could  say  some  things  on  my  own 
behalf  I  but  till  you  go  to  London,  which  I  hope  will  not 
be  till  I  am  there  to  be  a  bratlicr  to  you,  you  could  not  at 
at)  sympathitic  with  thcin. 

"And  know  now,  though  late,  that  my  head  is  almost 
turned  with  the  approbation  I  received — certainly  my  head 
is  turned  i  for  from  being  a  poor  desolate  creature,  melan- 
choly of  success,  yet  steel  against  misfortune,!  have  become 

'  Mct>  Oiiphant,  it  is  important  Co  cnneinbcr,  wm  od  doae  tvriH  ef 
intinacv  with  Mn.  Carlylc.  The  "  Lift  of  Edwirl  Irving**  ahows  thii  itt 
tuthoT  nod  jtaA  living"  Lctttn  to  Miu  Weltb,  tai  hti  obtMscd  po' 

puHiuQ  to  jiublUh  ihe  one  mcotionct)  nbove. 
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all  ftt  once  full  of  hope  and  activity.  My  hours  of  study 
have  doubled  themselves  —  my  intellect,  long  unuicd  to 
expand  itseir,  i»  now  awakening  agiin.  .  .  . 

"But  these  things  [his  kind  reception,  presents,  &c.], 
my  dear  Jane,  delight  me  not,  save  as  vouchsafements  of 
my  Maker's  bounty,  the  greater  because  the  more  unde- 
served. Were  I  established  in  the  love  and  obedience  of 
Him,  I  should  rise  toweringly  aloft  into  the  regions  of  a 
very  noble  and  sublime  character,  and  so  would  my  highly- 
gifted  pupil,  to  retain  whoiic  friendship  ^hall  be  a  consolation 
to  my  life :  to  have  her  fellowship  in  divine  ambitions  would 
make  her  my  dear  companion  through  eternity. 

"To  your  afiFcctJonate  mother,  whose  indulffcnce  gives 
me  this  pleasant  communication  with  her  daughter,  I  have 
ro  express  my  attachment  in  every  letter.  May  you  live 
worthy  of  each  other,  mutual  stays  through  life,  doubly 
endeared,  because  alone  together ;  and  therefore  doubly 
dutiful  to  Hiro  who  is  the  husband  of  the  widow,  and  the 
Father  of  the  fatherless.  I  have  sent  this  under  cover  to 
my  friend  T.  C[arlylc],  not  knowing  well  where  you  are 
at  present.  ...  I  hope  to  be  in  Edinburgh  soon,  where 
I  will  not  be  without  seeing  you. — I  am,  my  dear  pupil, 
your  affectionate  friend, 

"Edwaro  Irvihc." 

Immediately  fbllowine  this  Letter  is  the  one  printed 
(in  part]  in  rroude's  SUft  »f  CarlyUy  \.  154-6,  undated 
except  as  to  the  day  of  the  week,  but  written  from  Car- 
lyie's  Lodgings,  3,  Moray  Street,  Leith  Walk.  As  Carlyle 
moved  into  these  Lodgings  at  the  end  of  (821,  and  as 
Irving  returned  from  London  xn  the  last  days  of  January, 
1822,  and  let  out  again  for  London  on  8th  July,  1821,  the 
Letter  must  have  been  written  between  these  two  latter 
dates.  Some  sentences  omined  from  Mr.  Froudc's  version 
of  the  Letter  give  a  clue  lo  its  more  exact  date.  Here  is 
the  Letter  in  fiJl : — 

"3.  HoxAY  SraeiT,  Larra  Waue, 

"My  wELL-BEixirtD  FMEND  AMD  PUPIL,— When  I  think 
of  you  ray  mind  is  overspread  with  the  most  affectionate 
VOL.  a  — 17 
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and  tender  regard  which  I  neither  know  bow  to  name  nor 
how  to  describe.  One  thing  I  know,  it  would  long  ago 
have  udcen  the  form  of  the  most  devoted  aitachtncnt,  but 
for  one  intcrveniiiK  circumstance,  atid  have  ihewed  itself 
and  pleaded  it»elf  before  your  heart  by  a  thousand  action* 
from  which  I  must  now  restrain  mvsclf.  Heaven  grant 
me  its  grace  to  restrain  mjrself,  aim  forgetting  my  own 
enjoyment,  may  I  be  enabled  to  combine  unto  your  tingle 
self  all  that  duty  and  plighted  laith  leave  at  my  dispoeaL 
When  I  am  in  your  company  my  whole  soul  would  ruah 
to  serve  you,  aiid  my  tongue  trembles  to  Speak  my  heart's 
futncfS-bui  I  am  enabled  to  forbear,  and  have  to  find 
other  avenues  than  the  natural  ones  for  the  overflowing 
of  an  aScction  which  would  hardly  have  been  able  to 
confine  itself  within  the  avenues  of  nature  if  they  had  all 
been  opened. 

"  But  1  feel  within  me  the  power  to  prevail  and  at  once 
to  satisfy  duty  to  another  and  alFcction  to  you.  I  »uuid, 
truly,  upon  ground  which  seemi  to  shake  and  give  way 
beneath  me,  but  my  help  is  in  heaven. 

"Bear  with  this  much,  my  early  charge  and  my  present 
friend,  from  oitc  who  lives  to  help  and  defend  you,  who 
would  die  rather  than  wrong  you  or  sec  you  wronged. 
Say  that  I  shnll  speak  no  more  of  the  painful  struggle  I 
am  undergoing,  and  I  shall  be  silent — if  you  allow  me  to 
spcalc  then  I  shall  reveal  to  you  the  features  of  a  virtuous 
contention  to  be  crowned,!  pray  and  trust,  with  a  Cfansdaii 
triumph, 

*'  It  is  very  extraordinary  that  this  weak  nature  of  mtnc 
cannot  [i/f]  bear  two  affections  both  of  so  intenw  a  kind  ; 
and  yet  I  (eel  it  can.  It  shall  feed  the  one  with  faith  and 
duty,  and  cha«tc  afiection,  the  other  with  paternal,  fraternal 
and  friendly  love  no  less  pure  no  less  assiduous  no  lot 
constant.  In  return  seeking  nothing  but  permission  and 
indulgence. 

**l  was  little  comforted  by  Rousseau's  letters  though 
holding  out  a  most  admirable  morul ;  but  much,  much 
comforted  and  conlirmetl,  by  the  few  words  which  yoat 
noble  heart  dictated  the  momeni  before  I  left  you.  Ob 
persevere,  my  admirable  pupil,  in  the  noble  admirutoiu 


NOTE  THREE 


419 


j^  have  taken  up.  Let  afTcctionatencss  and  manlj'  Jinn- 
ness  be  (he  qiulltics  to  which  you  yicki  your  love,  and 
your  life  shall  be  honourable  j  aiivancc  your  admirations 
sonicwhat  tiiglicr  and  it  ihall  be  cvcrlasiitigly  happy, 

*'Oh  do  not  forbid  mc  from  rising  in  niy  communica- 
tions with  one  so  capable  of  the  loftiest  conceptions,  forbid 
me  not  to  draw  you  upwards  to  the  love  and  study  of  your 
Creator  which  i^  the  beginning  of  wisdom.  I  have  sent 
you  Efiiltine's  book  which  though  nothing  equal  to  the  sub- 
ject h  well  worth  your  study, — I  have  returned  Rou»cau. 
— Carl)rle  is  not  so  aggrieved  as  I  could  have  figured.  Such 
a  paning  from  you  would  have  gone  (tr  to  kill  me.  But 
this  will  never  happen,  Mr.  Graham  has  met  with  an 
accident,  having  been  fairly  lifted  by  the  wind  from  his 
feet  and  ihslied  through  a  window  ;  but  lie  is  recovering. 

"My  mo»i  aficctionatc  regards  to  your  mother.  The 
time  !5  coming  when  I  shall  have  an  opportunity  to  te»ti^ 
my  sense  of  attentions  from  such  a  mother  and  such  a 
daughter  in  a  way  becoming  their  worth  and  Mation, 
Count  forever,  my  dear  Jane,  upon  the  last  efforts  to 
minister  to  your  happiness  present  and  everlasting. 

From  your  iaithful  friend  and  servant, 

"Edwd,  Irvihg." 

The  reference  to  Mr.  Graham  in  the  foregoing  L>ctter 
serves  to  fix  its  date;  for,  in  a  postscript  to  Letter  No.  11, 
Bfl/c,  Carlylc  writing  on  the  27th  of  February,  1822,  tells 
Miss  Welsh  :  "Irving  and  Graham  are  coming  from  Glas- 
gow to-night  to  stay  with  mc  for  a  week."  The  27th  wa» 
Wednesday:  Irving  dates  his  Letter  "Wednesday,"  which 
must  therefore  have  been  the  6th  of  March,  or,  if  he  staid 
in  Edinburgh  more  than  a  week,  which  is  unlikely  as  he 
was  then  ha^y  preparing  for  his  ordination,  it  might  have 
been  the  ijin  of  March.  That  is  near  enough  for  oui 
present  purpose. 

During  his  visit  to  Carlylc,  Irving  had  gone  one  day  to 
call  on  Miss  Welsh  and  her  Mother ;  and  after  hts  return 
to  Carlylc's  lodgings,  he  wrote  to  Miss  Welsh  the  above 
rather  extraordinary  Letter.  Two  conclusions  may  be 
drawn  from  it :  (i),  Irving  is  not  a  suitor  for  Miss  Welsh's 
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band.  Hts  "weak  nature  will  feed"  lier  "with  paternal, 
fraternal  and  friendly  Iotc,"  '*in  return  seeking  nothing 
but  permission  anii  indulgence."  (2),  He  had  never  been 
I»er  avowed  lover:  *'Ooc  thinp  I  know,  it  [his  regard] 
would  long  ago  tuve  taken  the  form  of  the  most  devoted 
atixchiucnt,  but  for  one  intervening  circumstance."  The 
intervening  circumstance  was  his  engagement  to  Mas 
Martin,  which  took  place  in   1812. 

There  is  evidence  independently  of  this  Letter  to  show 
that  Irving  had  not  been  very  cordially  received  at  Had- 
diiik^on  on  the  occasion  of  this  call.  Mits  Wcbh  was  at 
the  time  in  bad  humour  with  him  because  of  his  long  and 
inexcusable  neglect  in  writing  to  her;  and  above  all,  be- 
cause she  was  at  this  juncture  undergoing  the  painful 
experience  of  a  final  parting  from  her yJfrW,  George  Rcnnic 
(See  Letter  viii.,  3rd  March,  1822,  in  Enrfy  Lfturs  a/ 
Jant  fV^lih  Ceirlylf.)  This  latter  circumstance  was  also 
most  likely  in  part  the  cause  of  Carlyle's  cold  reception  at 
Haddington  a  few  days  before  Irving  paid  his  visit  there. 

Irving,  after  this  short  Edinburgh  visit,  returned  to  Glas- 

tow,  and  "was  busy  with  correspondence  connected  with 
is  departure  "  from  his  charge  there,  and  "  with  the  cere- 
mony and  the  pain  of  taking  farewell "  of  his  Glasgow 
friends.  He  went  to  Paisley,  soon  afterwards,  and  then 
home  to  Annan  in  May  to  prepare  for  his  ordinution  by 
the  Presbytery  there.  Early  in  July  following^  he  paid  a 
flying  visit  to  Edinburgh ;  called  at  Haddington,  and  set 
out  for  London  on  the  8th  of  this  month,  to  take  charge 
of  the  little  Caledonian  Chapel  to  which  he  had  be«i 
"called"  in  the  preceding  April. 

It  is  instructive  and  amusing  to  compare  Mr.  Froude's 
description  of  Irving's  state  of  mind  snd  heart  when  under- 
taking this  new  enterprise,  with  tliat  given  by  Mrs. 
Oliphant.  Mr,  Froudc  represents  him  as  broken-hearted 
and  wcU-nigh  distracted  by  his  (imaginary)  disappointment 
in  love,  and  says  that,  "He  ^vcnt  hack  to  his  place  in 
London,  flung  himiclf  into  religious  excitement  as  grosser 
natures  go  into  drink,  and  took  popularity  by  storm.**' 
Mrs.  Oliphant  says :  "  He  set  out,  amid  honour  and  good 
'  "LifeofCMlylc,"L  156. 
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Nature,  prcvo)-ant,  tinelcd  into  his  heart  an  inarticulate 
thrill  of  prophecy.  He  went  forth  joyfully-,  wittingly, 
aware  of  the  hazards  of  that  battle,  into  the  deepest  of 
the  fight."'  Irving  himself  wrote  to  his  friend,  William 
Graham  of  Burnswark,  on  the  5ih  of  August  following 
(about  three  weeks  after  his  arrival  in  Ixindon) :  "You 
cannot  conceive  how  happy  I  am  here  in  the  possession  of 
my  own  thoughts,  in  the  liberty  of  my  own  conduct,  and 
in  the  favour  of  the  I-orJ.  The  people  ha*-c  received  mc 
with  open  arms;  the  church  is  already  regularly  filled; 
my  preaching,  tho'  of  the  average  of  an  hour  and  a  c^uarter, 
liuened  co  with  the  most  serious  attention.  My  mind 
plentifully  endowed  with  thought  and  feeling — my  life 
ordered,  as  God  enables  mc  after  his  holy  Word — my  store 
supplied  out  of  His  abundant  liberality.  These  arc  the 
elements  of  my  happiness  for  which  I  am  bound  to  render 
unmea.<tured  tJianln."'  When  Carlvie  next  met  Irving, 
a  year  after  this,  he  sajrs  he  found  him  "in  high»  sunny 
humour. . .  .  jovial,  riant,  jocose, — ^jocose  rather  than  serious 
throughout,  which  was  a  new  phasis  to  mc."* 

Irving's  first  Letter  to  Miss  Weljh,  after  his  settlement 
in  London,  is  dated  gth  September,  i8z2.  Its  object  is 
a  laudable  one,  to  stimulate  her  in  religious  and  moral 
improvement.  But  as  it  is  printed  almost  tn  full  in 
Froude's  Lift  ef  Carlylf,  \.  157-60,  it  need  not  be  n^rfy- 
duccd  here.* 

The  next  Letter  to  Miss  Welsh  bears  date  23rd  February, 
1823.  In  this  he  »y^:  "Surely  when  I  write  this  Poem 
I  am  projecting  upon  the  Pleasures  of  Affection,  one  niche 
in  the  temple,  and  that  among  the  most  honoured,  shall  be 

'  "  Life  of  Edir&rd  Irrii^"  i.  14!^. 

«  Ibid,.  L  isi. 

■  "  RfmmiscCTicrt."  it.  lia. 

*  The  I.eiier  oi  primed  by  Mr.  Fronds  abonndi  in  unmuked  omiidau 
udcTran.  One  tlone  need  be  nienlioned.  Irrine  hu  wriuee  i"Keep 
away  IImbc  (o'o  thiogt.  The  Cfuel  cicitmcnt  of  anoUiei,  and  the  dcificalioD 
oronetcir."    Fm  "aiMMH"  Mi.  Fioude  lubullutes  "merBy-" 
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devoted  to  a  mother  and  an  onljr  daughter  entertsining  a 
young  man  of  feeling  and  sentiment  with  the  kindness  of 
their  aflecttnns  and  the  hospitality  of  their  home.  It  il 
what  chc  world  docs  not  understand,  and  never  fails  to 
mistake  for  some  other  and  more  common  and  intelligible 
relation.  And  truly,  I  myself  hardly  understand  or  trouble 
m^lf  to  enquire  more  hut  that  I  was  exquisitely  happy. 
...  I  was  forcibly  reminded  of  my  neglect  to  you,  for 
when  I  wrote  you  last  I  have  forgotten,  it  is  so  long 

**  I  have  such  a  treat  every  day  I  pass  a  window  in  which 
there  is  a  beautiful  head  of  MiM  fCelly,  theexqut»itive  [tie] 
pcrfortncr  of  Juliet  ;  it  has  the  very  cast  of  your  eye  in  one 
oF  its  most  piercing  moods^  which  I  can  never  starid  to 
meet,  and  the  roundness  of  your  forehead,  and  somewhat 
of  the  archness  of  one  of  your  smiles.  1  must  positively 
have  it  bought  and  send  it  when  I  send  the  copy  of  my 
volume.*  That  is  to  be  a  curious  book,  a  kmd  of  defiance 
rather  than  defense.  I  know  only  one  thing,  thev  will  call 
me  the  most  impudent  fellow  in  his  Majesty's  d'ominioos. 
.  .  .  The  whole  will  be  a  rWrfiW/ffi'aywno/o  of  material* 
that  an  abler  less  burdened  man  might  hare  made  a  noble 
monument  to  himself  out  of.  .  .  . 

"With  my  love  to  your  mother,  adieu  for  the  present, 
and  expect  to  hear  from  me  soon. — -Yours  most  truly, 

"  Edwd.  Irvinc" 

The  language  Irving  addresses  to  Miss  Welsh  in  the 
foregoing  Letter  makes  it  perfectly  clear  that  he  docs  noc 
pretend  to  be  a  suitor  for  her  hand,  or  a  "  Io>'cr "  in  any 
other  sense  than  that  of  an  nJfcctionate  friend.  The  stupid 
world,  he  says  in  other  words,  cannot  believe  that  ao 
aflfcctioiiate  friendship  can  exist  between  a  young  man 
and  a  young  wom»n  unless  it  have  for  iis  object  the  more 
common  and  intelligible  relation  of  courtship  with  a  view  to 

1  Irvine's  fittl  Hook. -'Forju-lenicat  toCoine."&e.  When  pabUtlwd. 
■  co-oy  oTlhe  Book  win  Mn(  tn  MUi  W«l«h  and  hct  Mother,  with  tUi 
iMaiption  I  "To  J»r>e  Wtlih.  m)r  bclorcd  r\ipdl  ijid  taatK  tlc«r  Frieal. 
aw)  lo  hci  Mother  whom  I  love  no  l«M — to  whnM  siailea  ttpon  Ui 
laboati  Ihe  Aullior  a  indebted  for  nucb— very  uuch  of  his 
■rdooi." 
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nwrriage.  Further,  if  Irving  had  been  conscious  of  having 
trifled  with  Mi<^  VVcUh's  feelings  and  of  having  wrecked 
her  happiness,  would  he  have  placidly  assured  her,  a»  he 
does  in  this  LetTcr,  that  he  did  not  trouble  to  think  more 
of  it  beyond  refleaing  that  he  himself  had  been  cxtjuisitcl}- 
happy  m  the  process  I  Any  one  that  knew  Irving  could 
not  believe  that  of  him.  The  oratorical,  affected,  ex- 
aggerative language  of  most  of  his  Letters  did  not  deceive 
Miss  Welsh  }  for  she  knew  his  style  of  speaking  and  writing, 
and  wu  quite  sharp  enough  10  estimate  it  at  its  irac  value. 
In  writing  to  Carlylc  a  little  while  after  receiving  this 
Letter,  she  says  of  Irving:  "I  do  not  understaiid  him; 
sometimes  I  think  he  loves  me  almost  half  as  well  as  you 
do;  and  then  again,  that  I  am  notfiinfi  to  him  at  all."  At 
a  later  date  she  tells  Carlyie  that  "Edward  Irving's  much 
vaunted  friendship  /or  me  is  nothing  more  than  a  froth 
of  professions." 

When  at  Haddington  immediately  before  his  wedding, 
Irving  invited  Miss  Welsh  to  come  to  London  and  pay  a 
visit  to  him  and  his  Wife.  Miss  Welsh  accepted  with 
exuberant  delight,  and  waited  long  and  impatiently  for  him 
to  fix  the  date  of  the  visit. — Overjoyed  forsooth,  at  the  idea 

I  of  being  the  guest  of  her  "lost  lover"  aiid  of  having  for 

tlmtess  Iter  successful  rival  I 

Irving's  next  Letter  to  Miss  Welsh  is  dated  from  London, 
lOth  May,  1824.  In  this  he  says:  "1  promised  to  write 
to  you  when  I  had  got  settled  in  Ix)ndon  in  my  own  home 
in  a  condition  to  receive  you  under  my  own  roof.  .  .  .  But 
I  am  still  unsettled  and  still  without  a  home,  and  still  unable 
to  press  the  visit.   .  .  . 

"The  cause  of  my  unsettled  condition  at  present  is  chiefly 
my  occupation  which  is  the  cauw  of  all  thing<>  peculiar 
in  me  at  this  moment.  My  head  with  difficulty  sustaincth 
my  labours,  and  these  moments  I  now  steal  from  the  midst 
of  hours  dc^'otcd  to  the  Lord.  But  now  I  think  I  shall  he 
settled  in  a  fortnight,  and  I  would  now  ask  the  favour  of 
your  visit  but  that  for  these  reasons  I  shall  request  you 
to  postpone  it  a  season :  I  have  no  money,  and  my  house 
will  be  furnished  piecemeal,  and  will  hardly  be  ready  for 
the  habitation  of  a  lady  till  the  end  of  Summer.     My 
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Wife's  Mother  imlcecl  comes  up  to  wait  upon  her  some 
time  (luring  the  next  month  and  to  rcnuin  with  us  for 
some  weeks.  My  Father-in-lxw  and  Sister-in-law  are 
coming  up  in  (he  end  of  July  to  remain  a  while  ;  and 
about  the  time  of  their  removal  should  come  the  time  of 
my  annual  rest,  if  indeed  this  year  I  am  to  have  any  resc 
These  things  are  rendered  necessary  by  my  dear  wife's 
present  stale,  and  you  will  sec  how  on  every  account  it  will 
be  more  convenient  and  pleasant  for  us  to  have  your  company 
next  Spring. 

"One  thing  more,  my  dear  Jane,  into  your  own  ear. 
My  dear  I%abcltn  ha  succeeded  in  healing  the  wound*  of 
my  heart  by  her  unexampled  alTection  and  tenderness  ;  boi 
I  am  hardly  yet  in  a  condition  to  expose  them.  My  former 
calmness  and  piety  arc  returning.  I  feel  erowing  in  grace 
and  iti  holiness;  and  before  another  year  1  shall  be  worthy 
in  the  eye  of  my  awn  conscience  to  receive  you  into 
my  house  and  tuidcr  my  care,  which  till  then  I  should 
hardly  be. 

"...  Be  assured,  my  dear  Jane,  whom  I  may  still,  I 
truM,  without  offence  call  the  child  of  mj-  intellect, — be 
assured  of  the  same  sinceriry  of  affection  from  me  as  ever, 
and  as  I  have  said,  purer  and  more  pure. 

"Thomas  Carlylc  is  to  be  with  me  this  month  ;  and  it 
is  an  inexpressible  delight  to  me. — I  am,  my  dear  Jane, 
Your  roost  affectionate  friend, 

"Edwd,  Ibvikg." 

Mr.  Froude  has  printed  the  paragraph  of  the  fnregoing 
Letter,  which  begins  "t)nc  thing  more,"  and  ends  **  should 
hardly  be."  This  is  the  portion  of  the  Letter,  no  doubt, 
whicn  provoked  Miss  Welsh  into  calling  Irving  *'Thal 
stupendous  Ass,  the  Orator." 

The  next'  Letter  is  dated  from  Dover,  12th  October, 
1824.  It  reads:  "My  dear  friend  and  pupil,  ...  I  am 
very  sorry,  my  dear  Jane,  that  anything  should  have 
occurred  to  interrupt  for  a  moment  the  sweet  relationship 

'  One  letter  bom  Irving  (a  Miu  Wcl*h,  prior  to  thb,  and  lettmi 
to  in  let  Utur  t«  OtiljU  nf  i7(h  September,  iSa^.  hu  been  Ioh  oi 
destroyed. 
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whicli  we  stood  in  to  one  another  when  vrc  parted  in 
ScotUnd,  and  you  sent  the  pledge  of  your  rega.rd  lo  my 
wife  bj  her  husband's  hand.  I  was  in  fuill  apparently 
but  not  inwardly  in  fault.  You  should  have  given  mc 
large  credit,  and  there  I  think  you  were  in  Ikult.  But 
we  must  amend  our  laulcs.  .  .  .  Let  us  forget  all  the  past 
occurrences  of  the  Ust  two  yeani,  except  to  rnp  from  tlicm 
wholesome  lessons  of  sdf-lcnowlcdgc  and  sclf-improvcmcnt; 
also  let  us  return  lo  ihc  unsuspecting  and  unfairitig  intimacy 
in  which  wc  stood  to  one  another  before.  My  wife  desires 
her  affcciionste  regards  to  you  and  your  dear  mother ;  and 
my  boy  (who  is  Edward  after  all,  John  being  objected  to 
by  the  higher  power),  my  dear  smiling  sensible  boy,  would 
kiss  you  and  t>milc  on  you  till  he  made  your  heart  gUd, 
if  you  were  here  to  nurse  him  on  your  knee, — Farewell, 
my  dear  friend, — Yours  most  affectionately, 

"  Edwd.  Irving." 

And  here  is  the  next  and  iKt  Letter  from  Irving  to 
Miss  Welsh  :— 

"  KlXXCALDY.  St*  OfUiiTt  1835. 

"Mv  DBAR  Jane, —  ...  I  thought  by  this  time  to 
have  seen  you  in  Dum^csshirc,  where  it  was  my  purpose 
to  have  passed  about  a  fortnight  of  my  time,  and  I  had 
schemed  it  to  have  ridden  up  Nilhsdalc  with  Thomas 
Carlyle,  for  I  had  many  things  to  say  both  to  you  and 
him.     [T/if  iiirun  af  wift  and  (luU  dttaintd  htm  at  Kirk- 

"It  relieved  my  mind  greatly  to  hear  of  your  kind  visit 
to  my  Father's  house';  for  it  made  me  hope  you  had 
relented  of  the  hard  things  you  had  thought  of  roe  and  the 
hard  things  you  had  said  of  me/ which  I  never  resented, 
nor  will  ever  resent,  but  with  words  of  affection  and  much 
love.     And  if  the  Lord  hear  my  prayer,  the  time  is  coming 

*  ttariTiDhtr  Vint  M  Hodd&m  Hill,  Miu  Welsh  Mid  Cailrle  ailed  on 

■  "file  "  hard  ihingii "  ihoughi  nnil  said  of  ]rring;  by  MJn  'n'elsb  wtrc 
no  doubt  teportet!  lo  him  by  Mn.  Muiitigu,  wiili  whom  Mi»  Welth  *■■» 
cortMpiMidinf:,  :iinij  in  whose  hooBe  Irving  hod  be«o  living  while  liis  wife 
w>»  ffiae  to  Kirkcaldy  with  her  invalid  child. 
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when  communion  shall  be  Mtablished  between  us  through 
[he  bond  of  the  spirit  of  Chrisc, — which  aay  the  Lord 
hasten  in  his  good  time.  .  .  .  The  Lord  bless  you  and  all 
your  friends,  to  whom  I  dewre  to  be  remembered  with 
affection. — Your  affectionate  friend, 

*'Edwd.  Irvinq." 


Note  Four 


CATHERINE    AURORA    KIRKPATRICK     AND 
BLUMOJE 

Catherine  Aurora  Kirkpatridc  (the  "Dear  Kitty" 
of  her  intimate  friends)  was  a  hnlf-cousin  of  Clurles 
Bullcrand  a  fiiU  coumii  of  Carlylc%  friend,  Mrs.  Strachcy, 
with  whom  she  was  livint;  when  Oirlyle  first  went  to 
I^ondon  in  1824..  Miss  itirkpatrtclt's  early  history  is  a 
romance  in  itself;  but  as  Carlylc  has  related  it  in  hit 
Inciters  and  Rtminisctatti  in  sufficient  detxil  for  our  purpote 
here,  it  need  not  now  be  further  referred  to.  She  after- 
wards became  the  Wife  of  Captain  James  Winsloc  Phillips, 
of  the  7th  Hussar^  and  died  in  1889  aged  87.  It  ts  said 
that  she  considered  herself  to  be  the  Original  of  Blumine, 
the  Goddess  of  Flowers,  or  the  Rosc>^oddcss,  of  Sarur 
Rnartus. 

The  arguments  advanced  by  Miss  Kirkpatrick's  friends 
to  prove  her  title  to  this  distinction  do  not  «cm  to  be  very 
convincing.'  The  principal  points  in  thc»  arguments  noajr 
be  summarised  thus  : — 

(t)  Miss  Kirkpatrick  and  her  relatives  bttttveJ  that  sbe 
was  the  Original  of  Blumine.  Against  this  it  may  be  urged 
with  at  leait  ctjual  force,  that  Miw  VVcIsIi  and  her  fiicndi, 
including  Oirlylc's  Family,  had  no  doubt  that  iht  was  (he 
Original  ;  and  these  were  perhaps  in  a  better  position  to 
learn  from  Carlyle  himself  who  (he  Original  really  was>. 

{2)  Miss  Kirkpatrick  was  christened  Catherine  Attrtr*\ 

'  S«  oriiclM  in  "Niocleenlli  Cemury."  Septcnbcr,  18911  *- Wol- 
Buutcr  Review,"  Ausiul,  iSm;  and  "BiacLwood,"  July,  189}. 
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Blumine  is  called  Aurora  in  Sorter. — But  ft  is  not  tfic 
thai  Blumine  is  called  Aurora  in  Saritr  :  Aurora  is 
twice  mentioned  in  the  Romance  Chapter;  once  in  this 
sentence,  "Such  was  the  element  they  [Teufelsdrifckh  and 
Blumine]  now  lived  in;  in  such  a  many-tinted,  radiant 
Aurora,"  &c.  And,  for  the  iecond  and  last  time,  in  the 
following  :  "As  from  ^^Eolian  Harp*  in  the  breath  ofdawn, 
as  from  the  Memnon's  Statue  struck  by  the  rosy  finger  of 
Aurora,  unearthly  music  was  around  him,  and  lapped  him 
into  untried  balmy  Rest."  The  superstition  that  the  rays 
of  the  morning  sun  striking  on  the  stone  effigy  of  Memnon 
produce  a  vocal  note,  is  often  mentioned  by  ctaseicaJ  wriccrSf 
— Pliny,  Tacitus,  Sec.  Cariylc's  reference  to  Aurora  here 
is  a  poetical  or  classical  allusion  to  Homer's  *'  Roiiy-fingcrcd 
Morn,  the  Mother  of  Dawn,"  and  not  to  any  sublunary 
mortal.  It  is  worth  noting  too,  that  Carlyie  writer,  in  ■ 
brief  Note  to  Mi«  Welsh  :  "I  had  a  Letter  the  other  day 
from  Mrs,  Montagu  in  which  she  compares  you  to  an  Aurora 
Borcalis.  What  think  you  of  that?"*  Nothing  is  more 
natural,  or  more  In  keeping  with  Carlyle's  habit  of  giving 
pet  names,  than  that  he  should  himself  have  familiarly 
applied  Mrs.  Montagu's  "Aurora  Borealis"  (or  for  brevity  s 
akc  Aurora)  to  Miss  Welsh.  "Aurora,"  therefore,  docs  not 
seem  to  strengthen  Miss  Ktrkpatrick's  ** claim/'  if  it  docs 
not  actually  weaken  it. 

(3)  Miss  Kirkpatrick  was  of  Persian  or  Eastern  descent 
on  her  Mother's  side,  and  Cirlyle  calls  Blumine  "  ihis 
fxirest  of  Orient  Light-bringcrs." — But  (he  appellation 
"fairest  of  Orient  Light-bringcrs"  is  at  least  quite  as 
applicable  to  Miss  WcUh,  whow  home  was  directly  Eait 

\of  Carlyle's,  and  who  often  came  to  Town  on  visits,  and 
on  one  occasion  took  lessons  in  German  from  him.  She 
brought  "joy,  hope  and  gladness"  into  his  rather  gloomy 
Edinburgh  element,  and  was,  as  he  says,  "  [he  sun  (hat  had 
risen  to  illuminate  his  world.**  Readers  cannot  have  failed 
to  observe  how  often  Carlyie  asscKtates  Light  in  one  or 
other  form  with  Miss  WeUlt. 

(4)  Mitt  Kirkpatrick,  being  panly  of  Persian  or  foreign 

1  Cs>(ty1e'«  Note  i*  nndnted :  but  Mn.  Montofiu's  L«ttn  bturs  dale  I3tli 
M«r,  1&16. 
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extraction,  wa^  of  ilu&kier  complexion  tha^n  the  pare! 
European,  and  C^rlylc  has  dncribcd  Bluminc  as  1 1 
"brunette,"  and  as  being  "nnuch  more  enchanting  thanj 
your  mere  white  Hcavcn-angeU  of  women." — But  Miis| 
SVclsh  lud  G^pty  blood  in  her,  and  was  dark  enough  to' 
be  often  mistaken  for  a  foreigner. 

(5)  Bluminc  was  "some  one's  Cousin,"  and  had  for 
Guardian  a  "Duenna  Cousin";  Miu  Kirkpatrick  wu  a 
half'coiuin  to  Chnrlcs  Biiller,and  seems  to  have  hccn  under 
the  GuarJians!ii[>  of  Mrs,  Strachcy,  her  full  CouMn  ;  thcfc^ 
fore  Mi^  Kirkpatrick  must  iiave  been  the  Original  of 
Btumine  I — This  argument  is  not  conclusive,  for  nearly 
irvcry  one  is  "sotnc  one's  Cousin"!  Miss  Welsh  had 
many  Cousins,  at  least  two  of  whom  she  counted  as  lovers. 
The  word  "  Cousin  "  according  to  Scottish  usi^  is  a  very 
elastic  term  :  it  is  often  used  to  denote  a  real  Coutun,  bat 
it  also  frequently  means  only  a  forty-second  Cousin,  a 
clansman,  a  compatriot,  a  mere  friend  or  acquaintance: 
It  wsa  the  proper  word  for  Carlylc  to  use  where  commoo 
prudence  demanded  indclinitcncss.  Tcufclsdrockh  w» 
"surprised  at  the  Duenna  Cousin,  whoever  she  may  have 
been,  in  whose  meagre,  hunger-bitten  philosophy,  the 
religion  of  young  hearts  was,  from  the  first,  faintly  ap> 
proved  of."  These  words  woukl  be  singularly  inappropriate 
if  they  were  ever  intended  to  apply  to  Airs.  Stracbey, 
who  was  the  highly  esteeming  and  esteemed  "one  fritrnd" 
whom  Carlyle  had  made  in  his  first  visit  to  London, 
who  gave  him  a  costly  gold  pencil,  and  sent  to  htm  (at 
Birmingham  on  his  way  home  to  Scotland),  as  a  present, 
"the  most  superb  writing-desk"  he  "had  ever  seen!" 
From  iirst  to  last  there  was  the  most  cordial  and  sincere 
friendship  between  Carlylc  and  Mrs.  Strachcy.  She  could 
not  have  been  the  Duenna  Cousin. 

Miss  Kirkpatrick's  claim  to  be  the  Original  of  BlumitWi 
is  rigorously  ruled  out  of  court  by  the  exigencies  of  TimeJ 
and  riace:  Carlyle  did  not  meet  her  until  after  he  tad' 
gone  to  London  in   the  Summer  of  1824.     But  Btumine 
had  been  loved,  and  lo«  (temporarily),  years  prior  to  tbs 
date,  as  Sartor^  read  in  connection  with  Carlylc's   Letttn 
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snd  Annotations,  clearly  proves.  The  I-eith  Wslk  in- 
cident (in  1822)  occurred  afttr  Tcufclsdrt-cUi's  rejection 
bv  Bluminc,  and  btfort  be  hud  left  Edinhurgh  for  London  ; 
Orlylc  VISA  not  again  in  Edinburgh  on  "a  sultry  Oog- 
day  "  until  1827, — some  time  after  his  marriage. 

Carlyle  had  reached  the  "Centre  of  IndJiFerence,"  in  all 
senses  before  he  went  to  London  1  "Indifference  "  to  all 
" snow-and-rosc-bloom  Maidens,"  "Brunette*,"  or  "Nut- 
brown  Maids,"  except  Miss  Welsh.  Even  in  Paris  wc  find 
him  sitting  writing  a  long  and  loving  Letter  to  her  who 
"was  worth  any  twenty  women  in  the  world,"  and  allow- 
ing Mr.  Sirachcy  (a  mHrricd  man)  to  act  as  (haprran  to  Miss 
Kirkpatrick  in  her  inspection  of  the  Louvre.  There  is  no 
proof  that  Csrlyle  was  ever  in  love  with  "  Dear  Kitty,"  and 
lc»  than  none  tliat  he  sought  her  hand  and  was  refuted. 
In  the  Rtminiictncii  Carlyte  writes  {1866):  '*It  strikes  me 
now,  more  than  it  then  did,"  that  Mn,  Strachcy  "could 
have  liked  to  see  '  Dear  Kitty '  and  myself  come  together 
luid  so  continue  near  her,  both  of  us,  through  life:  the 
(rood  kind  sou!,— and  Kilty  too  .  .  .  might  perhaps  have 
l>een  charmed?  None  knows?"  The  natural  inference 
from  this  is  that  the  attempt  lo  "charm"  was  never  tnade 
(add  conticqucndy  never  rejected),  otherwise  Carlyle  him- 
self would  have  "known,"  and  remembered  also,— only  too 
wcUI 

It  cannot  be  denied  that  the  Bluminc  of  Sarur  Rnartut 
bears  a  very  unmistakable  likeness  in  person,  temperament, 
po!iition  and  circumstances,  to  Miss  Welsh  ;  and  that  in 
nearly  all  these  particulars  liltimine  is  the  exact  antithesis 
of  Miss  Kirkpacick,  as  Carlyle  has  described  her,  Bluminc 
had  "dark  tresses";  "Dear  Kitty"  had  "  floods  of  bfonze- 
rcd  hRir."  Blumine  was  noted  for  her  "  gifts  "  ;  Miss  Kirk- 
patrick "had  not  much  of  developed  intellect."  Blumine 
had  a  sufficiency  of  "naphtha-fire"  in  her  veins;  "Dear 
Kitt^"  was  "languidly  harmonious,  placid,"  and  was  never 
"angry  at  any  creature  for  a  moment  in  her  life."  Blumine 
was  "unhappily  dependent";  Miss  Kirkpatrick  was  "sole 
mistress  of  herself  and  fifty  thousand  pounds."  This  latter 
circumstance  seems  by  itself  enough  to  cflfectively  bar  her 
"claim."      Miss  Welsh,  on    the   other   hand,  voluntarily 
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rendered  herself  "  entirely  dependent  on  her  Mother,"  by 
generously,  and  from  a  sense  of  61ia]  duty,  making  over  to 
her  the  whole  of  her  small  patrimony. 

In  conclusion,  Teufelsdrdckh  admits  that  Blumine  was  a 
"  woman  of  genius."  Which  of  the  three  ladies,  Margaret 
Gordon,  Catherine  Aurora  Kirkpatrick  or  Jane  Baitlte 
Welsh  was,  in  Carlyle's  opinion,  the  "woman  of  genius"? 
The  answer  to  this  is  the  answer  to  the  question,  "Who 
was  the  Original  of  Blumine  i"  Who  could  it  have  been 
but  "  The  Flower  of  Haddington  "  i 
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Alfibri,  i.  33.  99. 116, 140. 
"AUemagnc,  del',"by  Madame 

de  Suel,  i.  3, 6. 
"AUesfurRuhmund  Ihr"(AtI 

for  glory  and  her),  i.  19, 22, 

25- 
**  Anacharsis,"    by   the    Abb6 

Barth^lemi,  i.  144. 
Anderson,   Rev.,    Minister    of 

Closebum  Parish,  ii.  318,  332. 
Ardachy,  i.  74,  too. 
Aristotle,  i.  355 ;  ii.  1 18  ft. 
"Atala"  (see  Chiteaubriand). 

BaDAMS,  Dr.  John,  i.  384; 
Carlyle's  friendly  and  eiate- 
fiil  message  to,  385  n ;  Itind- 
ness  o^  to  Cariyle,  399 ;  men- 
tioned, ii.  3 ;  on  the  nature  of 
Cadyle's  illness,  93 ;  his  final 
precepts  to  Cariyle,  104 ;  men- 
tioned by  Miss  Welsh,  iSa, 

Bailey,  Ui^oTtunate  Miss,  ii.  10, 
10  »,  33S  «. 

Baillie,  Cajpuin  James,  i.  395, 
395  « :  "-9.  10,  17,  21,  46, 
48  ;  a  painted  butterfly,  182 ; 
mentioned,  192,  193 ;  leaves 
Haddington,  196  ;  the  express 
resemblance  of  Belial,  198. 

Bamet,  Mr.,  ii.  i. 

Beattie,  James,  cited,  i.  118. 

Belisarius,  i.  54,  $6. 

"  Benjamin  B."  (the  artist),  i. 
77.  83.  83,  86,  96,  150.  352, 
394 ;  i'-  '  I. 

Beugo,  Mr.  (the  engraver},  ii. 
126. 


Binnie.  Mr.,  i.  211, 
Boccaccio,  i.  167,  171. 183, 189. 
Bonaparte.    Napoleon,   L   3  », 

68.  69,  80.  175. 
Bossuet,  J,  B.  (Bishop  of  Meaux), 

i.  105, 106. 
Boyd,  Mr.  (of  Oliver  &  Boyd), 

1.94,189.271.340.349. 
Bradfiite,  John  (of  Bell  &  Brad- 

fute),  i.  14  n,  30,  148;  ii.  4a 
Brewster,  Dr.,  i.  308,  341,  372; 

ii.  320.221,  286. 
"  Bridetdrk's  Hunting,"  i.  223, 

238,  255.  256  n,  258. 
Bums,  Gilbert,  ii.  128, 135, 198, 

205. 
Bums.  Robert,  i.  72;  dted,  ii. 

30  n;    mentioned    by    Mrs. 

Montagu,  150. 
BuUer,  Mr.,  i.  309,  314. 
Buller,  Mrs.,  i.  69, 168,308;  ii.6. 
Bullers  (Charles  and  Arthur), 

Carlyle's  tutorship  of,  L  19, 

32,    30,     52,   63,   70,    19s; 

Charles,   in    lodnngs    with 

Cariyle  at  Kew  Green,  380, 

384. 

Burton,  "Anatomy  of  Melan- 
choly," cited,  i.  323, 

Butler  (see  "  Hudibras  "). 

Byron,  i.  20,  61. 63. 69, 73,  79, 
84.  101,  III.  131 ;  his  "Age 
of  Bronze."  195;  cited,  267, 
358;  death  of.  366.  369; 
Cariyle  defends  the  memory 
of,  373 ;  ii.  10  « ;  cited.  23, 
23  m;  mentioned.  631  citedr 
132.  192  ».  196, 197. 
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Campbixl. Thomas,  i.  373. 378. 

379;  an  evotic  in  London,  ti. 

58  ;  mentioned.  63. 
Carlylc.  .\lexandei,  i.   315:  ti. 

6ii  79;  icnis  Hoddam  Hill. 

1 1 1 1  lia«  boui^hi  a  pony  for 

to  rent  the  fann  of  Shawbrnc. 
30I  M,33i,228;  o^enCarlyle 
«loanofj£50,3i8. 

Carlylc,  jAinct(Carlyle*s  raitier), 
i  72;  ii.  130.  338.  386. 

Cajlyle.  Janet  (Carlyk'*  young- 
est sister.  Mrt.  R.  H.mning). 
ii.  1:7,  183;  n  kind-hraried 
little  creature.  2J3. 

Csrlyle.  Jean,  or  Jane  (Mr». 
James  Aitken),  bcr  Poetical 
Leicer.  i.  iSi.  i8t  n;  iL  98, 
114.  11$  1  5<wini[  samplers, 
143;  her  farewell  verse  to 
Mu*  Welsh.  166;  writes  to 
Mi*sWeUh,3oS  ;  mcnlioned, 
313,  3IS;  bas  caught  some 
of  Mi»»  Webb's  looks,  353  ; 
makes  cuffs  (or  Miss  Wcbh, 
357  ;  mentioned.  161 . 331. 336. 

Carlyle.  John  Aitken  (|jr. 
Carlyle).  1.  73.  i:6.  183,  190. 

W7.  309.  3591  ■'■  43;  hi» 
"  moral  aphomm,"  174  ; 
asked  to  write  a  rvcipe  for 
patience.  iSo;  the  best  of 
doctort.  1S3;  leaver  Hoddam 
Hill.  iV9i  tud  a  letter  Troiit 
Hiss  Welsh,  203;  Carlylc  to. 
3A8.  2(>g;  Doctorate  Thesis, 
by.  3  to;  >o  call  ni  Tcmpland 
on  (lie  eve  of  Cailyle's  wed- 

Carlyie,  Thomas,  introduced  to 
Hi«  Welsh  by  Edward  Irving, 
i.  I  :  his  firtt  letter  to  Miss 
Welsh,  2 ;  proposes  to  visit 
her  at  Haddington,  8 ;  goes 
home  to  MainhiU.  10  n;  re- 
turns to  Edinburgh,  lo  ff; 
teaches  Miss  Wel«h  German, 
14;   pay*   an    ill>tiine<)  and 


unfontinate  risit  to  Haddin^ 
uw,  16 ;   cold  reception  aad 
otninoua    partinc,     37 ;     (ot- 
wards  Irving^'s  letter  to  Mn* 
Welsh,    38 ;    asked  by  Utss 
Welsh  to  write   to  ber  oaly 
u  a  friend.  39 :  s«oda  boots 
to  her  and  offers  help  is  '' 
litetsry    wojk,    34  ;    taggt 
itubtects    for     traKedtes,    fj. 
chiulenges    Miss    Welsh    to 
write  in  metre,  45 :  asks  bar 
to  meditate   some   pUa    tot 
carrying  on  the  poetical  coo- 
lest;     proposes     that    neb 
should  write  a  liitic  article  to 
be  entitled  "The  Wish,'  31: 
recommends  Mm  Welsh  10 
try  an  essay  on  Madame  ile 
Siael,  J  I,  51;    is  translaiiiv 
Lcgcodrc's  treatise  on   Gei^ 
mecry,    {i;     reriiea      Mat 
Welsh's  translation  of  *■  Tbc 
FtsbcT,*    53:     applaud*    bet 
poetical  dispatches,    56;   en- 
courages her  to  proceed  to 
the  path  of  mental  collon : 
Kinn  and  Potaniates  are  a 
gaudy  folk,  but  the    Milioai 
and  de  Stalls   arc    tbe  wy 
salt  of  the  caiih,  $7  ;  pteSMd 
with    Miss   Welsh's   ^Uan 
written     at    Midaight,*    and 
with  the  course  of  study  sW 
is  DOW  following,  65  ;    a^wD 
teconuncnds     the     study   of 
history,  66;  nearitig  the  cad 
of   "Ugendrs^-    68;     M»d* 
Miss  Wehh  ffMeara's  *'  Na- 
poleon in   Exile,"  and   ^vei 
his  own  appreciation  of  Na- 

Eoleon,  68,  69  :  declares  that 
e  is  not  happy^  at  present, 
and  ih.-it  sonteihtng  must  be 
done  if  he  would  001  sink  into 
a  mere  drivellec,  6g  ;  rviumi 
to  EdinbatKh  from  a  monili's 
holiday  at  Mainhiil,  70  ;  per- 
plexed    and     confused,     yei 
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Cariylc,  Thomtt—coiiliitufd. 
hopes  to  elfect  wmethiriK 
perm.-iRcni  before  winter  em- 
pires, 73  ;  picdicw  that  MUs 
welsh  nill  be  by  far  the  most 
diitinjfuUhcd  fcmiiic  he  ever 
knew,  73;  delighted  wiih  her 
letter  txotn  Artt.-ichy,tbe  most 
elegant,  livrty,  kind,  tnitcbic- 
Toua  little  thiag  be  ever  read, 
7S ;  siiggc^l)  a  plan  of  self- 
education  for  oeT,  ncom- 
irifrndi  ber  to  rvftd  hUlory 
and  literature,  and  to  cull  irate 
theartof  cotnpoiiiioD,S7,88  ; 
and  lo  acquire  solid  know- 
ledB^  wilboui  which  there 
will  be  onl^  tmarlnets  and 
sliow,  90;  hi>  broken  resolu- 
ttonsand  empty  rcgrcts,inoM 
glorious  projects  aod  the 
meanest  execution.QZ;  thinks 
of  wnttnif  on  Enel.ind  <3unng 
the  Commonweultb,  93  ;  ofTer 
from  Boyd  for  a  Life  of 
Milton,  94;  the  "Ni^ht- 
motb"  nut  a  translation, 
94;  Milmnn  criticised,  9;; 
descrilDcs  bit  condition  before 
meeting  Miss  Welsh,  .ind  the 
salutary  cflccts  of  her  in- 
fluence on  him,  103 ;  advises 
her  not  to  relax  in  her  cfTorts. 
104  ;  sug^gests  historical  works 
for  her  readintf,  loj  ;  warns 
hcragainsi  too  long  hoursof 
study,  to6 ;  pities  ner  in  her 
difficulties  with  "Tacitus" 
and  "Wallenstein,"  107  ; 
almost  determined  to  bef(in 
a  novel,  loSi  sends  Miss 
Welsh  Bymn's  "Werner," 
criticises  '* Petrarch."  ill; 
advi»es  Mii3  Welsli  to  persist 
in  her  study,  neither  cxhnust- 
ing  herself  by  overwork  aor 
wasting  her  time  in  iilleness, 
1 12  ;  receives  a  present  of  a 
beautiful  jewel  front  Miss 
rou  n —  it 


Wel&h,  117:  sends  bcr  the 
story, '*Crtnhera  and  lonson," 
iij;  "Pauca  verba,"  the 
<iuin1  essence  of  all  moral  doc- 
trine, criticisms  of  "  Withelm 
Tell,"  "The  Bride  of  Mes- 
sina," and  "  Wallcnsiein," 
Lord  John  RuaseU's  "Tm- 
gedy,  131  ;  Corrcggio  in  the 
Vaiican,  I3tj  incites  Miss 
Welsh  to  be  diligent  and  pcr- 
severiag,  and  not  10  be  dis- 
couraged by  first  f>ilurH,i33 ; 
urges  her  to  study,  read, 
accumulate  ideas  and  try  to 
frirc  them  utterance  in  all 
nays,  135 ;  tells  her  he  would 
rather  be  a  ttre^l  philosopher 
or  poet  than  the  empcior  of 
all  that  lies  between  the  poles, 
138;  sends "Venot"  to  Miss 
VVel&h  and  recontmendiothei 
hTsioricE.tellsherto  remember 
the  two  windon's  of  history, 
chronology  and  geography, 
144;  calls  Miss  Welsh  a 
wicked  creature  for  making 
him  laugh  at  poor  Irving, 146; 
tells  her  the  best  histories  of 
the  lime  of  Charles  I.,  148; 
regrets  having  sent  her 
D'liraeli's"  Calami  lies,"  1^  ; 
unfonuivate  authors  not  the 
only  unfortunates,  1 54  :  ad- 
vises Miss  Welsh  to  moderate 
her  ardour,  to  cultivate  pa- 
tience and  self<ommand,  and 
avoid  precocity-,  156;  depre- 
cates the  desire  of  gaining 
ihc  applauses  of  others,  157; 
recommends  her  to  be  happy, 
diligent  in  moderation  when 
the  time  bids,  and  idle  and 
gay  as  willingly,  158  ;  would 
gladly  open  her  eyes  to  the 
cxtrcino  enviableness  of  her 
sitiutiim,  is8:  tclU  her  there 
are  few  sacrifices  be  would 
not  roalcc  to  help  her,   IJ9; 


Carljrie,  Thomas— <vmA>(»a£ 
describes  a  maitx  sionn  and 
its  conscqueDcn,  r63;  ac- 
cepts aa  mritation  to  Had- 
dineton,  164;  gKatly  pleased 
with  his  vmt,  165  ;  has  read 
Miss  Welsh's  tragedy  and 
calls  it  a  "  very  curious  afTair," 
urijes  her  to  be  careful  of  (be 
lilllo  arm-chair,  vowsiobcein 
another  tale  tO'tnorrow,  169  : 
not  another  tale  but  n  "  Life 
ofSchiUer."  17$;  iniheniMl 
vineear  humour,  but  becomes 
another  mun  when  he  has 
read  Miss  Welsh's  letter,  lEU; 
prophesies  to  her  that  their 
(Icslinics  are  yet  to  be  inter- 
ming'led,  that  they  are  yet  to 
walk  side  by  side  through 
man/  briehl  scenes,  nnd  10 
assist  each  oilier  in  many  a 
noble  puqx>^c  t8; ;  encouf 
ages  Miss  Welsh  10  proceed 
in  her  Mudy  oi  (Gibbon.  tS6  : 
^Ud  that  she  lilccs  his  tliricc- 
illustnous  Goethe,  1S7  ;  likes 
her  better  for  dismissing  tbc 
ancient  sinner  Hoccaccio.lS^; 
desired  by  Boyd  to  translate 
"  Wilhelm  Mcister's  Appren- 
ticeship," 169  i  ilcsigits  10 
<iu.irrel  with  Mi&s  Welsh 
manytimes  before  all  is  done, 
each  quarrel  to  last  fifteen 
minutes  at  the  utmost,  190  ; 
encourages  her  to  confidently 
entertain  her  literary  hopes, 
19: :  there  is  no  help  but 
patient  diliKCnee,  193;  eulo- 
gises Coetlie.  193 ;  sends 
Miss  Welsh  a  fresh  supply  of 
"Schiller,"  194;  prays  never 
to  lose  si);)it  of  Miu  Welsh 
either  in  this  world  or  any 
other,  19J ;  urges  her  to  come 
to  Edinburgh,  hopes  that  she 
will  persist  in  "Gibbon"  till 
he  bring  her  to  the  end  of 


the  path,  197  ;  is  icadins 
"  faery  Queene,"i98;*- 
Pait  I.  of  his  "Life  of 
let,'  304  i  receives  a  letter 
from  Miti  Welsh,  u-hich  «rai 
"  like  water  to  a  thirsty  soul,* 
kH;  advise!!  tier  to  traoslnt 
Talcs  fiom  the  Ciennan,  209 ; 
gives  her  good  acxl  wise 
advice  to  obey  her  toMhtt 
blithely  even  if  her  coodiKi 
appears  capricious,  i  <  3  < 
sympathises  witli  M  'ma  Welsb 
in  ner  disappointment  m 
having  (o  accompany  he: 
mother  to  Diunfriesshire, 
must  hear  from  ber  weekly  at 
the  seldontcst,  215;  his  last 
letter  from  j  Momy  Street, 
goes  home  to  Mainhill.  317; 
first  letter  from  Kiiinaitd 
House,!  19;  describes  a  coack 
journey  with  Dr.  Fyffc,  aa 
lit ;  gives  an  account  of  bis 
new  quarters  at  KinnainJL 
332:  1-enturet  advice  to  Miss 
Welsli  about  disaardinK  aa 
imsuitabic  lover,  326,  337;  is 
fOrry  that  she  finds  so  httle- 
Ihat  it  worthy  of  her  in  DuSf] 
tiesshire,  aiS  :  apprcciuioa 
of  Musans,  finds  in  him  a 
light,  good-oatuicd  siraia  af 
sarcasm  which  mninds  bia 
of  Miss  Welsh,  232  ;  reoon- 
mends  her  to  begin  tmat 
tating  from  Musaus  at  onoai 
to  work  refularly  bat  not  tat 
k)ng  hours,  tells  her  ibu 
not  nine  but  litermtur«  will 
make  ner  life  agreeable  m 
useful.  23^;  tlut  the  catee 
of  a  fiisbionable  fine  tady 
would  not  be  satisfactaiy  u 
her,  234:  life  at  Kinaaifd 
unprofitable  and  inane,  hii 
luioiial  duties  keep  him  fnto 
Ulcrary  woii.  336  -,  m  tbc 
darkeu  bour  hope  slill  gildi 
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Carlyle,  Thomas— «wA'i(«/j; 
his  horizon  when  he  tliioks  of 
MiM  Welsh,  137 ;  going  home 
for  X  mooth's  lioiiday,  hopes 
10  meet  Miss  Welsh  at  Had- 
dington,  240 1  some  ^ml 
Tcvoliiiion  must  t»k«  place  in 
Itift  history  ere  long,  341  i 
foreboding  and  hopes,  but, 
come  of  il  what  may,  lie  wi// 
love  Miu  Wehh  nil  the  last 
breath  of  his  life,  34;  ;  writes 
fniin  Mainhill,  delighted  10 
get  a  Icttcifioin  Miss  Welsh, 
which  came  after  long  delay 
like  the  dove  to  Noah't  ark, 
14A,  147  ;  ih.-inks  her  for  the 
|{ift  of  a  book  to  his  little 
sister  Jane,  2491  tells  MiM 
Welsh  that  in  time  we  too 
shall  have  ourdayof  liiumph, 
249:  sends  her  a  copy  of 
■•Bridekirk"*  Huntitiij,"  Iclli 
her  &h«  must  not  drown  her- 
self in  the  Nith  or  elsewhere 
till  Khe  see  fiinher  about  her, 
40:  she  muBl  be  more  (lutient 
of  intcrtuiiiions,  no  one  c^'er 
KOt  bis  whole  lime  consc- 
crated  to  wonhy  pursuits, 
plenty  of  days  and  ntontbs 
will  remain  after  iill  Abate- 
ments. 257;  reminds  ber  that 
she  enjoys  advantages  greater 
than  falls  to  the  lot  of  one  in 
A  hundred,  3^8  ;  tells  her  that 
he  is  soon  to  leave  Mainhill 
(or  KinDn.ir(l  and  entertains 
no  hope  of  seeing  her  at  this 
time,  asks  ber  to  write  more 
frequently  tlian  ever,  359; 
ah«  is  altnoat  all  that  survives 
to  him  in  a  living  shape  of 
the  pociry  of  life,  be  can 
apeak  of  this  only  in  King 
Copbetua's  vein,  Tfvy;  wishes 
heartily  that  Miis  Welsh  were 
home  again  and  settled  >l  Iter 
work  01  tnnslaticu,  tells  lier 


to  be  dilifont  and  ever  watch- 
fiil  and  that  be  will  yet  crown 
her  with  laurels,  they  will  both 
be  happy  and  by  each  other's 
means.  26;;  says  that  In-mg 
is  soon  to  return  nofifawuds 
10  be  married.  U  sorry  that 
his  preaching  has  taken  sucb 
a  turn.  262 ;  wishes  to  see 
him  safely  down  again  and 
walking  .ta  other  men  walk, 
363  ;  "  whcD  shall  you  and  1 
nMkeRnonEl.tu);hion the  em- 
pire of  Dulncss  ami  bting  back 
sflci/ia  Ppitfui  to  dedicate  10 
one  another  ?— some  day  yet. I 
swear  it!"  26j  ;  fell  in  reading 
and  re-reading  Miss  Welsh's 
letter  (No.  67)  as  if  it  were 
more  to  him  than  tlie  charter 
to  all  the  meial  of  Fotosi : 
"  Is  it  true  that  the  mosi 
enchanting  creature  I  ha%'e 
ever  seen  docs  actually  (ovc 
mc?"  369;  des|Mnding  re- 
fteaions,  but  not  without 
faith,  trust,  and  hope,  370; 
encourages  Hiss  Welsh  : 
"  For  you  I  am  still  a  prophet 
of  good,  not  of  ci'il-  Stand 
to  your  task,  and  there  is  no 
danger,"  27a ;  h-ns  decided  lo 
translate  "WilheUn  Master's 
Apprenticeship,"  373;  hon- 
oui's  Miss  Welsh's  wisdom 
and  decision;  she  bas  placed 
their  concerns  on  the  very 
footing  where  hewiihed  ihcm 
to  stand,  377 ;  lilc  siripi  of  its 
baseless  hopes  and  beautiful 
chimeras  would  have  little 
left  wortli  having,  278 ;  he 
will  always  love  the  image 
of  Miss  Wclsli,  though  'Stc 
original  be  gone  forever,  379; 
has  no  idea  of  dying  in  the 
Arcadian  shepherd  tlylc,  280  ; 
long^  to  be  again  iniruduccd 
to  hci  lioiue  at  Haddington, 
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Catlflct  Thomas— <»»/>'«««£ 
to  cheriih  her  fainlinghi^s 
and  leil  her  she  it  dnarer  to 
him  thaji  aughl  ra  lif«,  )So  ; 
cites  two  xtanin!)  of  bis  inn»- 
UiiooofMcisicr."  181,782; 
receives »" <teliKl)ifiil  letter" 
(rem  Mi*9  Welsh;  herlcMets 
»re  alwayi  "  like  Jew  on  the 
mown  tints*."  "It  would  be 
little  leu  than  impious  to 
nnounce  this  hcAvenl/  feet- 
ins  t>u>  iinitM  ua"  :  he  has 
found  in  Mi»  WcUh,  «-hatall 
enthusiasts  long  fot.  Annthrr 
and  a  nobler  self,  3S3 ;  the 
idea  o<  her  che«n  the  aetola- 
(ion  of  lus  tkousbia  as  with 
ihe  light  of  a  summer's  dftwn, 
3S4 ;  thoughts  on  the  death 
of  her  gDndrdthcr,  265  ;  tells 
Miis  Welsh  she  will  yet  be 
temcmbered  amooK  the  orna- 
ments of  her  sex  and  country, 
jit6;  "Ambition  iia  Mureeof 
cad  less  ditquiciudc,  but  it  is 
lite  parent  of  utcAl  and  gtori- 
out  actions,  287;  "Write  also 
without  the  smallest  cure ; 
nonKnsc  from  ytw  ts  the  best 
of  all":  Pan  I.  of  "Schiller  •• 
actually  printed,  1&9 ;  a 
blessed  vition  of  being  three 
months  beside  each  other. 
394  ;  reporlii  his  converulion 
with  Irving  on  hia  wedding 
jauQt,  197  ;  sytQpathises  with 
Miss  Wehh  on  her  illness. 
304  :  begs  her  to  let  her  dis- 
conieni  be  the  incilement  to 
strenuous  enterprise,  305  ; 
"  lleii<le  what  may,  my 
esteem,  m^  rerercncc  and 
love  Femam  with  you  un- 
nltcrcd."  306 ;  **  love  and 
friOKbllip  shall  encircle  our 
kindivd  K>uls;  we  shall  both 
be  happy  and  great  in  our 
day,*  3P7  i    tutoring  unsatis- 


£kCloi7  work:  "Woe  ia  nui 
that  I  cannot  live  on  air ! ' 
308;  arrived  in  Edinborsl) 
from  Krniutird,  310;  sends 
Miss  Welsh  the"  Mock  Trial' 
of  Edward  Irving,  31 1  ;  aala 
to  be  alkiwed  to  see  ber 
at  Haddiagtort,  313  ;  in  *m 
w«ak  and  insipid  humouf :  I 
oxide  of  mercury  and  no 
tobacco,  314;  one  should  have 
i~o:niMRy,  c<inunu[ii<m  and 
fellowship  with  nur  kind,  jjO; 
"  Be  not  soliuiry,  be  not  idle," 
313 ;  literary  fame  is  not  the 
inost  enviable  tbinj^,  3x1 ; 
coming  down  to  Kdinbi^rfi 
in  Febniary,  31c;  on  yR» 
Welsh's  quarrel  wiib  Ur. 
Pyffe.  330 :  "  Schiller  ••  will  be 
done  in  about  a  week,  332 ; 
lodging  at  1  Moray  Street, 
ana  working  at  "  \(eicter,~  J 
336  ;  BO  historical  interest  in  1 
"  Mcister,"  except  Mhat  is 
conncacd  with  Mignon,33Q; 
negotiations  with  lk>yd  vk 
puolKaiioo  of  "  Meister,' 
34I  :  goinif  to  Mainhill,  316; 
"Souk  demon  more  wicked 
than  his  wife,''  347  ;  cco- 
dtisioo  of  negotiations  with 
Boyd.  349 1  ioculcatea  on  M  iu 
Welsh  constancy  of  naodente 
exenioo  in  her  literary  wott, 
355;  recommends  historical 
woitai  for  her  readitig,  3J6 ; 
iclts  her  she  will  like  (Goethe 
bcUrr  ten  years  hence,  js? ; 
IS  muiicraiely  happy  at  Mait>- 
bill;  rough  substantial  plenty 
and  heartfelt  kindness,  %%%\ 
delights  to  see  these  old 
mouotain*.  Skkldaw,  Rel- 
voUyrv,  Whitecotnb,  359 ; 
finished  Ibc  translation  of 
*'  Meistei's  Appfeniiceship,' 
]6ii  coming  to  EdiAbtasb, 
and  hopa  to  spend  a  d^  to 
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rlyle.  Thomas— con/jwi/i-ii 
ptaee  with  Mi!s  Wcl&h,  364  : 
commeiuls  her  ta  t>e  tulerant 
of  Cdward  Irving,  3A5  ;  on 
Ihc  death  of  Byrvn,  366,  J&7  ; 
amvcd  in  Edinburgh;  calls 
Misj  Wel*h  achaimin^'  scold. 
370;  r«viicd  ihe  lail  proof* 
of  the  Preface  to  '■  Mcislcr," 
371 ;  jim  leavint;  for  LoimIoh, 
aOcr  a  visit  at  Haddingion, 
373:  sends  MisH  Wel&fa  a 
copy  of  Shalcespear,  and 
recommends  her  to  read 
Milton  also,  373;  dates  from 
KcwGrceii!  eivcsao  account 
of  bia  sail  to  London,  liis  lint 
impresiiofls  of  the  Thames, 
Tower  \Vharf,  and  tlie  sighta 
and  sotindj  of  London,  375- 
377  ;  welcomed  by  I  rving  and 
hi»  "dear  Ittbelb,""  377; 
has  seen  somt  nouble  char- 
acters, 378,  3?9  ;  at  Birming- 
ham as  guett  of  Dr.  Badami, 
383,384:  "Life  of  Schiller" 
lobe  published  in  book  form. 
385.  397  :  word*  are  fethle  to 
cspms  the  (uixiciifs  he  feels 
on  Miss  Welsh's  account, 
who  is  wasting  facr  hi^b  and 
Rifted  &oul  ID  ill-direcied 
efforts,  386;  Ifving  has  many 
foUtes,  but  there  is  true  blood 
in  his  heart,  3B7  ;  asks  MUs 
Welsh  to  select  and  translate 
sometbinK  from"  Schiller''  to 
be  printed  in  the  "  Life,"  397  ; 
Badam's  energetic  treatment, 

399- 

Delivered  from  a  thousand 
perpletiiies  b>'  Miss  Welsh's 
last  letter;  sbelniuiportshim 
from  the  smoky  furnaces  of 
Birmingham  home  to  clear 
skies  and  soals  that  lore  him, 
ii.  I ;  on  the  traRi-comedy  of 
Ouenld  C. :  "The  visions  of 
eighteen  ate  be>auiiful  as  th« 


path  of  Aurrira,  hut  transient 
and  baseless  as  they  arc 
beautiful,"  3  ;  bas  been  the 
idlest  man  in  the  United  King- 
dom since  be  came  to  War- 
wickshire ;  A'onr/irm  should 
be  his  motto,  3;  is  growing 
quite  an  Asiatic,  coulcl  dream 
away  his  life  amid  the  citron 
Kroves  and  the  perfumes  and 
spicc-trccs  of  the  East,  4 : 
soon  ffoing  back  to  London, 
and  most  likdy  into  Kent 
with  Mrs.  Strachey  and  ihe 
Orator,  6  ;  declares  that  Miss 
Welsh  MMt  innslatc  some- 
ihin;;  for  his  "Lifs  ol 
ScJtiller,"  8 ;  describes  his 
journey  from  Birmingham  to 
London,  passed  dirougb  Strai- 
fotdon-Avon,  saw  Sbakc- 
cpeat's  binhplace,  the  old 
monaslic  domes  and  minarets 
of  Oxford,  and  joined  the 
watering  party  at  I>orcT,  14  j 
dates  from  Dover;  MiisKitty 
Kirkpatrkk;  Ihe  Orator  as 
drr-nur«e  to  his  firsT-bem 
Edward,  is,  16;  thinks  Miss 
Welsh  ougnl  to  con>c  lo  Lon- 
don, but  warns  her  that  the 
t;ay  world  will  not  interest  her 
hf.arl  or  affections ;  Nature 
meant  her  for  more  senous 
things,  17 ;  will  not  scold 
Miss  Welsh  for  idleness,  hi» 
own  need  of  scolding  is  much 

ipreater.  t8;  in  translaiinff 
ragmenlK  of  '•  Don  Knrlos 
and  the  ■*  Maid  of  Or- 
leans "  for  his  "  Schiller,"  19  j 
dates  from  Taris ;  has  been 
persuaded  to  accompany  Mr, 
Simchcy  and  Miss  Kirk- 
patrick  hither,  some  of  the 
stKhts  described,  the  Paris- 
ians, the  Aferjptf,  16-2S1 
Milts  WeUb  has  do  caase  to 
be  jealous,  she  is  worth  any 
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Carlyle,  'ThotaAi''-e«»/t'mteJ. 
twcntv  wonicn  in  Ihc  world, 
29  ;  "No,  my  chill!,  wc  were 
net  apart  by  Destiny  for  Mch 
other,  we  have  chosen  one 
another,  n-e  ate  on^  and 
nothing  shall  part  ms,"  y> ; 
is  thiiikiti);  HI  retiring;  to 
Annandale  or  some  other 
dale,  and  there  translatinf^  aJI 
Schiller**  works,  31  s  "TruM 
in  me  to  the  end.  as  I  tru»t 
in  you,"  « ;  Miss  Wdih's 
letters  to  him  are  among  his 
chief  delight*  in  life,  33 ; 
dales  from  33  Southampton 
Sliect)  Pentonvillc,  London  ; 
after  having  been  whirled 
from  capital  to  capita),  be  is 
iv)w  seated  in  his  own  trim 
and  cfitnfortAblc  apHTtmcnts, 
and  will  to-morrow  commence 
a  tneditatod  plan  of  life  and 
labour,  34 ;  will  see  "  Schiller" 
ihroujih  the  preM,  and  learn 
sORielhino;  of  London,  37 ; 
finds  io  hts  detic  a  little  paper 
heart  with  the  word  "  Homc- 
len"  written  on  it  in  what 
he  thought  Miss  Welsh's 
hftnd  ;  it  was  exceedingly 
pathetic, 38;  aslesMiss Welsh 
not  to  luu{fti  and  mock.  43; 
determined  to  have  some 
household  of  his  own,  has 
lived  too  long  in  tenli,  44  ; 
had  he  land  of  his  own,  he 
would  be  tempted  to  become 
A  fanner,  45 ;  as  a  town 
London  is  not  worth  loolcing 
nl  for  above  a  wrck,  and 
Miss  WeUh  is  not  likely  to 
care  much  for  any  of  Irving'!! 
friends,  47  ;  "I  wtff  love  >;ou 
to  the  end  of  time,  hetide 
what  may,"  481  the  printing 
of  "  *M:hiller"  pmcMding 
with  less  tardiness,  wiihei  it 
were  done  thai  he  might  quit 


the  U^em,  ;6 :  advised 
Irving  to  May  in  Lo 
"  he  would  fain  keep  me 
him,"  ;7;  ln-ing,on  thewboh^ 
the  best  fellow  he  has  met  in 
London,  58;  receives  Goethe's 
first  letter,  59 ;  tells  Mas 
Welsh  that  it  is  of  the  laai 
importance  to  him  to  know 
her  purposes,  his  own  resolu- 
tions must  to  a  Rrcai  extent 
depend  on  hers.  On,  61  ;  pro- 
poses mariiatcc  ici  M  iss  We)>b. 
aod  (he  scheme  of  bej^nning 
married  life  at  Cfraigen- 
nuttock.  63-63;  thanks  Mi 
Welsh  heartily  for  her  cai 
dour,  her  tcsolutenos  d 
not  olTcnd  him,  he  too  im 
be  reioltite,  7j;  is  not  hurt 
or  angry,  his  pl.m  was  no 
w'ac  one  if  it  did  not  include 
the  chance  of  her  denial  ai 
ircll  .ts  that  of  her  assent,  7} ; 
gives  an  otitline  of  his  for- 
tusesand  prindptes  of  action. 
76-78;  ado  Miss  Welsh  to 
postpone  the  decision  tilt  he 
sees  her  in  Scotland,  sends 
his  heartfelt  thanks  to  Mil. 
Welsh  for  her  Hod  and  lokr- 
ant  opinion  of  him.  en<|sir«t 
of  Miss  Welsh  if  her  lann  b 
n>t/lji  Vi  let,  79;  gratified 
with  Miss  Welsh's  letter  (No. 
114).  which  he  thinks  the 
best  shce%'erseni  him  :  '*  such 
conl)diQf[.  simple,  true  aficc- 
tion."  87 ;  on  inc  impDrtanee 
of  sinctrity  and  [ruinfutness. 
90;  rejoices  that  Miss  Welsh 
cannot  write  a  book  at  pre- 
sent:  "it  is  not  for  wntiag 
tliat  my  heart  will  hoaour 
any  one.  or  wish  any  one  U 
honour  roe,"  9'  1  *'  Fame"  » 

frovnng  more  aod  more  io- 
ilTcrcm  10  him.  qi  ;   going 
lioiae    10    Mauihtll    by    BJi" 


Ckrlyle,  Thomu — amtimited. 
Diingham  and  Liverpool,  has 
^H  sworn  to  recover  h»  bealih ; 
^B  bolicves  with  Dr.  Badams 
^^  that  there  ii  no  special  de- 
r  nngctnent,  only  a  ■■  spirit  too 

^_  keen  for  ilic  case  itiai  holds 
^B  <l>*93;  on  Mrs. Stracheyand 
^  Edward  Irving.  94 ;  datet 
r  from  Birmingham,  was  dc' 
^^  laincd  in  London  b^  perverse 
^B  circumttances.  and  could  find 
^V  no  opponunity  or  wiiting 
'  sooner,  99;  hii  "Life  of 
Schiller"  delayed  in  publica- 
tion !  on  reviews  and  review- 
ers, lot ;  will  slay  a  few  da^rs 
with  Badams  to  receive  liis 
final  preceplti.  then  hasten  to 
Annandale  to  arrange  mmtic 
plan  of  residence  ;  will  work 
la  moderation  in  his  calling, 
aod  live  in  the  fjnn  hope  that 

I  useful  and  happ)*  activity  unll 
return    to    him.    104 ;    dates 

II  hoot  Maitthill,  has  no  inicn- 
I  (ion  of  living  in  Edinbur^'h 
I         at  present,  it  is  only  with  the 

literature  of  Edinburgh  that 

he  wishes  to  be  ronnccted, 

ito;    tells   Miss  Welsh  that 

I        lie  has  rented  Hoddam  Hill, 

^ft  describes  the  little  farm,  111: 

■  "Here  then  will  I  establish 

^1  my   home    till    I   have  con- 

^f  qoered  die  fiend  that  harasses 

^   mc"  so  Miss  Welsh  must  not 

revoke  her  approbation  of  a 

rural  life,  she  is  10  consider 

him  and  all  that  he  bu  and 

is  as  bers  to  take  or  reject, 

Il3i   calculates  on  being  in 

'        Edi^bll^]^^  next  week,  114; 

dates  from  Edinliurgh,  after 

A  «-isit  to  HaddinRton,   Ji;  ; 

will  keep  Miss  WcUli's  paper 

as     his     choicest    treasure  : 

'•what  have  I  ever  done  to 

merit   so   much   love   froin 


yoo?"  MS;  be^s  her  to  be 
careful  and  solicitous  about 
her  health.  119:  "  Sickne&s 
is  otir  only  foe."  tso;  has 
arrived  at  MainhlU  -,  the  cares 
that  now  occupy  him  ate  not 
those  of  the  philosopher  on 
paper,  but  of  the  pliilosoplier 
/«  /i>«>.  123 ;  making  pre- 
parations for  cniering  00 
Hoddam  Hill.  1:4 ;  attrac- 
tions of  the  place,  views  of 
the  mountains,  etc..  the  utire 
breath  of  his  n.iiivc  Sofway 
blowing  wooing]/  thro"  ail 
his  haunts,  125  :  has  brought 
some  forty  tomes  of  Gentian 
ftciion  from  Edinburgh.  136; 
on  the  reception  w  Miss 
Welsh's  presents  to  the 
people  of  Mainhill,  1:7  ;  aslcs 
ner  to  exert  her  influence  in 
favour  of  James  lohnstone's 
candidature  for  the  Master- 
ship  of  the  Haddington 
Tarish  School,  llS  ;  iSrst 
letter  from  Hoddam  Hill, 
119  i  on  Miss  Welsh's  ex- 
pected visit  to  Hoddam  Hill, 
130.  131  ;  site  will  be  as- 
tonished at  the  Hibernian 
aspect  of  alTaiiT,  but  "there 
is  a  majesty  and  mystery 
in  Nature,  take  her  at  you 
will " ;  "is  she  not  im- 
movable, eternal,  and  im- 
mensc,  in  Annandolc  as  she 
is  in  Charnoiiiii?"  132;  it  is 
many  a  year  since  he  has 
been  so  idle  or  so  happy; 
tbe  H(tiy  Trvcf,  1  jj  j  de- 
scribes life  ai  Hoddani  Hill ; 
Mking  "general  views,"  auri- 
cular confessions  with  the 
man-within,  13S-145  ;on  Miss 
Welsh's  confession  thai  she 
had  once  loved  Irving,  151  ; 
"  As  I  am  take  me  or  rrKJsc 
me  :  but  not  as  I  djvi  not,  15J  ; 
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Carlyie,  Thomia-^ffntiMueif. 
owes  his"<iearest  Iitllc  Ruih" 
many  thanks  (or  hcrkindncM 
of  heart  and  true  unflinching 
loN-c  of  him,  IS7 ;  "'Are  wc 
not  rich  in  better  thini^s  than 
silver  or  g<rfd?"  159;  Miss 
Wel»h  isimpaticnily  cupecled 
atHoddam  Hill,  i'>j;"Comc 
m/iru  Liebcf  I  lonf;  to  Me 
tby  fitr  lace  again/  161 :  had 
a  melancholy  journey  home 
^froiiiTr!iTiptand)wiih  ihonghls 
of  bjijone  joy*  for  his  com- 
panions,  \^%^  17:  ;  has  worked 
two  days  honesily  at "  Ti«ck." 
and  hopes  to  he  done  with 
him  in  other  ten,  173  ;  meets 
Edtrard  Irving  at  Annan,  17$. 
1761  "  To  know  ou(  duly  and 
to  do  it,"  is  "theek'erlasting 
rock  t>i  man's  security,"  186; 
on  Mrs  Welsh's  « Story  of 
histesnper,"i87;*'on  GermaR 
Rcanucc,"  18S;  meditating  a 
"Work  of  An"and  it  thrown 
by  the  unffracious  unlon-ard 
nag  Larry,  189  ;  workint;  most 
indiutriausty  at  his  la«L,  194  ; 
has  translaicd  cii(>ii),'h  to 
make  two  voliimrs,  3<xj;  re- 
'yA(X%  to  hear  Miss  Welsh's 
new  views  on  "the  vnljjar 
bubble  Fanic,"  300 ;  dis- 
patches a  part  or  his  manu- 
script tn  the  prinlct^  cipccis 
soon  to  be  in  Edioburttb, 
306  J  dates  from  21  Salis- 
bury Street,  Edinburgh,  308 ; 
sends  Miss  Welsh  a  coot- of 
Ihc  first  two  sheets  of**Gcr- 
man  Romance,"  312 :  is 
hindered  by  Mrs.  Welsh 
from  S"''^!!  t**  Haddington, 
know*  Miss  Welsh's  fecUng 
on  the  subject  is  like  his 
own,  312;  tninks  of  renting 
a  ciMtago  in  the  vicinity  of 
Edinburgh,  113;  00  the  pro- 


ject of  (taning  a  litsrary 
newspaper,  lao;  date*  from 
Hoddam  Hill  again;  tke 
fiirm  of  Shawbrac  being  lost, 
his  btbcr  is  bearinj;  tntfa 
crowded  sails  on  a  plan 
called  Scoubrig,  339 ;  en 
Miss  Welsh's  project  of  their 
taking  two  cottages  ut  Edta- 
burjfht  3^  aj)  ;  OD  the  de- 
fensive in  a  "lovens*  qoar- 
rel."  336-141:  reconciliatMo 
aodmore,  348-3  J2;  loves  Miv 
Welsh  better  for  l»er  love  of 
her  mother,  JS7:  Scotsbrig 
secured,  359;  project  of  be- 
(pnning  married  life  there, 
360-263 ;  fcais  that  MiM 
Welih^  sdieme  of  a.  "Uipfe 
alliance'  would  aoi  ansvci; 
364 ;  plans  and  counier^laai 
for  besinnin];  housckeepiac, 
371-376;  remonstrates  wiS 
Miss  Welsh  for  not  writitigi 
377-379 :  bis  fioal  letter  00  tke 
house  auestioQ,  3S3-703  ;  bit 
letltrr  from  Scotsbrig:  "We 
are,  it  seems,  to  bcfpn  tins 
wonderful  ma  rrie<l  life ;  a 
eceae  so  strange  to  both  <f 
us,  BO  full  of  Kanrds,  and  it 
maybe  of  highest  happiiseai' 
May  the  Fates  award  the 
tatter,  as  ihcy  will,  if  -we 
de&crve  it,"  394  i  thinks  the 
Edinburgh  plan  of  rr&ideace 
much  the  best,  3g6 ;  draws  a 
moral  from  the  two  swallows 
who  have  taken  a  bouse  (not 
at  Comley  Uank)  this  nnr- 
mcT,  and  arc  bringing  up  1 
family,  with  the  highest  oaa* 
tentmeni  and  Unity  of  souL 
^4i  will  boon  see  Mia 
WeHh  to  take  couasd  abotf 
alt  their  common  conccrnk 
306 ;  will  come  to  Templaal 
on  Thursday,  3!  e  ;  not  cnlt^ 
but   suffering  tbe  paogs  « 
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Carijric,  Tltom**— ««//««<■*/. 
Kui't.  317:  "1  swear  wc  shall 
be  lui>p>' :  for  I  love  thee  ; 
and  Willi  all  tny  foulu  ciiii 
nevtr  cea&e  lo  lo^-e  thee  in 
heart,  »ad  in  bcnn  to  long 
fbrtfaygood.  Dclicvc  iliis.  (or 
it  ii  true ;  aiid  let  it  be  an 
anchor  of  the  soul  both  sure 
and  atea<ifusl,  as  thy  love  is 
of  me,"  310;  arT3(i;;c[nenIs 
foe  the  «-ed(liiiR,  318-J31 ; 
reading  Kanl,  and  panial]y 
undeisianding  him;  hill  of 
projects  for  in  trodiiciiiK  Kant's 
syMccn  at  xomo  more  pro- 
pitious season,  124 :  agrees 
with  all  Miu  Welch's  ar- 
rangrtncnts  about  the  How 
imd  When.  32;;  final  letter 
to  Miss  Wclfh  :  "Good  right, 
then,  for  the  ta>l  titne  wc 
have  to  i^art !  In  a  u-cck  1 
see  you,  in  a  week  you  arc 
my  own  t  Adieu,  mcine 
f  .ifw*/"  33S-337. 

Cju-lyle,  Margaret  (Carlyle's 
iDOlhcr),  u  71;  Ay.,  306;  il 
KMt  1S7.  \y>\  /<V-  no:  far 
from  wet],  143:  174;  lives 
"with  a  most  iwceles-i 
thought,"  19a  i  log.t  196,  soj; 
doubly  ilianks  Mi»s  U'dsn, 
318;  sends  Miss  Welsh  a 
draft  on  the  Bank  of  Faith, 
=J3  ;  /*y,  965,  29J,  298  !  her 
fitncerc  prayers  for  Carlytc 
and  Miss  Welsh  not  vaoting, 
337- 

Chalmcrs,  Dr.,  1. 46. 

Charlca  t.,  beat  histories  of  the 
timcot,  i.  148. 

CMteauhriand,  i.  16:  "Atala," 

47.49,  ^3!  "■  »35  "■ 
Child-chair,   Miss    Welsh's,    1. 

169. 
Clarendon,  i.  9^,  i4fi. 
Coleridge,  S.  F.,  i.  44, 379 !  "■ 

3S,  S'-SS-Ol- 


Coinley  Bank  (No.  It),  ii.  371, 
J96,  300;  dcsctibcd,  301 ; 
meatiooed,  306;  ready  for 
occupation.  313;  no  longer 
iMiU  or  mitre  but  ourt,  33 f> 

"Corinne"  (Madame  dc  Sua), 
i.  S4.  163,  164- 

Cornwall,  Barry  (B.  W.  Proc- 
ter), i.  39s,  378;  ii.  51.58.9*. 
ISO. 

Correg-gio,  i.  133,  133  M. 

Cowpcr,  WilUum,  i.  36,  as?  i 
mentioned,  374 ;  works  of,  a 
(Ftft  from  Mrs.  Welsh  to 
Carlyle.  ii.  398. 

Crai^fcnpuituck,  ii.  Gs,  68,  70^ 
7S>i  86,  93 ;  Iciiiog  of.  167 ; 
plantations  on,  169  h. 

Cnchlon,  Major,  it.  24,  24  n, 
I?4«,  30I  M,  136. 

"  Ciuthers   aitd  Jonson"  (Car- 

lylc's  first  story),  i.  125, 1:9^ 

•40. 
CuDningham,  Man,  1.  378:11. 

5'- 

Defoi^  Daniel,  i.  356. 
Disraeli,  Isaac,  i,  143>  1481 1{3, 

rs4- 
Dc   Lambert,  the  motto  of,  ti. 

tti4. 
"  Dc]phine''(Madaa>edeSla«l). 

L  167,  183.  I90- 
Dickson.    Robert    (broiher-in- 

law  of  Edward  Irving),  ii.  174. 
Donaldujn,    Mr.  (the  Welslies' 

family  lawyer),  ii.  145  »•  146: 

calh   on   ana  writes  of  the 

young'   spouses    at    Coinley 

Bank.  yoon. 
Dryden,  John,  i.  121. 
Dryfe  Sands,  ii.  171  n. 
Duncan,  Kcv.  Dr.,  ii.  15a,  176. 
Dunlop.  WalterC'The  Tiger"), 

'■  J37,  3)0- 
Durisdccr,  Kirk  of,  1.  73. 

Fakk,  the  love  of,  i.  91,  i^:. 
156;   Miss  Welsh's  opinion 
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of.  t6o:  Cariyle  thinks  one 
limir  ol  deep  test  u-orih  all 
the  fame  in  tnc  universe,  325 ; 
Miss  Welsh  has  round  lomc- 
thinji  beiicr  than,  ii.  197 ; 
Cceihe  on,  aoo. 

Faim  (Goethe'*),  L  16;  Car- 
lyle's  Critique  on,  16  n,  17, 
so,  no,  116,  III,  tjT,  136, 
143- 

"  Faust's  Curie,"  i.  70  «- 

Fer]{oion.  Adarn,  "Roman  R«> 
public'  by,  i.  loj,  144. 

Fort  Aujcustus,  i.  7Ji  7^ 

Fouqu^,  liaioness  de  la  Motte, 
L  3oS. 

Proude,  Jamc*  Anthony,  mis- 
dfttes  and  alters  the  wording 
of  a  letter,  i.  si?  n;  lugnili- 
cant  omission  by,  176  n;  im- 
portani  suppression  by,  298  n ; 
li.  69  H :  at  his  old  tricks, 
153  w,  1871;  altert  "iniru- 
sions"  to  "intruders,"  331  «; 
alters "seriouslv"  to"sureIy," 
23+  h;  on  VviRhtman.  the 
Hedger,  285  •; ;  on  "  the  coach 
from  Dumfiies,"  319  n;  an 
evil-bodiRK  misstatement  by, 
330  «. 

Fyft,  Dr..  i.  47.  61.  65,  J03, 
204  ;  jnumey»  from  Moffat  to 
Edinburgh  on  the  coach  urith 
Carlylc,  szo;  mentioned,  313; 
Miss  Welsh  quarrels  with, 
327,  330  i  takes  a  prominent 
psrt  in  the  medical  squabble, 

34+,  348.  393;  "-7.  J3.  i4.Ji. 
no;  oners  for  the  Hadding- 
ton bouse,  267 ;  the  liarxam 
with,  still  in  the  wind,  2S3 ; 
taking  possession.  2^ 

George  [V.  in  Edinburgh,  i. 
77  «■  83- 

"Geraian  Romanco,"  ii.  116, 
188,200;  but  a.  confused  tHoce 
of  work,  206  ;  two  first  skeets 
o^  scut  to  Miss  Welsh, 313; 


ptinttne  of,  joU  about  to  sta 
J77 ;  Carlyle  happy  whii< 
tnnsUtiii|[,:<>4 ;  u  pooraffiut, 
but  innocent,  cvca  UucUblc, 
307 ;  finished,  30S. 

Gibbon,  i.  89,  to5, 144,  tS:,  t86, 
"97.  199-  n'  ">  J'9.  3J7, 
338.365:  ■'■  'o8<«. 

Gillies,  John  (historian),  i.  105, 

t44,  IW.  I7>- 
Ciiriea.  Robert  Peace,   i.   337, 

337  «.  350- 

Goctbc,  "The  Fisbcr  "  by,  i.  s_> 
SS,  79 ;  transcribes  *  quatruo 
by  Carlvie,  9$  k  ;  compaml 
with  Schiller,  173 ;  Carlylt's 
hi|[Ii  apprecifttion  of,  17S; 
Miss  Welsh  beeins  to  admire, 
183  ;  mentioned,  187  ;  a  great 
frenius.  and  docs  not  make 
you  cry,  193;  illness  of,  335; 
will  be  liked  better  by  Miss 
Welsh  ten  years  hence,  357 ; 
Carlylc's  tirst  letter  front,  it. 
60;  f*  Sorrowtof  Wener-  br, 
133  n;  Carlyl*  trantfatet 
"  Daa  Miihrchen  "  by,  194  ;  a 
wise  man,  301  ;  Carlyle  scods 
a  letter  and  a  copy  of  his 
•■Schiller-  to,  aai;  "Life" 
of,  by  Culyle,  358 ;  cit«d, 
320. 

Coldsroith,  Oliver,  cited,  i.  8  ; 
"  History  of  Rome  "  by*  DOi 
worth  reading,  1^ 

Cordon,  Margaret,!,  as?  »;  ii 

131,  133  «. 

'■Gota  Ton  Derlichinsen' 
(Goethe's),  i.  i;i.  i78>  iS&. 

G ,  Catherine,  1. 391,393;  ii. 

13,  22 ;  Miss  Welsh  becooies 
governess  to.  41 ;  mentioned. 
52.  sj;  rade  to  ShacKly.  5s  -, 
tenacious  of  her  quarters.  96 ; 
sadly  in  the  way.  loB;  inco> 
tioned,  t  tj. 

C ,  Diigatd. falls  "is  Iom* 

with  Miss  Welsh,  i.  yb^,  ygot 
393i  ii.  J.  13,33.54. 
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Graham,  William,  i.  34,  34  n  ; 

ii.  259. 
Gray,  cited,  i.  i8>  50 ;  iu  187. 

Hamilton,  Sir  William,  ii.  1 19, 

127. 
Harte,  Rev.  Walter,  "  Gustavus 

Adolphus  "  by,  i.  338. 
Henry,  "  History  of  England," 

i.  40. 43. 43- 
Hoddam  Hill,ii.  iii,  126;  first 

letter    to  Miss  Welsh   from, 

129 ;  Miss  Welsh  at,  163. 
Hooker,  Richard,  i.  83,  257. 
Hope,  Thomas,  "  Anastasius" 

by,  i.  I2a  n;  121. 
Horace,  cited,  i.  8, 18,  108, 132, 

135. 149,150".  250,333. 
Howden,  Dr.,  1.  344,  344  «, 
"Hudibtaa"  (Butler's),  i.  224; 

cited,  347,  384 :  ii-  3°?  «• 
Hume,  David,  i.  3, 66. 
Hunt,  Leigh,  i.  96. 

Irving,  Edward,  i.  i,  6, 19,  28, 
48,  97  n,  141,  146  ;  long  and 
hearty  letter  to  Carlyle  from, 
170 ;  mentioned,  178,  243, 
243  «,  254,  255  J  about  to 
marry ;  character  of  his 
preaching,  "  Argument  for 
Judgment  to  Come,"  263 ; 
mentioned,  266,  269  n,  289  ; 
invites  Miss  Welsh  to  Lon- 
don, 290,  290  » ;  marriage  of, 
293;  mythical  romance  con- 
nected with,  293  « ;  invites 
Carlyle  to  Loudon,  397 ;  popu- 
larity of,  299;  "Trials"  of, 
311  ft;  letter  of,  cited  from, 
313  «;  "has  lost  a  friend," 
362 ;  chaiucterised  by  Car- 
lyle, 364;  letter  of,  cited 
from,  365  ;  "  four  hours'  ser- 
mon "  by,  371 ;  improved, 
377;  Carlyle  intercedes  for, 
387 ;  mentioned,  ii.   5,  6,  14, 

>S.  16,17,  21.  35.35.36;  has 
a  letter  from  Miss  Welsh,  38 ; 


mentioned,  41*  45)  4^,  47 ; 
Sonnet  by,  cited  from,  49 ; 
Miss  Welsh  places  little  de- 
pendence on,  5 1 ;  advises  Car- 
lyle to  remain  in  London,  57; 
trials  awaiting:,  94  ;  his  much 
vaunted  friendship  for  Miss 
Welsh  nothing  more  than  a 
froth  of  professions,  97  ;  Car- 
lyle stays  two  weeks  with, 99; 
8  true-hearted  man  at  bottom, 
102  ;  Carlyle  meets,  at  Annan, 
175,  176;  mentioned,  181. 

Irving,  Mrs.  Edward  {see  Mar- 
tin, Isabella),  ii.  16,  31,51  52. 

Irving,  Washington,  "Brace- 
bridge  Hall,"  i.  59,  60,  6r ; 
mentioned,  68;  reported  death 
of,  336. 

Jeffrey,  Francis,  i.  49- 

Johnson,  Dr.,  i.  181,  181  «., 
208,  257, 323  ».  337- 

Johnstone,  James,  i.  339 ;  u. 
12^,  135  >  Miss  Welsh  can* 
vassing  for,  198,  304 ;  will 
prosper  after  all,  217  ;  visits 
Carlyle  in  Edinbuigh  and 
goes  to  Haddington,  318 ; 
mentioned,  223  ;  the  youth  of, 
renewed,  332,  302;  wedding 
of,  316. 

Johnson,  Mra.,  ii.  169,  170. 
ulius.  Dr.,  ii.  127  ;   writes  to 
Carlyle,  303. 

Kant,  Carlyle  reading,  ii.  334. 

Kemp,  Mr.,  i.  171, 183. 

King  Cambyses,  i.  260  n. 

King  Cophetua  and  the  Beggar 
Maid,  1.  360, 26a  n. 

"  King  of  the  Isles."  L  82, 85, 

King,  the  (««  George  IV.). 

Kinnaird  House,  i.  319,  219  », 
223,  239 ;  Carlyle's  last  letter 
from,  329. 

Kirkpatrick,  Catherine,  ii.  I4t 
14  «;  described,  15;  men- 
tioned,  20,  21,   25,   36,  32, 
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;t,  307 ;  h2s  /,y>jooo  and  a 
princely  lineitx«,  3j;. 
Ktirncr,  i.  194,  194  H. 

LAC8CTELLE,  i.  89. 

Lafontaine.  i.  315, 

1^  Rochefoucauld,  cited, !.  txi. 

\ATrf  (Cs'tvle's  liorse),  it.  t6o  : 
throw-s  Ciiflyle,  189 ;  men- 
tioned, 19c. 

LasCasies,Comtede,i,  16S,  175. 

"r.ej!cndrc"i.  53,  S».  68.  93  «• 

Lcilic,  Proressor,  asks  Carlyl« 
to  write  an  c»ay  on  Comets, 
and  to  teach  a  German  poicn- 
iaie,ii.  213. 3>S- 

"  Libu&sa  "  (by  Mtisam),  L  331, 

a?s.  yif  308,  3S5;  'i-  >«; 

cited,  161  H. 

Lob    (a  PuriiiD  preacher),  ij. 

306,306*1. 
Lodthart.  J.  G.,  ii.  It6:  to  b6 

Editor  of  the  Qftarterfy  Rt- 

vi*w,  199,  3ja. 
Lonmer,  Dr.,  i,  tS2, 

Martin,  Isabella,  i.  363  {ret 
Irving,  Mrs.  Edward). 

"MeiMcr-  (*«  "Wiihclni 
Mcistcr"). 

MephittopheleR,  i.  i. 

Mctasluio, ).  140,  140  M,  i;3. 

Mignon  ("Wilhebn  Meisicr"), 

,.!■  339,35=.  35^  ".357;"-  '8- 

Miltnan,  H.  H.,  1. 79, 80. 95. 

Milton,  i.  3  n;  cited.  8  H,  3t\ 
86.  IJJ.  U3  n,  157,  167  «: 
mentioned,  357:  dtcd,  360^ 
y*  ">  357  "  !  Vl'nA  Welsh  to 
readi,  373  :  cited.  "■  4. 16.  '78, 
197,  ^35.  338- 

Mitford,  William,  i.  105.  144. 

"Moliirc,"  a  copy  of,  for  Miss 
Welsh,  ii.  39  «,  56,  155, 
170  M. 

Montagu,  Charles,  ii.  150,  176, 
i8i  ;  Carlyle  »«e»,  807. 

Uontogt),  Mr.,  ii.  59,  133,  149, 
169. 


Montuni,  Mrs.  (Irvinff's  "noUe 
tajdy*]^  u   395  •    *>*«  "divine 

!irescrip(ion"of,  31S;  Carlyle 
irst  mcev»,  377  ;   meaiiotted. 

3^:  "■  33.  3i.  50.  S'i  ^ 
scribed,  59;  a  flatierer,  hut 
not  a  coicner  intentiocially, 
103;  Carlvlc  writes  to,  tli\ 
a  letter  oi,  cited,  134  it,  ip, 
U4>  n6;  her  letter  to  Mm 
Wel&h,  nZ;  referred  10,  16*1 
Mrs.  Welsh  diKapprovcs  ti 
het  Jane's  correApotKby 
with,  179;  a  lover  of  Ac 
pictumquc,  181:  haft  beoi 
dan^eiously  ill,  198;  Cutjile 
int^ndi  towrite  to.303:  meta- 

Ehoric^  diiclosures  to,  306; 
itter  from,  sent  to  MiiS 
WcUh,  III;  an  idealist.  311; 
mentioned.  399,  jo2,  311:  i» 
ill.  yet  seodt  a  kind  aad 
flaiterin^  message  to  Cartyk, 
3M<  314  "•  denounces  Mit> 
Strachey.  333. 

"  Montatene  and  other  Etsin* 
>.  toj  n,  368  n. 

Moore.  Thomas.  "  Loves  of  ibe 
Anse!*,"!.  t+S;  ii.  58. 

Miilkr,  Johannes,  i.  89. 

Mtisaus,  Jobann  Kart  AogvH, 

i.  321,  333.  331.  Sja.  2JOV  366, 

371.377.380:  tl  194;  Cailjta 
done  with  tmnslatinK.  3W; 
finished  a  "Ufc"  of,  kij: 
cited,  363  m 

Nkckrr,   lacqucs,   "  Ufc"  ti, 

199.  '99" 
Necker,  Madame  dc  SaiusB^ 

i.  177  ". 
Necker,  Wilhelmina,  i.  47,  67, 

187. 
Nelson,  I  10^. 
Ntchol,  Ml.,  I.  63)  67. 
*■  Night-moth  "  (Cailyle's).  i,  84. 

94,  94  » ;  a  copy  of.  sent  to 

W«mar,  05  *». 
Nimmo,  Rev.  Dr.,  i.  347, 
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'  O'Meara,  B.  E.,  "  Voic«  from 
Si.    Helena"  ("NapoleoH  in 
Knle"),  t.  68,  7S,95,  96. 
Oirid,  ciicd,  ii.  kj. 


"Pasadisb"  ([Greeoknowe),  1. 

359.379"!  "■  131. 
Pam,  Carlyle  iii,  ii.  35 ;  Lttter 

No.  loj  trom,  35. 
Park,  Muneo,  ciw,  ii.  i7S  "■ 
Pascal.  "Life"  o^  by  Carlyle, 

i.  368,  368  fl. 
Paton,  MariaDcie,  i.  381. 
Pen  (for  Penfiilan),  pet  name  of 

Misi  W«l>Ii,  i.  36  M,  251. 
Pcrsius,  dted,  ii.  223. 

eirarch,  i.  tti.  111. 
"  Pevcnl  of  th«  PeaV  >•  I4& 
Pliilisiinc,  i.  3  /r. 
Pliny,  died,  i.  323  ». 
Pluliuch,  i.  48,  5ti,  S9. 


QuiNCKV,   De,  Thomu   (tbe 
"Opium-cater"),  il  13,  12  n, 
19. 
r"  Quixote,  Don,"  cited,  ii.  3$. 

|s£al,  AbM  Si,  i.  38,  2S  tt. 
'Rep«ounce  Hill,  ii.  131. 

Kepentince  To««r,  ii.  1 13. 

Reynolds,    Sir    Joshiu,    i.    83, 

RicAter,  Jcaji  Paul  Kricdrich, 
ii.  133;  quDlcd,  140:  men- 
tioned. 105.  lis. 

»  Rival  Biothen " (Miss  Webh-f 
tragedy},  i.  t6S,  168  it. 

R(>bert«>ntW.,i.3,89, 338.354 1 
"HiKor^  of  America,"  356, 

36* 
Robinson,    Cnhb.    i.    396 ;    ii, 

1 19;  wrilc*  to  Carlj-k.  127. 
Rollin.  i.  98,  105.  106,  113.  115, 

119.  120.  137.  140,  143- 
Rou«eau.   i.   156;   "Nouvolle 

IHclolM."  192. 
••Rubeiahi"    (by    Mtitiu3}.   i. 
23''  3'9.  3»S.  33'.  338.353. 


355'  36".  3?o-  579'  381  ;  liM 
been  ntready  translaied,  ^St, 
396. 

Knsael!.  Lord  John,  i>  131. 

Russell.  WUliain.  i.  a,  144, 356. 

Sadx,  Abb^  da,  i.  iit. 

Sallust,  i.  91  n.  333,  233  H. 

"Sartor  Kesanui.'  i.  2  n,  14. 
37;  cited,  1031  Carlyle  tlie 
h«ro  aod  Jane  Welih  ibe 
heroine  of.  124  n ;  cited. 
383  n  ;  ii.  201  m. 

Scliillcr,  i.  I4>  31  n,  33,  44,  47. 
S9.  73.  140.  157,  166;  his 
"Kabale  und  Licbe."  194. 
196 ;  the  '■  Robbers,"  196. 
300;  "genius  ever  a  secret 
10  iisclf,"  335 !  his  '•  Maid  of 
Orleans."  315,  334.  3S4;  his 
•■Thirty  Veara'  War,"  3(6; 
bit  •*  Gedichtc."  397  :  Carfyle 
meditates  iranslatine  all  the 
vrorks  of,  ii.  31,  481  ntcn- 
tioncd,  10;.  (^;  cited,  153, 
182.345,  2460. 

"Schiller.  Life  of,"  by  Carlyle, 

i.  179,  184.  1S9, 197.  30+,  2l6  ; 

Pan  I.  printed,  289;  Poit  Ii. 
half  done,  398 ;  will  be  linished 
in  about  a  week,  332  :  done. 
334;  mentioned,  373;  to  be 
published  as  a  book.  J85. 
3971  il  3.  8,  19.  33-  37.  39; 
engraving  for,  jb;  offCailyle'a 
hands,  93  i  a  copy  of.  for  Mit* 
Welsb,  in  about  a  fortnight. 
93;  cited,  9;  n;  Misx  Wdih 
anxious  to  tec,  981  publica- 
tioB of,  delayed.  100:  inncrip- 
uens  on  pmenlation  copies 
of  (irsi  and  second  e<litia«is  of. 
to  Miis  Wc!*h,  lis  «. 
ScolsbiiK  (farm  Dcar  Ecclc- 
fcchan).  il.  339 ;  rented.  259; 
described,  260;  project  of 
living  at,  360,  370 ;  unsuit* 
able  for  the  young  couple. 
especiAily  in  wMstcr,  386, 389. 
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Scott.  Sir  Walter.  i>  39.  54. 183 ; 

Shnkespear,  died,  j.  13  n.  53. 
iq6.  3&0  ».  178.  37S  n,  34tl> 
3S9  >  *'(>'''<*  i^^*  gH'cn  by  Cai- 
lyle  to  Miss  Welsh,  373; 
Carljflu  seca  ihc  birihplare 
of.  it.  14 :  cited,  30  ».  137. 
178, 300  «. 

Sharpe,  CencntI,  ii.  201  a  ;    a 

!{uaiTct    i<i<h,    3^  /c;    sinks 
rom  boiling  tofrcciiii^  point, 

»s9- 
ShnwbRie    (tirtn    near    Eccle- 

feclun),     Carlyle's      broihcr 

AJexandcr  wiihes  to  rcnt>  li. 

301  n,  30S,  313,  31$ ;  let  to 

another,  228, 
Shetriir,  Mr.,  ii.  I36. 
Sismondi,       "  Liitdrature      du 

Midi,"  i.  4^  49.  54.  SSf  59. 

63,  64.66,6s,  144. 
Souihey,  i.  991  iu  58. 
Spenser,  citeo,  i.  19S. 
Statl,  Baron  de,  i.  77,  78. 
Kud,  Madame  de,  i.  a,  3,  3  «, 

27.  33,  42.  47.  S».  67,  78,  IS9. 

17).  >87- 
StocKdale,  Sir  Perciva],  l  91, 

"S7. 
Strachcy,  Mrs-,  ii.  6,  14,  j  1,  94  ; 
a  prcciotis  creature,  97  (  pre- 
sent to  Carlylc  by,  103  ;  dis- 
tracted willi  religion,  1:8 ; 
mentioned,  307,  9  to ;  de- 
nounced by   Mrs.   Moiit3(;u, 

333- 
Strachey,  Mr.  ii.  14,  26,  32,  43, 

59- 

Taotus,  i.  40b  99.   •'4i   >53. 

J5i ;  parodied,  344. 
Talleyrand,  1.  67. 
Tasso,  i.  3,  33.  73. 
Templand  0'  <tiat  eternal  Temp-' 

land  "),  I-  345,  245  n. 
Tenot,   C.    H.,   i.  77,  96;    un 

Mist  Welsh's  Tragedy,  i6Sn; 

mentioned,  ii.  la 


"The  Liberal,"  i.  70,  14S,  I«- 
Tieck,  Jdbann  Laawi^,  1. 199 ; 

ii.  161,  188. 
"Tristram    Shandy,"   1.    184  a, 

359  It ;  died,  iL  204  h. 

"  Undihk"  (La  Mottc  FooqotX 
ii.  100, 210. 

Vekkon,  Madame,  t.  67. 
Vcrtoi,i.  89,  144.  153.  '59- 
Virgil,  i.  6  n,  395. 
"  Volksnuhrchen  *         (popoUr 

tale*),Lai5.  235,  261,  371. 
Voltaire,  1.  a ;  li.  (07  m. 

••  Wallenstein  ■•  (SchUtar's), 
i- 44, 7 5.99.' 07,  US.  116,111, 
1391  cited,  13a:  best  of  tlw 
series,  tjt  t  meotionexl,  144 
194  ;  cited,  215. 

Warrendcr,  Lady  ii,  98,  105. 

Watson,  Kobcn,  1.  a,  89.  356. 

Welsh,  [)r.  Benjamin  (Mi* 
Welsh's  uncle),  death  oi,  i- 
84;  menlioned,  ^3,  344. 

Welsh.  Geoisc  (Miss  Welstfi 
uncle],  i.  303;  li.  16^  19b 

Welsh,  Mrs.  Ceorse,  Xba 
Wdih's  teller  ir>.  ii,  528. 

Welsh,  Grace  <Mi»»  Wclsll^ 
aunt),!.  351,  3S3>356,jtoL 

Welsh,  Jaiw  Baillie  (Mn. 
Thomas  Carlyle),  sends  ber 
"  coin[Jiinenis  and  very  best 
thaoki  to  Mr.  Carslitc,  i.  Si 
fcttcra  by.  No.  3»  P-  7 :  No 
6.  p.  14;  No.  8.  p.  aoi  N«L 

I3-P-3};  No.  is.pL4»;  N* 
17,  p.  46;  No.  1 9. p.  S3;  No 
31.  PL  60;  No.  15.  p.  74;  N» 
37>  P-  80 ;  No.  30>  P-  97  :  Nk 
33.  p.  113:  No.  3s.  p,  137; 
No.  :^.  p.  139 ;  No.  40.  p 
149 1  No.  43.  p.  159  J  No.  4}. 
p.  173  ;  No.  47.  p.  179.  K« 
SI,  p.  198  !  No.  S3,  p.  3a6j 
No.  SS.  P-  i'o:  No.  61.  ft 
343  ;  No.  64.  p.  251  ;  No.  47. 
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p.  065  ;  No.  69.  p.  375  !  No. 
7i,pt  S90  ;  No.  74.  p-  301  ;  No. 
77.  p.  312  ;  No.  79-  P-  3'*  : 
No.  81,  p.  326;  No.  84,  p. 
334i  N0.86.  p,  343;  No.  88. 
p.  350  ;  No,  90.  p.  360  :  No. 
Oi-  P-  367:  No.  «.  p.  3691 
No.  97,  p.  380  ;  No.  99,  p. 
38S;  No.  101,  ii.  p.  S;  No. 
104,  p.  »>;  No.  107,  p.  39: 
No.  109.  p.  49;  No.  113,  p. 
68;  No.  114.  p.  80:  No.  116. 
p.  95  ;  No.  itS.  p.  106;  No. 
III.  p.  lao;  No.  1=4,  p.  135  ; 
Nq.  126.  p.  144  ;  No.  117,  p. 
146;  No.  119.  p.  156;  Na 
132,  p.  163:  No.  133,  p.  164; 
No.  134.  p.  166;  No.  135,  pu 
167;  No.    137,  p.    169}    No. 

[39- P-  '77!  No.  14a.  p.  1961 
No,  147.  p.  314  :  No.  ijo,  p. 
333;  No.   t;i.  p.   334;   No. 

«S3'P-'a33;  No.  isS.P-'43: 
No.  i|7>  p,  153  ;  No.  160.  p. 
36 J ;  Ko.    163,  p.  3&>;   No. 

166.  p.  399 ;  No.  169.0.  313 : 

No.  I73.  p.  331  :  No.  174 
(to  her  aunt.  Mrs.  Ceor);e 
Welsh),  p.  528;  No.  i?5,  p. 

K3l  (Sec  .ilso  Suminaiy  or 
ttera  XI  the  bettinning  of 
each  volume). 

Welsh.  Jeannie  (M.&s  Wcl»h'» 
aunt,  i,  266;  ii.  177;  Mrs. 
Webh  must  be  tbe  pro- 
tectress of.  367 ;  tncDtiancd, 
J33.  326. 

WeUh.  Ur,  John  (Miss  WeUh's 
foihcr).  t.  97.  353:  death  of. 

Wel^.  John  (Miss  Welsh's 
malemal  uncle),  i.  351. 

Welih.  Mn.  (Miss  Welsh's 
mother),  i.  5.  15.  19,  33,  36, 
4^.  74>    )4i<    15>>    l^l'    l^t 

167.  183.  303.  3IOy  311,  313; 
mentioned.  3;3.  313.  343 ; 
highly  pleased  with  Ctulyle's 
letter.  346 ;   rnenlioned,  353. 


361  ;  a  copy  of  "  Schiller" 
presented  to,  ii.  116:  writes 
kindl)-  to  Miss  Wclifa,  165  ; 
in  a  aioniiful  hun^our.  i7tl  ; 
her  stoiy  of  Corlylc'}  temper, 
179 ;  M  iss  Welsh's  com- 
plaints against,  ill-founded. 
180  M  ;  not  wise  or  just  in 
spoiling  Miss  Welsh's  stinted 
enjoyments.  t86 ;  unkind- 
ness  of,  307  ;  narTow  means 
of.  316  «;  becomes  the 
reaionablesi  mother  alive, 
335  i  wishes  lo  li<^  with  her 
father  M  Templand.  126 ; 
inust  be  kept  quite  apart 
ftoro  US.  353,  3B7,  387  « : 
diiconicnied  with  Hadding- 
ton, 254  i  cause  of  hci  pre- 
judice agaiosi  Cjtrlylc,  :J4, 
255  ;  does  not  object  lo  Mus 
Welsh  wedding  Carlyle.  366  ; 
posiscHpt  by.  In  Carlyle,  368  ; 
her  later  cordial  and  loving 
relations  with  Carlyle,  270  m ; 
Carlylc  tw//  speak  clearly 
and  cordially  to,  37; ;  no  un- 
wise or  U11  calculating  penon, 
zSS  ;  assistance  from,  not  re- 
quired, 390;  herRift  of  money 
rttumed  with  thanks.  301  n; 
dilatory  and  uncertain  as  ever, 

323- 

Welsh.  Robert  (Miss  Welsh's 
uncle),  i.  139,  us,  150;  ii. 
165. 

Welsh,  Walter  (Miss  WcUh's 
matcmft]  grandfather),  t.  3^1 ; 
ii.  170.  177.  267  [  readily 
'■  Wilhclm  Mcistcr,"  3J4. 

West,  Mrs.,  ii.  106. 

Wieland,  i-  179. 

Wiuhtman.  the  Hedger.  iL  385, 
285  «. 

Wilkie,  David,  u.  ji. 

Wtlkie.  Mrt„i.  1S4. 

•■  Wilhetei  Meister's  Appren- 
ticeship." i.  189.  3oS,  2t6, 
233.  373,  374,  3S1.  386,  289, 
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292.  336.  339.  346;  bargain 
with  Boyd  for,  349.35'.  35?  ; 
the  translation  of,  finished, 
363 ;  growing'  a  small  Hon  in 
London.  387  ;  review  of,  ii- 
la  «,  19;  cited,  73  «,  90  «, 
108,  1&6,  319  n;  mentioned, 

334- 

•'Wilhelm   Meistei's  Travels," 
iL  188  ;  cited,  306. 


"Wilhebn  Tell."  i.    131,  140, 

142,  14S.  151,  153- 
"Wish.  The."    Miss    Welsh's, 

i.  56;  Carlyle's,  58  n. 
Wordsworth,    cited,    i.    S9    «; 

mentioned,  ii.  58. 
"Wotton  Reinfred"  (Carlyle's 

unfinished  novel),  i.  134  m. 

Xantippk,  ii.  98. 


NEW  LETTERS  AND  MEMORIALS 
OF  JANE  WELSH  CARLYLE 

Annotated  by  TiiOhtAs  Caxlylm  nnil  Edited  by 
Alexander  Carlvle,  with  an  Introductioti  by 
Sir  Jamis  Crichton-IJbowne,  M.D.,  LL.D., 
F.ILS.  With  Sixteen  Illustratiom.  Two  vols,, 
demy  8vo,  25s.  net. 

SOME   PRESS  OPINIONS 

J)iufy  CAroHitU.—"  Let  ni  tarn  with  nil  gtalltude  to  the  N«w 
Scri»  orLttlcrairhich  ihe  tdilur  hcKKirM.  .  .  .  Mrs.  Carlylchu 
long  fkolfctl.  vi'.b  Ityrua,  LaniL,  her  hiubond,  uul  one  os  two  more, 
amoa^ii  the  best  letiei-wmccs  in  our  Itngoage." 

JkUfy  Ntvn.~"  The  publicuJon  of  thne  volsmfts  ti  nol  ealy 
the  BMt  Important  Utetuy  event  of  the  ycu.  1l  ii  an  act  of 
dementuj  Jraiice." 

iVtamiHUfr  Caut/e.—"  It  U  a  p]«uure  nndvtaajr  ciicumdanots 
to  have  moie  of  Mn.  Culfle'i  lelttri.  tvw  Icllrr*  in  lh«  lan^ac* 
haie  In  lach  pcilcction  the  qualiuca  nrfaicb  good  letcen  tSouId 
poucm." 

TViwr. — "  About  Mrt-  Orlrte's  tsonrenatiofl  there  hu  beaa  ecly 
one  iHFricnce  in  apinion  amonn  thoM  who  liad  the  piiiilrtje  of 
hearing  It.  Some  pat  it  just  above  her  husbocdV  and  tuinc  Juit 
below.  But  afid  reading  hei  letters,  we  f«I  inclined  to  ask 
whether  Jane  wa*  greater  than  Thoniu,  at  Tbomat  greater  llun 
Jane." 

Oiitrvrr, — "Theie  two  volnetot  are,  perhaps,  the  most  Important 
among  the  »c>«on'(  publiCMiofM,  Ttity  add  grealljr  to  our  know- 
Iciljjc  o(  Mrs.  Ciilyle  and  bet  gretUbotbud,  and  form  an  invalutble 
■lidicioa  to  the  liicnture  siieuj  esuling  on  ibc  tutijccl." 

Sriiitk  Wrtby. — "  It  mu*t  be  uld  in  coramoo  iustlcc  that  Mrt. 
Car1yl«'*  lellct*  »tt  »  britliani,  vivid,  rapid,  vital,  and  keen,  thai 
it  is  a  delight  to  read  them.  ,  .  ,  Sir  Ji'iics  C'ich ion- Browne's 
Introduction  Is  a  rcmailtibtjr  bold,  outtpcJicii,  and  uiicoinprumiiing 
dellvei«ncCi  It  hat  been  prcpurd  with  a  vctj'  distincl  purposr. 
and  thai  purpow  \%  teatiied,  . .  ■  The  whole  n>itil  of  Mm.  Carlylc 
it  in  theseclenee  to  be  found  in  Froude'i  publication:  'Sufficieot 
unto  Ibe  day  ii  the  evil  thereof — more  than  tuRicieiit.'" 

Manshtttrr  Cattnd'Mi*-~"  Few  litenuy  coniroveriiet  have  been 
10  veheicenl  or  *o  tnemurable  as  thai  which  followed  Ktuude's 
psblieation  of  his  book  on  the  Carlyles  iit  the  eaily  eightiei." 


NEW  LETTERS  AND  MEMORIALS 
OF  JANE  WELSH  CARLYLE 

Annouted  by  Thomas  Carlyls  and  Edited  hv 
Albxahder  CARLrLE,  with  an  Introduction  bv 
Sir  James  Crich ton-Browne,  M.D^  LL.D., 
F.R.S.  With  Sixteen  Illusirations.  Two  volSi, 
dcmj  Svo,  25s,  net. 


SOME   PRESS  OnmOtiS—Contimtfa 

Timet. — "The  iHletilheituelvrtiie  of  that  pcculuuly  tJclichtfuI 
lorl  which  do  not  depend  upoa  the  uterctt  of  the  ibcme  or  upon 
KRjrlhiog  outiide  tli«niiiclvc».  Thry  ate  plauiatly  eicuioiical,  *ttd 
]Fct  klwajg  *d(licu«d  (a  an  indi-ridual,  never  to  ih«  pablic.'* 

StfKiar  Tina.— "Oat  01  tvro  books  tlone  make  a  sesaoo 
rcraukable.  and  this  spring  publishing  kuod  will  suielji  be 
tneraotabto  foi  (he  isiec  of  the  two  buiilioni«  volumei  of  •  New 
Leileis  Rnd  Memuri^U  uf  June  Wetih  Cirljrie.*  ThLt  work  hu 
been  awalied  with  rare  intcrett,  and  the  Inicmt  uouscd  by  wmifi- 
paltan  ii  fully  (caliwil  by  pettual." 

St./antti'T  Caitflt. — "TIic  Icicertol  Mre.  Cailyle  now  |>ut>ltdi«d 
for  the  fint  time  >ie  indeed  ddighlful  readioe,  Uiio  eveij-ibine  tkat 
Howed  from  bet  tpnckling  iind  caattic  «it,  ana  ire  maj  therCKR  be 
l^leflil  to  Mt>  Alexaadei  Cailylo  for  pul:jiiliinf>  tbcm." 

5;Wiiirr.— "ThepublicitioooftbcK'Ncw  LctEetiaDdMetBort«ls' 
cle*rti  away,  onee  and  for  ell.  mueh  unvonhineM,  miKh  calumnr. 
thai  hAt  ctuna  like  a  foul  mitt,  iheie  tweniy  jort,  abont  the  bt^rftt 
blow  of  a  noble  man.  The  Ittlcn  ihcnuetvea  are  wnoae  (bs  beat 
ever  penaod-" 

Ctaigtm /fm/t. — "The'NevLelten'areMBiewbatof  B  titcnf^ 

tcnatiun." 

ftii^.— "The  '  New  LeiteiB  and  Mrmonals  of  J.  W.  Ctiiyit.' 
which  Mr.  Aleiandet  Corlyle  ha*  anaB£ed  and  annotat«d,  tpaiLlo 
with  wit  ;  they  affaid  ddighlful  elin^PM^  OJ  the  nteagie  fireude  la 
Cheyne  Walk  around  whicb  the  sraat  «Ki  of  the  g(cB;ctl  c[^cb 
of  a  great  age  were  glad  (o  gatW. 

/YA>/.— "  Scttiog  aside  any  <|ueUioiu  of  the  lAtle  tlkows  ia  tbc 
Ibiioiluctiun  to  ihcK  'New  Letltra'  of  Mrv  Cattjrie,  cvay  ooe 
must  be  ccaieful  for  their  publication.  ,  .  .  They  ipaikle  wti>i  wii,'* 


NEW    LETTERS    OF 
THOMAS   CARLYLE 

Edited  and  Annotated  by  Alexandex  Cahlvlj. 
Iti  tvro  vols.,  with  Illustniiioiis.  Uitirorm  with 
"  New  Letters  and  Memorials  of  Jane  Welsh 
Carlyle."     Demy  8vo,  ass.  net. 


SOME   PRESS  OPINIONS 

A<iuUmy.—" .  .  .  The  simple  tcK-ponrailuie  of  foily  yeats  of 
fniniliar  correspondent.  ...  It  will  ne  inipoxible  Car  i-ay  one  to 
it«d  lb«ie  coDtlact  IciIimoDietordtvOited  f»mil)>  allecliofu.,  icmJcr 
pathoi,  cooipuiion  iot  hsmanity  u  a  whole  and  fbt  itt  luffcriag 
member*,  ^uirt,  unnaiantatiout  een<ro>tt]r  «nd  fldelilyin  th«  fullil- 
tnent  of  arduous  obtigationa,  withnnt  ackcowledging  t^it  no  true 
poitrul  oi  (be  nun  can  tcpmcDt  him  aj  other  than  noble." 

AikditituBt. — "The  collectinn  funuibet  abundant  illutttajinns 
ol  Ihc  reil  ainiAbilily— t^  iiiTmite  capacity  Tot  luiin][  ud  beine 
IfiTcij— (till  undeiby  the  nnvouicun  and  roughne»  wbidh  were 

incurable  in  him." 

BrUith  tytttfy.~"Mi.  Aleundei  Carlyle  nay  b«  wboiljreon- 
graculsted  on  itic  ttiinplciion  of  hU  pica*  buk.  Beyond  4}tteUioa 
the  motcnoTFt  aaddeli^Iiiful  fcaiuieoriboM  volmnof  fithepl«aa!n|; 
pietaro  liicy  jne  of  C»iT>lc's  widowed  j«*re,*' 

Daify  C<(»ihV<^.  — "They  foini  a  kind  of  'cpiitolary  auto- 
biography.'and  ptocnt  ut  with  «n  admitable  piicinrc,  not  only  of 
a  man  of  eitraordlaary  geaitu  and  cbaiacler,  but  of  the  lIioughl> 
fill  life  of  Eb^uk!  dutug  the  gteiter  put  of  lui  ccotiity." 

OJ*it.-~"The  result  of  Mr.  Alexandn  Otrlylc'*  careful  and 
leveicnl  laboun  is  oetlainly  very  tnic testing  aad  vtlnible." 

LittroTj  World. —  "II  U  iheii  Cailylc,  the  nobly  Glial  son.  we 
sec  in  these  lellcn ;  Cailyle,  the  gcncroui  anti  aflectioaate  luo«her ; 
Cailyle,  the  loyal  and  wam-heatied  (liend  ;  and  above  all,  Cailjk 
ai  ilw  tender  and  UtUul  knct  of  hti  wife." 

t^nr/Axt.— "  Mt.  Alexander  Catlylc'i  work  is  n^ott  inic!lit;enll^ 
done,  and  with  suijiiiiing  rettrainl.  The  iiiclutc  now  pieienied  is 
that  of  a  lenderhenied  and  brave  hearted  man.  liable  to  outbunts 
of  unreasoninc  fuiy  agaiml  his  ftlluw-cmlureii  but  itlll,  at  boKom, 
the  aanesl  of  Ue  sane." 


NEW    LETTERS    OF 
THOMAS   CARLYLE 

Eilited  and  Annotated  by  Alexander  Cakltlx. 
In  two  vols.,  with  Illustrations.  Uniform  wttii 
**New  Letters  and  Memorials  of  Jane  Wdsfa 
Carlylc."     Demy  8vo,  25s.  net. 

SOME   PRESS  OPINIONS— Co«/»Bwrf 

/to//  M^  <7m«M.— "  It  is  HpleawiU  picture,  00  tiM  whole,  ikat 
tt^call  ilMlf  10  ibc  roMkr.  To  Ifac  pMtnit  ol  tbe  naiw  TiMimt 
these  ktten  do  Rnlly  add  n!ac ;  wc  am  Icain  la  rapect  and  to 
like  him  the  mote  for  the  genuine  Eooduru  of  bii  (Kreootlky." 

Raiimitf  Rrvim.-!. —  "^  diftnenl,  indeed,  ti  theCBitytc  of  A* 
'New  Lciten*  fiom  the  Culyir  uf  populx  oonoeption,  that,  ool 
of  mere  jiMiice  to  th«  nKtuor/  of  ih«  dead,  ev«ty  one  abotiM  vetA 
ihtni," 

Sptilettr. — "  .  .  .  Enlarge*  our  hnowledee  of  o*«  of  tbe 
brighicii  planci*  of  the  VktoriBn  liteniy  (jnleau  ...  AtnaoM 
cvny  piCB  bean  (he  iinpcinl  ut  Inii  peculiar  CRUiu,  There  ic 
alwiyt  tho  fomillv  Chcl'^a  setUng  of  tbe  oftglBallty  of  idea, 
graphic  descripiion,  uid  humorou).  pcttupt  grotetquck  rTprfiMlrm 

.ftVi^. — "The  ihadow  oF  Froude  no  loBfer  lie*  oa  tbo  (ixrc 
of  Corlyle.  .  .  ,  Thetr  wunilcrfiil  Icttcn  ciuible  ii>  to  recooMruct 
tbe  character  of  the  rcU  Cwlyle." 

r.P.'i  Wukly. — "Tbit  Dcw  mlnme  of  ibe  Idten  of  Cailjrie 
ought  to  [>e  very  welcome.  To  ihote  who  deiire  to  tM  faroocbl 
into  relief  the  tealiiiei  of  th«  Scotch  chtrteter,  irnipfrrrifnt.  aail 
point  ufTiew.  thii  volume  huan  incalolabtc  vaUe.sBd  in  them  It 
will  produce  feclingt  or>lnii»l  DiUDin^led  dcUKki.** 


THE    NEMESIS    OF    FROUDE 

A    REJOINDER    TO    J.    A.    FROUDK's    "  MV 
RELATIONS    WITH    CARl.VLE  " 

By  Sir  Jambs  CRicHTON>BR.owHKf  M.D,,   and 
Alkxander  CAltLVLE.    Demy  8vo,  3s.  6d.  net. 


LONDON :  JOHN  LANE.  THE  BODLEY  HEAD.  VIOO  ST..  W. 


THE  WORKS    OF 
ANATOLE  FRANCE 


T  has  long  been  a  reproach  to 

Eneiand  that  only  one  volume 
by  ANATOLE  FRANCE 
hu  be«n  adequately  rendered 
tmn  English  }  yet  outiide  this 
country  he  shires  with 
TOLSTOI  ibc  diuinction 
being  ~tEe  greaie&t  and  most  daring 
student  of  humanity  now  living, 

H  There  have  been  many  difficulties  to 
encounter  in  completing  arrangcmcniB  for  a 
uniform  edition,  though  perh^tpii  the  chief  bar- 
rier 10  publication  here  has  been  the  fact  that 
his  writings  are  not  for  babes^but  for  men 
and  (he  mothers  of  men.  Indeed,  lome  of  bis 
Eastern  romances  arc  written  with  biblical  can- 
dour, "I  have  sought  truth  strenuously,"  he 
tclb  us,  "  I  hare  met  her  boldly.  I  have  never 
turned    from  her    even  when   she    wore  zn 


THE  WOKKS  OF  ANATOLE  FRANCE 

unexpected  aspect."  Still,  it  is  believed  that  the  iay  ba 
come  Ibr  giving  Englitb  versioni  of  atl  his  imagituiiK 
works,  u  well  u  of  his  monumcntil  study  JOAN  OF 
AKC,  which  it  undoubtedly  ihc  most  discussed  book  ia  the 
world  of  Icttcrj  lo-day. 

H  MR.  JOHN  LANE  has  picssurc  in  announcing  thu 
he  will  commence  public;ition  of  the  work*  of  M- 
ANATOLE  FRANCE  in  English,  under  ttic  gcncnl 
editorship  of  MR.  FREDERIC  CHAPMAN,  wttfa  tk 
following  volumes: 
THt:  RED  LILY 

mother  of  pearl 

the  garden  of  epicurus 

the  cki.me  of  syl^t.strr  bonnard 

jocasta  and  the  famished  cat 

ralthasar 

the  well  op  st.  clark 

the  elm  tree  on  the  mall 

the  wicker-work  woman 

at  the  sign  op  the  qu'een  pfidauque 

the  opinions  of  jerome  coignard 

mv  friend's  book 

the  aspirations  of  jkan  servien 

thaKs 

JOAN  OF  ARC  («  TOlfc) 

4  All  the  books  wilt  be  published  at  6/-  each  with  ib( 
exception  of  JOAN  OF  ARC,  which  will  be  35/-  oB 
the  two  volumes,  with  eight  Illustraiions. 

fl  The  fofinxt  of  the  volumes  leave*  little  to  be  delink. 
Thcsizei»Dcmj'8vo(9XS|in.),  that  of  this  Prospectus,  inJ 
thCT  will  be  printed  from  C^&lon  tjrpe  upon  a  paper  light  u 
weight  and  strong  in  texture,  with  a  cover  design  in  c/UDMl 
and  gold,  X  gilt  top,  end-papers  fiom  designs  by  Aubrtf 
Bcardslc}'  and  initials  by  Henry  Ospovat.  In  abort,  tbeseait 
volumes  for  the  bibliophile  as  well  as  the  lover  of  fictim. 
and  form  perhaps  the  cheapest  librarj  edition  of  copj'r^b: 
novels  ever  published,  for  the  price  is  only  that  of  M 
ordinary  novel. 

H  The  translation  of  these  books  has  been  entrusted  toMCh 
competent  French  scholars  nt  mr,  ALFRED   alxinson, 
MAUUCI    BARINO,    MR.   FKID£K1C  CILAFMAN,  IdR.  RUI 


I 
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noUCLAS,  MIt.  A.  W.  ETANS,  MU.  FARIIY,  MR.  LAFCADtO 
HEARN,  MXU  JOHN  LANE,  MRS  NEWMAKCH,  MR.  C.  K.  ROCHB, 
MISS  WINirHED  5TEVH1NS,  and  MliS  M.  P.  WiLLCOCKS. 

4  At  Anatole  Thibault,  tiit  Atiatule  France,  it  to  nioM 
Engliih  readcn  merely  a  niune,  it  will  he  well  to  !.tate  that 
he  wai  bom  in  1S44  in  tbe  picturesque  and  tmpiring 
surrounilings  of  an  old  buokskop  on  the  Qiuti  Voltaire, 
P»ti»,  kept  by  his  father.  Monsieur  Thibault,  an  authority  on 
cightccnth-century  history,  from  wliDin  tbe  boy  ought  the 
passion  for  the  principles  of  ike  Revolution,  while  frotn  his 
mother  he  was  Icvning  to  love  the  ucetic  tdeali  chronicled 
in  tbe  Lives  of  the  Saints.  He  wii  Kbooled  with  the  lovers 
of  old  books,  missits  luid  nanttscripts  ;  he  tnatriculnted  on 
thcQuaiswilb  the  oldjcwttb  de»l«no/curio«!ind#i/mi*tfr( ; 
he  graduated  in  the  great  university  of  life  and  experience. 
It  will  be  recognised  that  all  hit  work  ii  permeated  by  hi* 
youthful  impressioni;  he  it,  in  fact,  «  vktuoso  at  large. 

4  He  has  written  about  thirty  volumct  of  fiction.  Hit 
first  novel  was  JOCASTA  tf  THE  FAMISHED  CAT 
{1879).  THE  CRIME  OF  SYLVESTRE  BONNARD 
appeared  in  iSSi,  and  had  the  distinction  of  being  crowned 
by  the  French  Academy,  into  which  he  was  received  in  1896^ 

1  His  work  is  iltumirutcd  with  style,  scholarship,  vtd 
psychology  ;  but  its  outstanding  features  are  the  l»tnbent  wit, 
thcgaymQckcry,che genial  irony  with  which  heiouchcscvcry 
subject  he  treats.  But  the  wit  is  never  malicious  the  mockery 
never  derisive, the  irony  rKver  barbed.  To  quote  from  his  own 
GARDEN  OK  EPICURUS;  "Irony  and  Pity  arc  both  of 
good  counsel ;  the  first  with  her  smiles  mnkcs  life  agreeable, 
the  other  sanctifies  it  to  m  with  her  tears.  The  Irony  1 
invoke  is  no  cruel  deity.  She  mocks  iwitber  love  nor 
beauty.  She  >»  gcmlc  and  kindly  disposed.  Her  mirth 
disarms  anger  and  it  is  she  teaches  us  to  laugh  wX  rogues  and 
Eools  whom  but  for  her  wc  might  be  so  weak  as  to  bate." 

fl  Often  he  shows  how  divine  humanity  triumphs  over 
mere  accticism,  and  with  entire  reverence;  indeed^  he 
might  be  described  as  an  ascetic  overflowing  with  humanity, 
just  as  he  has  been  termed  a  "  pagan,  but  a  pagan 
consuntly  haunted  by  the  pre-occupation  of  Christ." 
He  is  19  turn — like  his  own  Choulette  in  THE  RED 
LILY — saintly  and  Rabelaisian,  yet  without  incongruity. 
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At  all  timet  he  ii  the  unrelentiT^  fee  of  tupentttion  utd 
hjrpoctiiy.  Of  himself  he  once  modestljmiil  :**  You  will  fiod 
in  toy  writings  perfect  tincerjiy  (lying  (ieminds  s  tslent  I  do 
not  posKss),  much  indulgence,  and  some  nacunl  sficction  tot 
tlic  beautiful  and  good." 

V  The  mere  extent  of  xn  author's  popularitT  is  perhxps  i 
poor  argument,  ret  it  is  tignificuit  ilut  two  bfMil^  br  ibn 
«uthor  arc  in  their  HUNDRED  AND  TENTH  THOU- 
SAND.and  numbers  of  ih  cm  well  into  their  SEVENTIETH 
THOUSAND,  whilst  the  one  which  a  Frenchman  recently 
described  u  **  Monsieur  France's  mou  arid  book  "  is  in  iu 
FIFTY-EIGHTH  THOUSAND. 

f  Inasmuch  as  M.  FRANCE'S  ONLY  contribution  H 
an  English  p«riodical  appeared  in  THE  YELLOW  BOOIC, 
vol.  v.,  April  1895,  together  with  the  first  important  Englitk 
appreciation  of  his  work  from  the  pen  of  the  Hon.  Maurice 
Baling,  it  is  peculiarly  appropriate  that  the  English  edition 
of  his  works  should  be  issued  from  the  Bodley  Head. 
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To  Mr. 

7/east  ienJ  me  the  following  vMrkt  0/  %4naroU  Freut 

M  h«  iisueJ  in  yuae  and  yub/  : 
THE  RED  LILY 
MOTHER   OF  PEARL 
THE  GARDEN   OF   EPICURUS 
THE  CRIME  OF  SYLVESTRE  BONNARD 

fur  vshith  I  t^tJast 

5Ki"«w 


*Addreu. 


JOHN  UANE,PuwjtKu,Ti»BoDtir  Hud,  ViooSr.UofriKw,W, 


:j^otice 

'those  who  possess  old  letters,  documents^  corre- 
spondence, iSMSS.,  scraps  of  autobiography^  and  also 
miniatures  and  portraits,  relating  to  persons  and 
matters  historical,  literary,  political  and  social,  should 
communicate  with  ^Mr.  "John  Lane,  The  Bodley 
Head,  Vigo  Street,  London,  W.,  who  will  at  all 
times  be  pleased  to  give  his  advice  and  assistance, 
either  as  to  their  preservation  or  publication. 


! 


LIVING  MASTERS  OF  MUSIC 

Aa  IlliitCrited  Seric*  of  Moaofrtph*  deiliii|  wtth 
CoDlemporii^  Muiieil  Life,  ind  indndinf  Reprc- 
•eatstiio  of  ill  Bnnchd  ef  the  An.  Edited  bf 
Rou  NiwMAKCB.  Croira  tto.  Clolh.  xt,  6d,  net 
each  volume. 

HENRY  J.  WOOD,     ij  Rou  Niwmascm. 

SIR  EDWARD  ELGAR.     Bjr  R.  J.  BoeiLir. 

JOSEPH  JOACHtM.     Bjr  J.  A.  Fuixu  Matixamd. 

EDWARD   MACDOWELL.      Br  L.  Guman. 

EDVARD  GRIEG.     B^  H.  T.  Ftmri. 

THEODOR  LESCHETIZKY.     By  A.  Hdiiah. 

CIACOMO  PUCCINI.     Br  Waouhg  D«t. 

ALFRED  BRUNSAU.     Br  ArrHum  Hunr. 

IGNAZ  PADEREWSIU.     Br  E.  A.  Baboiian. 

RICHARD  STRAUSS.     Br  A.  Kalucb. 

CLAUDE  DEBUSSY.     Br  Faank  Liikch. 

STARS   OF   THE   STAGE 

A  Seriei  of  tUuMnted  Biofnphiei  of  Uu  Leading 
Acton,  ActrcHM,  tad  Dnmititti.  Edited  bj  J.  T, 
G»iK.     CrowD  ivo.     It.  6J,  each  net. 

•,•  //  tmu  Sclaiitr  wka  imid:  "  Thiim  mm  trmtk  _^r-  tka 
aelar,  lima  Ail  ntri  ii  ermi  miid  tphtmtmL"  "Stmrj  ^  tkt 
Siagt"  mur  in  ttmt  iartt  rtmavi  tkii  rtfrvrntk.  Tkart  mrr 
kundndt  0/ lAsMimmdi  t/flMytrtn,  andbtlh  tdiltr  aad pMbUikrr 
Ikiidi  it  rtasoKMhU  if  ajsuwH  lltMt  tt  cfntidrr^It  jnuiv^rr  ^  tluxm 
vrauld  liht  to  tneni  mMlAi'iy  mS^uI  lulari,  actratti,  mmd 
dram^tiatXt  tohost  w^rk  tkty  nifklly  afi^lmM^  Each  tPvAvBtc 
mill  bt  cari/filly  ilhutriUtd,  und^t  far  ai  Uxt,  /rmtiii^,  mmti 
fairr  art  ctncrnud  wiU  bt  m  nata&Ig  iofk^  Crtai  emrr  kM$  &gtit 
laAtm  in  iiltcline  "••  biegrafMtn,  viha  in  mat  catai  Han 
airtadf  aecumulattd  muck  i^fr^rimit  rtaltriaL 

First  Volmnts. 
ELLEN  TERRY.    Br  CHurroTBi*  St.  Johii. 
HERBERT  BEBRBOHM  TREE.  Br  Mm.  GioiaK  CaAX. 
W.  S.  GILBERT.     Br  Eorm  A.  B«owot. 
CHAS.  WYNDHAM.    By  Flohno  TtioXHocTH  Shosk. 
GEORGE  BERNARD  SHAW.     Br  G.  K.  Chututoh. 


A   CATALOGUE   OF 

MEMOIRS,  mOG%APHIES,  ETC. 

fFO%KS    UPON  S^^POLEON 
NAPOLEON dr-THE  INVASION  OF  ENGLAND: 

The  Story  of  the  Great  Terror,  1797-1805.  By  H.  F.  B. 
Wheelek  aod  A.  M.  Bkoadley.  With  upwards  of  100  Full- 
page  Illuatrationa  reproduced  from  Conteniporary  Portraits,  Prints, 
etc. ;  eight  b  Colour.     Two  Volumei.     32^.  net. 

Oitllaak.—"TbB  book  ii  not  merely  one  to  be  ordered  lirocB  Ibe  iitmry ;  il  iboold  bo 
purchiiacd,  kept  on  ad  Acceuible  ibelf,  aod  coatcuitJy  itudied  by  all  Kngliihmen  who 
love  EQll»nil. 

jttmtaltr  Gavttt, — "Meun,  Whnlci  uid  Broadloy  have  lucceeded  in  prodociDa 
woik  00  ibe  ihicalcneit  iomioa  of  Bogluid  by  Nejnleoo,  which  uau  of  iba  nibji 
witb    A    fuloe 
unujuapLcd'" 


Wuttmnjttr  Giattti. — "Meun,  Wbnlci  uid  Bromdloy  have  lucceeded  in  prodociDS  A 
woik  00  ibe  ihicalcneit  iomion  of  Bngland  by  Napolcoo,  which  ueaU  of  the  nibjecE 
witb    a    (ulneu   of  detail  and  a  completeneii   of  docnmenlaiy  evidence   thai  an 


DUMOURIEZ    AND    THE     DEFENCE     OF 

ENGLAND  AGAINST  NAPOLEON.  By  J.  Hollamd 
Rose,  Litt.D,  (Cantab.),  Author  of  "The  Life  of  Napoleon," 
and  A.  M.  Broaoley,  joint-author  of  "  Napoleon  and  the  Invasion 
of  England."  Illustrated  with  numerous  Portraits,  Maps,  and 
Facsimiles.     Demy  8vo.     21/.  net. 

THE     FALL     OF     NAPOLEON.        By    Oscar 

Browning,  M.  A.,  Author  of  "The  Boyhood  and  Youth  of  Napoleon." 
With  oumerous  Full-page  Illustrations.  Demy  Svo  (9  x  j}  inches). 
\2i.  6 J.  net. 

S^ltt/er.—"  Without  doubt  Mr.  Oku  Brownint  bu  produced  a  book  which  ihould  have 

iti  place  in  any  Ubiaiy  of  Napoleonic  lileratiue," 
TVn/ii.— "  Mr.  Oecai  BFOwniog  bal  duuJb  not  the  lealt,  but  the  moet  of  the  romantic 

mateiisl  ■!  hU  command  for  ihc  itory  of  the  fall  of  Ihc  ftBMMt  figiuc  in  hiMory." 

THE  BOYHOOD  &  YOUTH  OF  NAPOLEON. 

1769-1793.  Some  Chapters  on  the  early  life  of  Bonaparte. 
By  Oscar  Browning,  m.a.  With  numerous  Illustrations,  Por- 
traits, etc.     Crown  8to,     5^.  net. 

Dnty  Nnui. — "Mr.  Browning  hai  with  patteoce.  laboor^  careful  itody^  andarceUenl  ta*t« 
ffivea  111  a  very  valuable  work^  which  will  add  materially  to  the  literaluie  on  thii  moet 
Ettcinatin^  of  human  penooaliLiea." 

Z-Utrary  iVffrld. — "  ■  .  .  Mr.  Browning  baa  examined  all  the  available  eoorcei  of  informa- 
tion and  carefnllv  weighed  bit  biitorinl  evidence.  Hta  ditcriminatini^  Ireatmeni  haa 
reiulted  in  a  book  that  ii  .  .  .  one  that  airesti  attentioa  by  the  conviction  ita  reaaooed 
eotKltuioDi  cany." 


A    CATALOGUE   OF 


THEDUKEOFREICHSTADTCNAPOLEONll.) 

By  Edwako  de  We«T«i!ii«K.  Translated  from  th«  Gcnoac. 
WHb  numcroiu  IlliutTBUona.  Demy  810.  zis.  atx.  (Secoad 
EJittoo.) 

TVawi.— "A  moit  CBrerut  and  IntrrBiiInG  wtaJt  vbich  jnttiM  Out  Am 
■ulbwiutitaMwgoisrtbtllleelUilt  UDCuitanut  I'lGm.'' 

lyntmimur  Cai^m.— "  Ttili  hnot,  adnlitWy  tmdaetd,  i«i>ilM«ed  br  Bunr 

pacmiu,^it  >  Mlid  cwtribniioti  laUMtnyuili  nHmunopi  of  pwfan,  wiU«(vlil 

NAPOLEON'S  CONQUEST  OF  PRUSSIA,  1806. 
By  F.  LoHAiKK  PtTRE.  With  m  Introductioa  by  Fisto- 
Mamhal  Gakl  Robcrts,  V.C,  K.G^  etc  Whh  Maps,  Bmtdt 
Plu»,  PoTtniia,  ind  t6  Full-page  Illuiuations.  X>:m]r  8tc 
(g  X  si  tfichet),     I  >;.  6</.  net. 

Suttmm,—"  Kditis>  100  conciw,  nix  100  iliffwc,  tbc  book  b  eoincMlj  rcidabte.  li  ii  da 
bcH  <n>f  k  la  Kof Ibib  an  k  MMikcwlMC  cimuualbvd  fsbjeti.' 

amlk»k.—"Ki.  rmn ha tUioI itidMtiMMdi hmI ■MdeieiiUi'V- ■"<) h>*  ■mi^M ■> 
a  DMidcl  af  ahu  raUilMy  buM(y,  hwiUad  trilh  Mihuataia  Mil  luuwy  Aktitty,  CMM* 

NAPOLEON'S  CAMPAIGN  IN  POLAND,  1806- 

1807.  A  Military  History  of  Napolcon'e  Fiist  War  with  Rum, 
verified  from  uniiublithnl  official  document*.  By  F.  LuKun 
PxTKi.  With  it  Full-p^ge  IlliutratiaoK,  Ma|it,aod  PUim.  Nn 
E<litiaa.     Demy  8vo  (ij  x  5J  inches},      lu.  (iJ.  net. 


1n»>nrfjVdi9Ci^ii>frA.— "We  velcomeiMcandcdStloQ  (d  thu  «mlitabla  varic 
Mi.  Limine  Pttn  iivi  aoibociiir  oa  ibe  vanof  itecnx  Napoitoa,  awl  Ik 
tb«gitsl*tl  c«e  uid  (osd'  iiila  lii*  iiudkiof  IbaHafijHI." 


NAPOLEON     AND     THE     ARCHDUKE 

CHARLHS.  A  Htnory  of  the  Fratico-Aiuihan  Camptijon 
the  Valley  ai  the  Danube  in  1609.  By  F.  Lokaima  Pina. 
With  &  lUusiratigDs  and  6  theets  of  Maps  and  Pbu.  Htsay  in 
^9  **  si  iochc*).     I  z/.  6^.  oet. 

RALPH  HEATHCOTE.    Letters  of  a  Diplomatiit 

During  the  Time  of  Napoleon,  GiTing  aa  Account  of  the  Dicpair 
b«wcen  the  Eimpcror  .ind  the  Elector  of  Heiue.  By  Coomat 
GuNTHtK  Gkouxn.  With  Nunieroua  lUustraxicHu.  iJctBj  Stv 
(9  X  ;}  inches).     iis.6d.  net. 

•.*  je«l«t  IIM^fit.  tkr  JH  «<M  EngOtk  /ktkf  nJ  urn  AbtUti^  --nrfljr  mmM 

*l  tlu  CfuM  4f  Hitu,  aikl  t»  em*  mm/tm  /MOktf  kimuV  fy  ■M*'  t»  --tmiim,  Mmrr, 
X*^t0mtttmiiuptn»*tMI»al  T^br  tau  tmfikatiil  m  a  f&i  It  ^rvcurt  M»  1 1  i  "i 
Mm,  amd  ttaiMd  nt  <Ut  4tmiltmt/nim  lAi  IliuUm  tnri.  Ai  Taybr  nlfaarf  «  k 
dkmhivt,  tJti  ukUkhI  mt  tmt  Urna  tnmtil  luuly  ti  rtinll  tt  IJtt  Eltct»r  /,  fj^g  f^  ^tm 
/Ahmm.  Uint^rlttmmtimtramtAtt^iilimmaMttf^KrltMf/at^t,  trnt^dr^ttttBu 
B4r-wyt,  n.HiA  tpAtmt  Jkt  tuimjvt  A  it  mMAtr  A*  I'l  mri  /■  Mw.  0^  'fkr  m/k^tg,  tAtrt  ia  ^^A 
init/Hiimt  maUriilfir  bntrM  t/M iitUri  *itJ  fttrmsit. 


J 
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MEMOIRS  OF  THE  COUNT  DE  CARTRIE. 

A  rtcorrf  of  tK*  cxtfaordinary  fvctiis  in  the  lifr  of  a  French 
Ruyultst  (luting  the  war  in  La  Vender,  nod  of  hU  llighl  to  Suuth- 
ampion,  where  he  rollowcd  the  humble  occupation  of  jtatdcticr. 
With  ao  introduction  b^  Fxiniitic  Maison,  AppcnJicm  aad  Note* 
by  PitKRE  Aitiot*  FiCHOT,  and  other  huds  and  DumerDUf  Illu«tra- 
titnu,  incljdingaPhotogrsTurv  Poitniiof  tlic  Author.  Demy  livo. 
I  xt.  6d.  net. 
I>m!y  Ntvi. — "Wt  bftWMldont  out  wilb  a  bunuu  doouDCDl  wtucb  buinMmled  <l*  w 

OMtl." 

jfrtjHrfuwi.— "  As  a  nodrd  tft  pvnonAt  lui^rlDs  BAd  InifomitAliI*  peii4*cnuic«  A^itnn 
oppaJnt  dnuiWMiM  iIm  nomiinorDt  Cwolt'i  cKBp*  to  lb*  Emaiani  ftontur,  in 

WOMEN    OF    THE    SECOND    EMPIRE. 

Chroniclei  of  the  Court  of  Napoleon  III.  By  pR^QiRic  I.OLiia. 
With  &n  iniroduciian  by  Richaid  WHiTtiNO  and  $]  full-pagc 
IIIu«i»tiont,  )  in  Photogrnnirc.     Demy  8vo,      il/.  net. 

fH^i/jrut— "M.  FrMtric  t<ali^  bu  wrilMn  ■  KnuBk*bU  t>«oli,  ittld  and  pltflfW  in  it* 
ddcffpEioa  of  tbe  Jiitricufl  fend  duv-de^Q  tiilril  vblch  doofbhaa  orida«cik*dKt  th»  Vttcca 
Ooan.  . .  .  Mr.  Rlvhanl  Wbtleliw^  Inmduailqn  U  mliroi  wii  b  imniai  uul  diiniiy." 

Dmiljr  TVdC^fTv/^T— **  11  i«  ji  rvalty  iMaciaadnE  kmy,  ot  »«ri«B  at  >loriia,  tct  Ibrtfa  iri  tuft 
(ainoia. . . .  Hvt  •>»  inaHato  InaunMnbl*  of  ib«  hrllliani  irAnwD  cflh*  Socond  Em. 
■Jit.foibularautlaRibobook  vcarenotonlTduikd  byibc  taMi*  and  ■nrnnniHM 
of  iTcrrtliliHt,  boi  «*  m  anlHuiiwl  by  ih<  iKoid  <<  ihiaii  Mid  anil  doDc.  via  tbrmtti 
*n  wc  ]ir«  cooacHU  ef  tba  <fliidiis  'stoont  fiid  JoDn'  to  tooa  to  vwiake  tbe  Court. 
Fco  Dovgb  paiiBii  ihcteoBUlaaof  uikuiiU*itn(k,  kadnaoyradtnwUtbcip*  ibM 
thi  authsia  will  cu*T  ml  bit  tnnMl  ef  ^dac  w  •  nirtbw  Mila*  of  mtmatiH  of  ib* 
'Women  of  lb*  Sadcrnd  Saipir*. 

LOUIS  NAPOLEON  AND  THE  GENESIS  OF 

THE  SI-COND  KMPIRIi.  By  F.  H.  Chebth.m.  With 
Numerous  liluniaiioDi.     Demy  Sro  (g  x  jj  tnchw).  I  fir.  net. 

MEMOIRS    OF     MADEMOISELLE     DES 

fcCHEROLLES.  Trandated  from  the  French  by  Marie 
Clothildi  BALFot;B.  With  an  imroduction  by  G.  K.  Panrumt, 
Poitraii«,  etc.      ;/.  net. 

ttM^dul  >tir*my.~".  .  .  tbii  ttHOibJOE  baoh.  ,  .  .  Ttie  vorli  bu  ■  Vtry  dscidtd 
hMorfcal  laliu.    Tha  nanriaitoa  a  tawllant.  and  ^aiM  Mtttik  In  Itt  prwwTMton  of 

IdTom." 

JANE  AUSTEN'S  SAILOR  BROTHERS.    Being 

the  life  >ik1  Adtreruirw  of  Sir  Frjinci*  .Au««i,  cx.tt^  Admit^J  of 
the  Fleet,  and  Rear-Adroirol  Charles  Aiuien.  By  J.  H.  and  E.  C. 
HuBSACK.    With  Dumcrous  IllusiraiioDs.    Demy  Sto.    i  2/.  ^J.  d«. 

ttfmtmtt  Fftl.—".  .  .  Mif  be  vtIcobib^  at  wi  ImpDruni  addition  id  AnntaUaa  ■  .  .; 
h  Ithnldn  nhiabk  for  luallmpiMar  Ufa  In  iJh  S'tty.  It>  IIIuxmiaAi  «r  itw  fcalinf* 
and  aa/ptinaatk  ot  aaval  Mfinrt  iuAttf  tha  pwiul  tut  pr#c4d«<l  aa<l  that  vbicti 
lotlomad  Iba  ipaal  halila  itf  Jut  oo*  eaMaryago,  iba  ballli  vblch  «on  lO  owcb  bol 
abldi  (0*1  lu—tittum." 


A   CATALOGUE   OF 


SOME   WOMEN    LOVING    AND    LUCKLESS. 

ByTiODOR  ox  Wviiw*.  Tran&Lied  from  ilw  French  by  C-  H. 
JEtrrt»(M,  M.A.  With  Nuimrout  Uluuratioos.  Demy  8to 
(9  X  5 1  iochn).     7/.  6  J.  on. 

POETRY   AND  PROGRESS   IN   RUSSIA.      By 

KotA    Newmakch.      With    6    full-page    Portraits.      Demy  Sro. 

71.  &J.  net. 

SlmU**^.~"  Dlnlacilr  •  boak  Am  ihoolil  b«  nad  .  .  .  pleuaatly  «riR«n  Md 
fafanMd." 

THE  LIFE  OF  PETER  ILICH  TCHAIKOVSKY 

(iS4,o-iR93),  By  hi*  BrothL-r,  MoDiaTt  TcH*iKor«r.  Eilitod 
3r)d  nlH-idgeil  from  the  RuKiian  ind  Gennan  Editiona  by  Rou 
NkiVMAKCH.  With  Nutncrou*  IlIuMtstioo*  and  Facsjmilct  snd  aa 
Introduction  by  the  Hditor.  Demy  8ra  ji.  6^.  an.  Secood 
cdittoD. 

Tit  Tfmii.~*'\  man  lIlBmlnBliiijt  (cnnRieniiirv  cb  T(l«&«Hliy'i  aiiulc." 

Ifjiv/i^.  — "  One  df  Ibe  rdbt  fucinjLriniE  Hlf-rcvcUlloru  b^  %n  «rtlat  vhJtJi  h^  b««b  imD  ts 

tbevofld.  The  ItmniUliun  i>  ci«IIe'.i.  mid  wcrtb  ■••ilfis'ia*  '»•  own  ^k*.* 
CfiUmf^ra-ry  Ktelrm. — " Ttw  ltf.>ti'i apivsl  KoT coan*.  nriBBil)> la ik*  iiiinii  limi .  t1 
ibf  r«  i*  \a  tnuch  of  hunvn  and  liiiraty  irLl«r««l  ia  ft.  nctt  mttnuH  rBinlttlBa  v^  4 
(locululy  tnlwvHint  perviiixliiy.  I^ii  mahr  oti^  y*^f  MveT  <Oi»c  BBilar  iW  ■udvi 
tbe  htUwiic  Srnjiti'inv  olH  ^t  iircrnijlr  iiiiutal  br  *^I  i>  viniukUy  ths  it]iiii»l 
■uMbi«ifaphT  of  ili  toinjuMi.  HJEtt  nrsus  i*  dOB  le  tin  UiMiam  Mtd  <dllar  iBr  tti 
tiiimy  iLill  irilh  which  >bc  liai  pripucd  tbt  Buliib  v«r*i«i  of  iMi  UneinMlM  awk .  .• 
"ntcrfl  bai-t  bt4Ti  few  n>JI«ciion>  of  E«ec(i  publblicd  aStbEn  nccflt  F*"*  tCu  c****^ 
Tivii!  ■  pMUtilet  the  wriictu  ibai  tiuntcJ  10  whitbcM  pac**-" 

COKE   OF   NORFOLK   AND   HIS   FRIENDS: 

The  Life  of  Thoniui  William  Coke,  FirA  Earl  o^  I.etceMer  of 
the  iccond  creation,  containing  ui  account  oT  hit  AiKCtuyt 
Surrounding*,  Public  Service*,  and  Private  Friendthipa,  bmI 
including  many  Unpubliihed  Letten  froiD  Noted  Men  of  hii  day, 
Eogliah  and  American.  By  A.  M.  W,  SriituHc.  Wiih  lO 
Photogravure  and  upwards  of  40  oibet  lUoEtmioiw  reprodtiad 
from  CoDtcmporary  Poitratu,  Priotv,  etc.     Demy   8ro.     z    rak 

3U.  DCt. 
Tin  Timra.—"  W*  ihiflli  Hi,  Sllrllag  IN  mm  or  lb*  oion  kiMnnio|  moBotra  tf  hbM 

D^ift  Tibt"t^~"  A  TtfT  rmukithlt  Wtiatity  pafforiniiiK*.  Mn.  StMtan  haa  mMsi«4 
•  Manmcilaii.  Sba  hat  Avblonol  >  iddun  of  ■  dMrt  kud  IbigMn*  ■■«  and  hna^ 
iMfcni  our  tyw  villi  ih<  vtiridato  of  bnMikingniMiiKii  ib*  Kb  «f  nuf  Koslfatb  aaoaia 
Bru««4|hM«nlb  oHiliuy.* 

fmttMMHC*MilU.—"A  werii  «r  00 <eninon  iaMtHi;  in  fMl.  >*aik  vrUch  -\ty  iliiW^i 
calkd  unkiue." 

Avii^JnM^n/.— "On*  oflli*  mon  inMNMinc  InoinpbiM  ■«  h*T«  f«aA  lavy^B^* 
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THE  LIFE  OF  SIR  HALLIDAY  MACART- 
NEY, K.C.M.G.,  Commander  of  Li  Hung  Chang's  trsincd 
force  in  the  Tacptng  Rebellion,  founJcr  of  the  first  Chincae 
Arwnal,  Sectcfary  to  thr  firat  Chiime  Irmbsiiy  to  Europe. 
SecrdBry  and  Coundllor  U>  thr  Chinese  Lcgauon  in  Londoa  for 
thirty  ycart.  By  Demetkiui  C.  Boulcsh,  Author  of  the 
"  History  of  China,"  the  "  Life  of  Gordon,"  rtc.  With  ILua- 
trationn.     Demy  9to.     Pr)c«  i^.  net. 

tfailji  Gr^ktt. — '*■(  ktalt  lomylbitl  few  rculen  wni  txabU  tapul^owD  llw  tioak  *!tli. 
oil  fHllat  the  bcliu  fui  havinj  read  ■<  .  ,  .  nuE  oaly  ruU  or  [xnonal  lDii>ait,  Uil 
IctU  IB  nucfa  that  wi  B«T«r  kaetr  bcfon  oa  lama  not  aainparuiat  ditl^lL'' 

DEVONSHIRE  CHARACTERS  AND  STRANGE 

EVENTS.     By  S.  B«RrNG-GotrLD,  m,a.,  Amhor  of  "  Yorkshire 
Oddities,"  «c     With  58  lUuutratioos.     Demy   Sto.     ii/.net. 

Pnif  tfnri.^"  A  badoMiot  tsrict  ...  the  wbete  book  It  tieb  la  tuuuua  iacctsi.    It  b 

by  penoual  («uctis>  diawa  ftaa  tndiiion  s  uid  meniotinii  tbat  tbadtadi&sniunaaBiIcd 
bytti(curtau>|ian«iilf  orilielttliiie.ui  madclolii«ai;ilBin  Ur.  llulnK-lioulil  t  ptfck  " 


I 


CORNISH     CHARACTERS    AND     STRANGE 

EVENTS.     By  S.  BAltlHO-Govu^     Deniy  Svo.      tu.  act. 

THE  HEART  OF  GAMBETTA.  Translated 
from  the  French  of  FiuKcts  Laur  by  Violbttk  MuxTAOtj. 
With  ao  Introduction  by  Johx  Macoomalo,  Poriraiw  and  other 
lllustnttionr.     Demy  8ro.     7/.  61/.  Del. 

ri>df^  T/.'vm/A— "  Ii  ii  (dinbciu  panrine  out  bU  lout  !□  Ltonit  Le«i,  ihc  ilraogc, 
[  pn*UDhaU,  mHiIeiral  derugnf  u*,  who  vi«ld'^d  lb*  mo^  ^cntuonvt  oratgiy  9!  tni^deia 

lioKt^  uVii&wlcdxin£  hi.  Idol,  hli  IntpinlloD,  hi*  EkuIa.*' 

THE  MEMOIRS  OF  ANN,  LADY  FANSHAWE. 

Written  by  Lady  Fanshaur.  With  Extracu  from  the  Correipon- 
dcnce  of  Sir  Ridiard  Fanshawc.  Edited  hy  H.  C.  Fanshawe. 
With  38  Full-page  1  llusaatioat,  including  four  in  Photogravure 
and  one  in  Colour.     Demy  8vo.     t6j.  net. 

*•*  7%h  Eitilivnh*!  httit  frifUd  ilrat /ram  fkt  irrijiiml  mmiiaicri^l  In  li/ftntat/ta 
tf  Iki  fanihrn*  fmiaiit,  Aiti  Mr.  H.  C.  Fiakevit  itm/ritrfii  Muwnwit  nMa  »*tici 
ftrm  A  riHtitinf  rtmwHHlary  tn  lit  Utt.    Ma^ty/nama  fitlmm  dra  rtfriJtunl,  meh^ 
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THE  LIFE  OF  JOAN   OF  ARC. 

By  Anatole  France. 

A  Translalion  by  Winifreb  Stetheks. 

With  S  IlludtiatioDs. 

Demy  Svo,  y  x  5  J  inchet,  a  «ok 

Price  t$j.  ncu 

tkt  »»t  rufrtmi  fiptn  fft*4  »iiu-*  \^tk  tr^nry;  tkai  ftrUJ  f/  titr^  an^  »rm».  r** 
limt  <■/  fi'li-f'r'i'i  /rxn  V4i'i4  frtctt^Ml  I'm  fitriii  t/ iKi  IT lltaittaott.  Bitl^—^ 
iTKfrij  rmffJ  mni4  lAt  ifaM  in  )ut  iifi'iimt,  SnmJ  **r  tMij  M  rfcf  MUiWt 
tritmic  uuJd  Aii:h;  ^md  hir  Hfi  fy  Ait»USi  rrmnn li  tke  m*tt  Mcvnfr^bnwa^jN* 
tf  tit  ttnivy.  Tiai  itprTirmlt»Hfi-iittfittiirit^ttiU*ucritict^»afm'tiuaint. 
ll$»atii»riuiiu>illtimi^ml  ktmtcV^it^lllttntmi^tian^  (At  l»it  tAirfy  ytan.  7t 
Aa/mlti  «r  tkat  roMitlu*  U  )m*  MbU  tm^tmrnl  fkiifftp  a-d  Urns  Hi>  iliT 
r»l^.  jttrffjtM  mO  tamttanmH  HUwan'  art  ht  hMi  faimltd  m  mtr»  v^U  ^ktim  ^ 
lit  /i— «*  tiAr^nttirf  OdtrnXmH^irttt  htmff^MattHmmmfli"ntiin.     7%iMtU 

tiniUn  4aiv  «mi/<«««mvi/  10  mm3t4  m/,  M  ai  aitrf  mil  lUitft  •*  ttM/m/.  tl  *■>  ^  W 
pmrilf  ani  mm*U  fntmat  tl^l  ikt  Irit.'^kti.  '•flur^mtl  Jt^n  mAa  drtt^  li^  JUttii 
mil  «^  l-t^MU  .  .  .  Am/i  jrt  tAi  frtiv  uiiil  ftujrd  lit  ttttiul  fMrt  tm  ilu  1  1  I  ir'f-  ^ 
irr  tMtmiiy.  Utn  tv*t  lit  f^rl  ^  utrijlti.  Slu  itt  tM  tjr*ii^^  ^  JUfA  , 
tm0r  tm  ktr^Uim  m  mat*  mmd  aJtrmetivt  /mm. 


THE  DAUGHTER   OF  LOUIS   XVL 

Maritf-Thcreso-Charlotte  of  France,  Duchcsse  D'AngouI^nw. 

By  G.  Lenotrb. 

With  13  Full-page  Illustratiotu. 

Demy  8™, 

Price  io>.  (>d.  net. 


•4»  .4jitf  ttiateJtJ  tm  ln*tir^  ikitttry/r^m  mf^itnt*^/  pit9'  mt  WW  sritmti^,4 

mmi frtuliir.    fit  4di  mttitlki  Retvlmsiam  ^:-  f —':—'—/-!* -^f J >  /fn'r  Tf 

»mi)imdtk  du  mttti  frvmimnl  fic'TTtt  tf  thml  firitd,  tmt  twiiA  — Mg  W-wr  i»»<»»in 
•4m(  li/i~iUritnit  fniti  at  liriai<^  mt  ^H^Umit  i»  JhtUu.  T»r  ItmStif  im  ai\tc\ 
tAttt  iirtutt*t  VJtri  tntkttd  *rt  v^vidijr  ^tvnfit  ff^fi*^  "'  '^  ^^  vtrikt,  ^r  ««  mmt  l^t 
rtitmiliviiti  lUk  ciaCuwy  farii  artii  mrt /ttttirrifwt  «a^  MeemnM  AtMii.  -Tfc 
ttmrnfiirr  •/  £i-wi  XVI  ~  u  fw'M  k/im/  /■  imtt^n  mtJ  liunfjt  mtr4l  M  «^  ^  <b 
hAuhm  bAkA  kmt/nttdrJ il.mii miftimf  tit/mmtmi  Oraita  rfVtmxtm.  At  -r'  ii', 
JV,  Liiulrt  drmmt  Mt  w—ttrttt  Urxtit  /rrm  (wnttmtvrarj  dtnmtmtt,  »itd  *mtt^  tU 
rut/  rtmartatU  mtmtv^  rtfndwttd  in  tAit  Ah*  arw  "  TV  SItry  *fmj  Vint  M  akr 
Tni^  -  ty  Harmaiti  dt  U  Umtt.  «»rf  (lit  tirtUu,  hafrt^mmfif  IrnnU^  iMii»|]fc«  ^ 
Ai  tmkmf^  atpkatud  PHmuM:  "A  munmrij^  miinm  ty  Unit  Tkftiu  Cimrbtm 
qfWtmmmHa  tkt  MftM^f^  U»  Print**  and  Prtmtttf,  if  nUtirM,  im^rifmad  m 
*b  TkKUUr.'  Tkt  iOmtimlktM  arm  »Mtn9*f  At^itlmmt  ami  iathiii  «t»  »*<»Ctd 
*'tttaetfii"t«ttnaleflktPritat.titltitd/rfmtifiifimamamymtmawtttl,i 
atmariaJtvi0tf*tiltitrfHt»a  im  At  ttntr  ^ (it  Tra^it. 


MEMOIRS,   BIOGRAPHIES,  Etc.      9 


lUBERT  AND  JOHN  VAN  EYCK  :  Their  Life 

and  Work.     By  W.  H.  Jamu  Wii«ui.     Wiih  4r  Phoiograrure 
and  95  Black  and  White  Rcpraducttona.     Kojnl  ^to.    j^J  Jr.  net. 

f/titrlf  kaV  ji  ftnivy  1m  J*tud  timt  Mr.  M'.  H.  Jimur  Wnit.  /in  mUtml  tt 

lyw,  i<fda  U*l  Imt  irritt  »f  f*iit*t  im>tttiemlitm4  mW  iJit  JiitlJry  tf  NilhtrUiulak 

tukiA  mat itttimai  It  larm  n  riek  a  karrttt.     W$uti  kt  itt»*  (Mrt  tttmUae  mat 

Va  eaVtd  Mtmhitt.  tMl  v»t /4>UU  l»  kaat  srriotd  Ml  Bntn  4U  m  wnmilld  MbKi^. 

n*  N*  £>atf  mrv  UlUt  mtri  Ikam  tigfiutarf  kirtti.    Rtfr  fam  Ar  Wiyitn  mw  SHU 

r  than  n  tiamr.    Uit  tf  Ikt  Mktr  rnat  Snkrrla»iitk  miiitt  mw  tUktr  tiAitfy 

vlim  tr  aamij  fmfy  ■■  (vuwrfiA*  witk  f^wiimrt  milk  mtuk  ittr  (a/  mjlJkiae  ta  dt. 

"^Mr.  Wtalt  diamrtd  Gtrard  tt^M.  mad  .hu-Mai!rd  kit  ^mifai  warkt/wtm  Mum' 

Jtmet.tuilAwJUtitktywiwttkaattn^jsd.     Dwrimr  a  aria  ff  ynn  ka  ftMtktd  tm  Urn 

"Stl^rai"  a  maeatitu  iumtd  hy  ktmitff,  tit  mXKj  im^artanl  nar^  fivm  aadM 

ankivattkiiklkrrnajtftjt/ U^ti^tm  tkt  mktUarQiitmmitnt^fmraief  tkiiariy 

HakfUnink  Kkitt.    Byuniemal  aJmftmtmkahkalltJall  tatr  Enmftatikt/alktt 

^  Iku  limdj.    Il  ri  dm*  U  Urn  I'a  frral  MMnov  Ikal  ikt  matXnfitcn  tf  tkat  nkanl, 

mkkAtyattlttln-rrrimdaattriiffiHi.liimtA/tTytanat*.an  aamrmatnittdatafumt 

tka  mat  fritriia  matvn  t/  lit  Uuiiumt  ^  Smrmfa  «rf  lit  (faiUd  Stata.    Atf> 

iMf  J  aadauaratf  art  Ikt  tk^atltritlltt  i/ail  Mr.  WtaUt  K«r4. 

jVINCENZO  FOPPA  OF  BRESCIA,  Focndir  op 

THI    LOMHAKD  ScHOOL,    Htl    Lin    ASO    WoCK.        By    CoXSTAMCR 

JoceiVN    FrouLWs  and    MotiucM»R    Roooi-ra    Majocchi,   d.b., 

Rctrior  or  the  Co1Icj;io  HoiTomeo,  Pfttia.    Bjucd  on  rcicvch  in  tlw 

Architrt  of  Mibn,  Pavia,  Bmcia,  and  Geooa,  md  od  the  nudy 

of  all  his  known  wutkt.     Wttli  over   loo  IlliutTadooa,  nuny  in 

Photogravure,  and  loo  l>}Cuinciits,   Koy^  ^to.   /^j.  i  ir.  f>iy  ocu 

■.*  St  t^a^Mt  Lift  «/  Viiutmt*  Ftffa  kju  a«>  ktta  ^rfillnt:  am  tmUiia*  nUdk 
abaait  imanfjitaiti  M  tl»u  Am  '/  fH-f-J-K:tiim  U  tkt  malltr  ef  M» 
\in  if  ftiattvx  amJ  if  taijttit  rttaHmc  Ir  Ikt  mrt  t/  llttfy.  Tkt  ttjttt  t/  Ikt 
aaikan  ^  Ait  ink  haa  itni  la  fmtml  a  Irmt  /itlurt  rf  tkt  mttltri  If/i  tmiaJ 
^fam  Ikt  tatimtfmy  rf  rteartb  im  ItaUam  ankmt :  altfiuit  kUkarIa  kmrnm  rrltilntf 
ttUmkarttttmi-taifkllvfrlktr:  aUtlaltmemU  kimtttrmrtnJUii  itmJ  a  frtal  Jtai if 
mm  ami  amftMitkad  jsm/ciW  Au  Irtm  addiJ.  Tk*  mt^kart  kart  Katnriktd  a  livgt 
atatitmi  t/  atir  raaJtrial  rvlatiac  la  ft^^a^aaa  i/  l^rrrttl  iattrttlif^  /*(ll  ^rrt^kl  la 
Ufkl  Atii<tflA*l  At  livtJ  frr  tmfU^kria fta»t  !f»t*'  Ikaa  "ai  firmtrljr  mfftai.  Tkt 
iltailraliaiu  n'ill  im€!<tJt  ura'ai fittmrti  ky  Ff^fa  kitirrlt  wmtttttBrn  in  Ikt  kitlMylfatI, 
aad  atkirs  atkkk  kan  mrcf  tt/m  itra  ftti:iikni,  at  mtli  at  rr/mJacHtm  t/  letry 
taJtfia^  twark  fy  tkj  taattar  al  firttt^l  kaa^nt^ 

'     MEMOIRS    OF  THE    DUKES   OF    URBINO. 

P<  lUustraiiog  ihc  Armt,  i^n  :ind  Littmurc  of  Italy  from   1440  to 

1630.  By  Jamm  Dckkiitoun  of  OcnoiitouD.  A  New  Editiua 
edited  by  Euwakb  Hvttum,  with  upwudi  of  100  XUiutiatknu. 
Demy  Svo.  j  ?oU.  42/.  vm. 
'.*  Ftrmaitr  fiarttkli  frrmi  tatk  kai  turn  ml  a/ frimt.  aUktafk  (I  ttiU  rtatatat  Ikt 
tkiif  aatkfUy  ■/«■  Ikt  Dttikf^  Urtlmt/^9m  Iki  ^tfia^iat  t/ Ikt  Jlftnatk  tnOwry. 
Mr.  HMfmkattar^fatljitdiud  tkt  wktli  mark,  ttaeiii^  Ikt  trat  atttlamllaUy  tkt  lamt, 
tat  addtat  a  latfi  — lio  tf  aam  atttt,  iwanmtalt  ajtd  r^ttacit,  Ifktr^tr  fmiUt 
tkt  r-rader  it  tUrttttd  ta  trigtaal  itttPttt.  attrj  tart  af  wark  Aat  Sttm  laid  aitdrr 
tamlrikmlirmlaiUattratttki  Ux!.mmdHNitft^kltik.tiHiain^plitdtmmaiifrmtMI'- 
ttlida  thtta  mtttt  Ika  fatk  ait""'  *■  ■'■'  '■'>■'  •»  a^"k-'  t^  Ikt  raati  tf  itlattimlitmi 
wlUiAtiiiimtamtatat,ami»ddmt  a  fittarialtammtnl  uamkitttriemiaitdtrttitalHU. 
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THE    PHILOSOPHY    OF    LONG    LIFE,     fij 

Jean   Pihot.     A  TmMlaiioD  by  Himikv    RoarsTs.     Dcmjr  In 

(9  X  $  j  inches).    7/.  (>J.  net. 

iaud  tm  irimtr  mmd ftiMifAf  ititimna  unu  mittnut  rr  rr^^t  yW^  eims-al  li^*^. 
//  Jiaii  milt  Ufi  tt  nit^itd^itl  tmlf  ra  mam  atd  ,-■  Ila  imima/  **d  mjeaMMr  ■  ^J*.  M 
A*  t.V'A*t  tiiU  Krrlil ef  imt  ilmuilur  k»tfi1  r>ii«a>-^  "  I'nmitiimitsf"  —JMf  «  ad 

»•  M.   ^'lu;  Ifl'n    (*>•'  A^/  lIU^  **t  '•/!  ^•^  itllinttm*!!,  tt»d  IM^  •  ilWll^ 

»tuct  tfAiiA  ^rttfi  initMtr  ^i  initfi  MMit  ir~iail*fi  Uim^  /fiitU  Aimif^  fc  — <  w 
■iowMar  /j>t,  /<■  ffi/ibJiHIjMHrnifynM.iV  as  '*™*-'_^-".  ■— 1/  rfi — r^  ~  aChn 

THE  DIARY  OF  A  LADY-IN-WAITING.    By 

Lauy  Cmaxuitt):  Bukv.  Being  i))c  Dury  Illunratirr  a)  the 
Tim«  of  0«>rjje  the  Fourth,  Impfspersed  with  orifriiuJ  L«am 
frotti  the  Ifltc  Queen  Caroline  nod  (torn  various  other  dJauaftMihrf 
persons.  New  cdiiioD.  Bditcd,  vhh  an  Introductiao,  by  A. 
Fkakcis  Stkuart.  With  numctons  portniU.  Two  Vok 
Demy  Sto.     iij.  net. 

smJ  nai  Jlrretjy  cilMiiid  ty  TiMttfr^y  timi  iit  tht  Bivifmi »/  Ikt  If xv-     Thrrt  u  ■ 

"    "       '••Iwnsu    C^rriim       '    ~ 

r  fuHfmt  (.>«iW  1 


■*■■■  nmmt  la  h^w/'b^hbh  *■■  i«B  ttnm'^ty  a«h^^  v> 

^  ArtjU,  tad  Laar-i—f^ii-t  "  t**  '••/•"f 


mut.Uli  f\.U  ttttimJtJitn,  »i  utHiH  wilM  tin  Ui 

^11  Art  £iotm  jEf  t\j  Rditmr  tff  rtndtr  V 
MtrtHul  in  Ikt  laftr  Cffiri"  fertmt. 


t/i^mr  n^'i  Art  £iotm  ^j  (4if  Kdiiv  tff  wtndtr  ii  «af/W  t*  At 
nmdtrt 


irc? 


JUNIPER    HALL:    Rendezvous    of  certain    illiu- 

iriou*  Pct»onagc«  during  the  French   Re\olutioci.  tncltiding  Ala- 
andcf    D'Arbby   iind    Fancy    Burncy.       Cotn|Ml«l    by    Comtj 
Hill.     With  nuiDcrous  lliusirsuoDS  by  Eluh  C  Hill,  and 
ductioos  fwm  taiious  Contemporary  Poatiii*.    Crown  Svo.    Ji.  oiL 

JANE   AUSTEN  :   Her  Homes  and  Her  Friends. 

By  Constance  Hiix.  Nunictous  lUuurationi  by  Ellik  G.  1-Iiu* 
logcthct  with  Rcprodwiiom  from  Old  PoTtrait»,etc,  Cr.8r«,  jf.ocu 

THE    HOUSE    IN    ST.   MARTIN'S    STREET. 

Being  Chrocicica  of  the  Bumcy  Family.  By  CtmiTAKct:  Hux. 
Author  of  "JaneAiMlcn,  Hrr  Home,  and  Her  FrioMU,"  *■  Juoipcr 
Hall,"cli:.  With  numcroui  Illuistrativns  by  Ellem  G.  Hiu,  wd 
rqircxluaion*  of  Contemporary  I'orTTuti,  «c.   Demy  810.   zisl  do. 

STORY  OF  THE  PRINCESS  DES  URSINS  IN 

SPAIN  (CAmdrera-Mayor).  By  Cokitahce  Hilu  Whh  it 
Illtt»trations  and  a  Photo^T>vartr  Ftontiifwcc.  N<^  EdiM^ 
Crown  Svo.     >i.  net. 


MEMOIRS,   BIOGRAPHIES,  Etc.     ii 
NEW    LETTERS    OF    THOMAS    CARLYLE. 

Edited  and  Aanotated  by  Alexander  Carlyle,  with  Notes  and 
an  Introduction  and  numerous  lUuatratioDB,  In  Two  Volumtfl. 
Demy  Sto.     25/.  net. 

Fall  Mail  CaMttU^~->*X^  the  portrut  of  lb«  mm,  Thoniu,  tb«B«  letien  do  rally  add 

Tllae  \  vfl  cui  learn  to  nspcct  and  to  tika  bim  ibc  more  for  the  genoina  goodocH  of  bit 

penonaliEy." 
Morning  Lfoatr, — "  Tbesfl  volumei  open  Iba  very  beBit  of  Cu-lyte." 
Litrrary  tVfrriJ. — "  It  Ji  tbeo  Carlyle.  ibe  nobly  filiml  son,  we  sec  in  ifaeuletten;  Culyle^ 

the  c^Dcroui  mnd  affeciLonAle  bratber^  ibe  loyal  and  wum-beaited  fiiead,  .  .  -  atia 

abovB  all,  Carlyle  ai  the  tender  mnd  futhfuJ  lover  of  hii  wife-" 
Dtdly  TtU^a^h.—"  Tbe  letten  are  characleriitic  enrmgb  of  the  Cailyle  we  know  r  very 

pciuraqae  and  entertuDias,  full  of  eitravafimt  empbaiii,  writlvQ,  M  a  rale^  at  f«ver 

beat,  «LaqueDtly  rabid  and  emotionaL" 

THE  NEMESIS  OF  FROUDE  :   a  Rejoinder  to 

*'My  Relations  with  Cariyle."  By  Sm  James  Crichton  Browns 
and  Alexander  Carlvle.     Demy  8vo.      3/.  6</.  net. 

Gimsgtvf  Htmfd. — ".  .  .  Tbe  book  ptactiuMy  AccomplUhd  iti  Uuk  of  rofutfttinff  Carlylc  J 

u«n  alUck  on  Froode  'a.  ii  ovsrivhelniing." 
Puilic  Ofinifit, — "The  main  object  of  (be  book  u  to  prove  tl»t  Fronde  belicTEd  m  mrth 

»nd  bcCTkyed  hli  tnut*    Tbkt  um  hu  been  Acbieved.  ^ 

NEW  LETTERS  AND  MEMORIALS  OF  JANE 

WELSH  CARLYLE.  A  Collection  of  hitheno  Unpublished 
Letters.  Annotated  by  Thomas  Carlyle,  and  Edited  by 
Alexander  CARLYLE,with  an  Introduction  by  Sir  James  Crichton 
Browne,  m.d.,  ll.d.,  f.fl.s.,  numerous  IllustrationB  drawn  in  Litho- 
graphy by  T.  R.  Way,  and  Photogravure  Portraits  from  hitherto 
unreproduced  Originals.    In  Two  Volumes.    Demy  8vo.    25/.  net. 

Wtstmittiltr  Giutllt- — "  Few  letten  ia  tbe  Lang luge  have  in  web  perfectiofl  Ibe  qiulitjei 
whicb  food  leiien  abould  poueu.  Fnink,  E>ri  brilliuii,  indbcreei,  iinineniely  clent, 
wbimsicftl,  And  Hudeciouit  they  reveal  acbanctei  vhicbi  with  whatever  alloy  of  human 
infirmiiy.  train  endear  iiKlftoany  reader  of  un demand ing." 

Wfrld. — "  Throwi  a  deal  of  new  LiehE  CKi  the  domeitic  relalioai  of  the  Sage  of  Chelaea. 
They  al»  contain  the  full  text  of  Mr^  Carlyle'i  (ucinatiD^  jonma],  and  bei  own 
'  humoioiu  and  qoaintly  candid '  narrative  of  her  fint  love-affair." 

Diulji  Sims. — "  Event  page  .  ■  .  icintillatei  with  keen  tboaghti,  biting  crilkumi.  Saihbg 
phratd,  and  loocba  of  brjgbl  comedy." 

feMILE  ZOLA  :  Novelist  and  Reformer.  An 
Account  of  his  Life,  Work,  and  Influence.  By  E.  A,  Vizetelly. 
With  numerous  Illustrations,  Portraits,  etc.    Demy  8vo.     z\s.  neL 

Moning  Pctt. — "  Mr.  Ernest  ViieieMy  bai  given  ...  a  very  Ime  iiuight  into  the  aims, 

character,  and  life  of  the  noveliii." 
AtMfn^uit.^",  ,  .  ExhauiivB  and  mtereiting." 
M-A-P. — ".  .  .  will  itand  ai  the  clauic  biography  of  Zola." 
J'Air.—"TbU' Life' of  Zola  iiarery  faicinating  book." 
Afadt9fiy. — "  It  wai  inevitable  thai  the  authoritative  life  of  Emile  Zola  iboold  be'from  Ibe 

pen  ol  E.  A.  Viretclly.    No  one  probably  hu  the  tame  qualilicatioo*,  atid  Ibia  bulky 

volume  of  nearly  lix  hundred  pace*  ii  a  worthy  tribute  to  the  aeaiuiol  the  masts." 
til.  T.  P.  O'CoHNOxis  T.P.'t  tf^4l^— "It  iiaiiory  of  faicinuiag  ialercN.  and  ii  lold 

admirably  by  Mr.  Viictelly.    I  can  ptonuM  any  one  who  Uka  il  up  thai  ha  will  find  ll 

t*tj  diScnlt  to  lay  It  down  again." 
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'toft  mmtrii  atmt  rkt  Urtt  tf  A^mwtt^i  Km»t  <W  Ir 
•it-kmrarti  camlrmi^miriii  ^rr  imtratditet^  Imtr  J^rt.  M^M/i 


MEMOIRS  OF  THE  MARTYR  KING:  beJMJ 

dciatlcU  record  of  the  Ij^t  tu-o  yfus  of  (he-  RagB  of  Hii  Mm 
Sacred  Majmy  King  Chail«  the  Pint,  164(^1648-^  Cofr 
piled  bjr  Au^H  FtA.  With  upwardii  of  100  Photopmi 
PoTtfaiu  and  other  Ilbstrutioac,  LDcluding  relics.  Rayai  4» 
10;/.  net. 

Ur.  U.  M.  SriSLMAintn  7^ /frMbv^.— ■' Tin ,n)l«a*  1>  ■  alntn^  fat  iWptaM^ 

(wblbW,  and  a  lolid  c«nnlbadaa  uCuDlioiiB&anutn*." 

.  .  coDauiHuiuauloudtarfaclioDatMTttMf  vccoukt  dajre^' 

MEMOIRS  OF  A  VANISHED  GENERATION 

iSi3-i3;;.  Edited  by  Mis.  WAniuxKe  Biakk.  With  tiua)cn« 
lUiutratioD*.     Demy  8ra.      |6<.  net. 

f  ttf  miidJIi  nftki  KJultml*  etaotry-     TJlr  MJfew  «' /4c  turn-*  /wi  A>  tUMAwa* 

ml  a  ft-t*d  (•  </Mr  »•»■*>■• 
n/rw  l4  ^M  *lmtt$:im  ^  Jut  Atoi 

CfeSAR  FRANCK  :  A  Study.    Tmnslated  from  (he 

French  of  Vincent  d'Indy.  And  with  id  IntroductJoa  tiy  R(M 
Ni.wMiRci(.     Demy  SfO.     "js.  6j.  net. 

\*  T'liim'  fi  nsfiirtr  injttrtmi  fa  mirf^i  ■  umi-tf  rA«a  fla/  ^Ctur-  "in»i  l.^i  mt 

ntftt^^tX*  Uffilim^u  itumxar */ B*£\  m/tJ  S^^Ii^vv^L     Hit  imti^**, 
■^/UM"  iai  ijitriimttit  lilt  a  rrm*rt»Ut  A/era  taiii  rt/t*ttati*m 
ait  im  FnmlnuiJ  tiun-*trt.    T>i  mii  f'iiinni  "  Vi  'ift  fiiifi  ■■  ii,"  nmafiif  <■  <"!■>■ 

imjfmf^,  ^fmntjc  /A/  artiiii  v»\t  wtrt  in  tfm*  trrt  kU  ditti^itm  «ifv  ^^mt  J»fc*i> 
dLA>Tur,  Gtiintt  F»mri  niuf  /ihr  fru/  tirHmiu  \UAf*.  Hit  fitfili  atcrmJm  mr*  a* 
tmfMtn  Ml  StitaU,  i^^ruM  Hi^mli,  C^mtti*:  Kt^a'it,  *^U  .f  /mJr.  nA  tmk, 
tmUtm  m(li  t*l  Jmritll  t/  "  ^i^l^t  'k^  (A>  mmlitrilx  tf  *  mmMtf,   ^^m  w  ■■* 

avi^U  ami  H»dkiitiiiijr*aitHl>f  tUiiuil-iai  cfmfoier«f^"  Tin  RtitlttitJti.' 

FRENCH  NOVELISTS  OF  TO-DAY  :   Maiirke 

Barres,  Kiat  Buio,  Paul  Bovrget.  Pierre  dc  Cuulmtn,  AuuiIb 
FruKr,  Pinre  Loti,  Marcel  Hrerost,  and  Edoiurd  Ro(L  B*»- 
graphical,  Dricripuve,  and  Critical.  By  WixtiittD  STirmjik 
With  Ponraitt  uul  Bibliograpbiu.     Crovn  Std,     $/.  net. 

•,•  n*Writtr,TAtJkMllir*-diHU*  fit  fnmtf.tt  rtltm^:^  atfmmtmtt^wrH  r-ft^ 
|£*  MiaVlivJ*  lilt  ftiiKif-tl  twrrmfl  r/  PiTwrA  iKtrnglH,  ^    T%r  i"      " 
£mi^  ft   Ah^uA   rffiirj   dti.i\ 

tf  ttnllt*}tr*ry  f-'rtmt  »ni 


■Ut*  It  <BOiM>rf  frMm 


11V.V1  u  kirf  (a  Oad  B>m  lit  tnl  frwrntt^M  t^tmV 
ri^tt,  tr  Ik,  Av^niiuMa/,  ikiW.  and  Jwtritiichht//  il^M 
flAr  ia/lMf»!i  itMt  lit  tnr**  *t  FTmelt  mimUHt  if  *A^ 

THE    KING'S   GENERAL    IN    THE     WEST. 

being  the  Life  of  Sir  Richard  Grinville,  Baronet  (1600-1659). 
By  RoncK  Chjin villi,  M.A.,  Sob-Dean  of  Exeter  Caihearal. 
With  IlluKiatinnt.     Dniiy  8?o.     ioj.  6*'.  nrt- 

Wnl'tiniUrCtttlu.-~"H  dIMliKily  laitntalnR  voft;  ti  «1U  b«  hl(h>r 'affWwkMl  t|r 
hJiiwisBl  MttiUou  ta  **ll «  bj  wdiaUT  ttmiwn." 
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THE    LIFE    AND    LETTERS    OF    ROBERT 

Stzphem  Hawkir,  (omciimc  ^'icar  of  Morweniiow  in  CornwaU. 
By  C.  ]L.  DrLEs.  With  cutncrous  Itluatrations  by  J.  Lbv 
PeTHVBKiDCE  sfld  otlicn.    Dvmy  Svo.     ji.  tJ.  an. 

Dail^  1  ilf/fi/^.—"  .  .  .  As KHHi u dw ipoIdu* b opMMd on*  tinii» ohimK in ilmttmiK* 
af  a  (Bal  ori^na.1,  k  njin  of  ardlltr.  gvniua  fend  aecMitrfdiy.  lA  whom  onv  cfeuhoc  know 
toa  much  -  .  ,  Nt>OD«  will  rvavllhw  faiAciiiftTuiic  ftxid  cbfei-rninc^T  ^FO«iuc«d  book  vftboat 
ihtnki  to  Mr.  Byltt  ud  m  ir^tt  U  riiit — ot  mlill— MorweniiBw." 

THE  LIFE  OF  WILLIAM  BLAKE.  BxAlrxander 

GtLCHKisT.  Editnl  with  an  IniroJueiioo  by  W.Giuham  Robiktjos. 
Nunieroul  Reproduccioiu  from  Dblce'i  mo4t  characieristic  and 
remvkablc  dcngDs.     Demy  Svd.     10/.  6^.  net.     Nrw  Cdiiion. 

S/rwu'tui^m  Ptfl.—"tialUni  Kemi  m  all  likely  enr  is  nipiilaBI  (b(  Gtlchrul  biecrepby, 
Mr.  Svlnbunw  pniwd  it  mifnificcnlly  in  hit  owd  tlatugni  >iMr  on  Blike,  andthar* 
should  tw  no  cicfd  DO*  Iv  ^inl  liu(  iu  cniirc  wdity,  utKlcruUHJinx  kcBOncu  uf  cHtlcAl 
Li.>l|;bl,  ui4  mfefemly  Uc«ffery  ilylc-  UcfeUnc  wllbocaof  fhfl  lamdlBctllt  pf ■DbJ«U| 
ii  nnlLi  feiiwng  itw  fiaaM  ihtogt  cr  Iu  Vind  lEu  w*  p«uau.*' 

MEMOIRS  OF  A  ROYAL  CHAPLAIN,  1729-63. 

The  corrctpondcncc  of  l^dmuDd  Pylc,  tho.,  Qamcitic  Ch^pUiit  to 
George  n,  with  Samuel  Ketrieh,  D.n,,  Vicar  of  DcTMngham,  and 
Kector  of  Wulfcrton  and  Weal  Newton.  Edited  and  AoDoiaud 
by  Aldgkt  HAKTiHOKNr.     With  Portrait.     IVmyRvoL      t6f.  net. 

Tn/'i— "  It  i»  undoublEdlj  (he  muti  Tirgxitiinl  liook  uf  the  kinil  lb*l  hu  ticca  poliflibtd 
inraMnl 
witbtba 


oraMnl  ywrai  ■Ml  beaWitaMiUMiubiiuay  teaiicii  wbifM  nilodi  bkv*  ncl  ila*all*i 


GEORGE  MEREDITH :  Some  Characteristics. 
By  RicHAKO  Le  GALUL^sfI.  With  a  Bibliography  (much  en* 
largcd)  by  JoNM  Lane.  Poniait,  etc.  Crown  Sro.  j/.  net.  Piftb 
Edition.     Revised. 

J*im£4.^"Ail   Ikffr'tiklbifeM  nitnl  pqn—i   *Gror|a  Marattiib  ;  Soaia  Chanclarialica. '  br 

Richiud  1^  C^lLiann',  Ibll  hack  i.  a  fUnpLda  aqdatctllcni  iiuiil4  ca  eIk  tluvelul  uicl 
ibBODVob.  ft  fart  vl  M*F«du]iiAn  Bm^lilifl*.  •iih  pLmiea  or  ihf  i^iffic  hu[ie(it.(vadflnl 
•Dd  the  fcuJ  uAcc  at  BdiUII.  Etcu  I'liiliitiuu  maj'  be  -an  unf  br  ti»  bUadiifanaaH 
of  Mr.  La  GBlIiinni." 

LIFE  OF  LORD  CHESTERFIELD.    An  account 

of  the  Ancestry,  Personil  Chancier,  nnd  Public  Semccn  of  the 
Founh  Earl  of  Ctieitcifield.  By  W.  H.  Ckaiu,  M.A.  Nunierou* 
lUunracioDt.     Demy  Svo.      1 2/.  6J.  net. 

Daitf  Ttitfrafk. — "Mr.  Craieh**  Hi  ODI  Ici  jnaienE  tilin  <ljxtl  rb«aerficl(l)i)otw  oT  liii 
Kiiklnf  Agurri  ofa  (diOiaiTn  period  lii  oof  iiioJein  hbuuy  .  •  .  and  bat  Mwncdtd  Id 
giTid|a«»  my  AivacLivt  bioijiipibx  Qfa  rtma/k^bJa  man." 

Timn.—"ti  it  the  chlaf  point  of  Ht,  Cfale*i  book  tc  tbos  the  alctlinii  qiuUiift  vbich 
Cbcnaitiald  wuutOomuEb  nini  in  coiiLtalin;,  tomjacl  tb«  ptrithabla  irititlilln  ot 
bit  ciiaractir,  and  to  ubabi-l  nrcn  &■  a  pijjjutoj'hi^  i^itvJnan.  uoi  iu^Ktvti  I'j  anysfbU 
cooleo^MUln,  empt  Walpait  ai  ant  <ad  ol  Itu  Ufa.  and  ChaUuu  ai  (lit  oiImi.' 


I. 


A    CATALOGUE    OF 


A  QUEEN  OF  INDISCRETIONS.     The  Tragedj 

of  Caroline  of  Bruntwick,  Qurro  of  Englaod.  From  tfae  ItJoi 
of  G.  P.  CuKict.  TnniUted  by  FKiotRic  CKAfMAn.  VTik 
oumrrout  Illuttrstioiu  Rproducnl  from  cooieinporary  Portrait  mi 
Prinu.     Dctny  Sto.     iti.  on. 

Tit  J>iiify  TtUf^'—"  li  ca^H  Katntgr  b*  4fa  Bon  ihofo»ahly  ^,  aa  (h*  cW^k 
bMItf  UM  ctuui  ubtrtiluplaycd  fcr  Pioft— CIcrfct.  U>.  FuJariaChiy— M»«J 
COBlrfbat**  as  nnceininanljr  iBlcn*UB(  tad  mil  iiftmi  inTniliirlTiT  * 

tfa4mmtlirGatift:-^"'n*^ama,  nAabrtr  •><  wflt4n(»Bad  .  .  .  fliiwi  iwi  ln|  i  t 
atiHiUBcIy  laiciallDit  cluiMa  aT  Ok  »*nnffii»  HwAfc—i  af  Cewi  Mb  .  .  .  •■* 
mcaioBaM%  caicapi  ihai  —  r — iTir— rail  rart  trr  ilwi  >n  f  i  k  Ml  [mim  ii  ihi^ 
•lib  Hanllas  affocu  ud  (anatilc  leaaw." 

LETTERS    AND    JOURNALS    OF     SAMUEL 

GRIDLEV  HOWE.  Ediwd  by  hia  Daughter  Lap.*  E. 
KiCHAKDL  With  Notes  and  a  Picfbcc  by  !■'.  B.  Samimi^  a 
Iniroduciion  by  Mrs.  John  L^Nt,  and  a  Portrait.  Deny  in 
(9  X  ;  j  inches).     16;.  Oct. 


OM/fWit.— "Thlidwply  lai*r>ning  n«t«4  «(  ufwWefa. 

«ad  nmuliu  «  ittlkihs  psnrsii  vf  Horn-" 
^M(r  A'rwi.^"  Dt.  Han't  book  ii  full  9I  ibnwd  (okIic*  ;  ii 

of  tbe  lim^T.  baaduna  cbmo  at  ttu  poitnit. 

niunc  of  a  ihni>4,  katn  obMrm,  ini*n«lF  loMoud  hiifcctrani  beCtN  htm.' 


la  W  VCTT  bbA  •  ^i 
Hi*  inttlai  11  MrikiDc  ud  riwU ;  li  b  «i 


THE   LIFE   OF   ST.  MARY    MAGDALEN. 

Tratutatcd  rrom  the  Italian  of  an  IJninown  Fouru«&ib>CeatHrj 
Wriicf  by  Vauhtima  HAWTRtr.  Wkh  an  Inlroduciory  N<W  b^ 
VfKHoiii  Lee,  and  14  Full-{!<igeKq)fodumMii  from  the  Old  MmMrl 
Crown  Svo.     ji.  am, 

DM,  AWvL-"  MiH  Valaeliu  tUatnr  <»>  lEiiU  a  awM  latiaiM  BactUb  'rmimd^it 

plauani  work." 
■i<<a.ft-y,— "  Tbt  fBonfenib-wntary  jbncyffhji  JJIctriUlT  iJaiial  ika  MaaandiaAaaf 

iba  Cmik1  iHfTuIn.  an.)  pitHnu  ika  batdn  h  ^H  an  ■iiiiii>na<li— I  Ngll,  .  .  . 

la  iia  diiMOMu  and  anlolc  dmpltcilr  ud  iu  woJih  of  hcnaly  datall  ifc«  iiaqr  >^A 

Dm  lb*  ■•■■k  U  (Mm  Baeeaaio  eC  i(h  clnidir :  and  fiiimia  BlaanallMW  iikta  h^ 

Italian  |iaaii«n  kappily  illuKru*  ih«  chitimini  («■;-' 

MEN  AND  LETTERS.     By  Herbert  Pal^  m.p., 

Fourth  (Edition.     Crown  Svol      Jr.  net. 

PMV^.VfBu.—"  Mi,  Hntwn  Paul  bu  dona  Kbolan  uJ  tbi  (Mdioi  mmM  Ib  caMiMl » > 

MniM  in  tHililiihinsilutcollKtiMiar  fcki 
^k4.— "Jlii  funilof  t»°J  ttorita  i»  inaafcaimlblc.  »bJ  bii  urbiaity  Btnc  faiU.    Qbi 

wbaKlbitbaakHonaaf  OMnnrbMlcaanpl*10(lilcnlur*«a  liMtUnra  aaj  Qk" 

ROBERT   BROWNING:    Essays   and  Thoughts.! 

By  J.  T.  NtTTLUHir.    With  Poruait.    Crown  8ro.     5/.  6wV  1 
<Thiid  Edition.) 


I 
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A  LATER   PEPYS.     The  Correspondence  of  Sir 

I  William  Wcllcr  PqjyB.  Bart.,  Master  in  Chanctry.  1758-182;, 

^K  with  Mri.  Chapimc,  Mn.  Hartley,  NIti.  \tcin»guc,  H.innah  More, 

^1  Willinni     Franki,    tSir    Jutnca    Maaionalil,    Mjijor    Ktrnnetl)    tiir 

^H  Nathaniel  Wraxall,  and  othere.     Hditcd,  with  an  Intccduction  and 

^^  Noic9,  by  AucE  C.  C.  Oavs»n.     With  nunw-toua  lUususUoDa. 

^  Demy  8to,     In  Two  Volumw.     jti.  net. 

DovciLAH  Slaexm  In  tl^  QtiftM,--"  TiiU  u  i  nil  bpaTftbZv  ■  mm  Tb1aBbl*o«iti1b«ilioii  la  ilw 

UlCrflidnr.  and  (lie  HhiTjaf  fBinaiuixoplc." 
Aimdtmit  and  ^itinutm.—"  Tbt  (fleet  connMt  in  no  uttKnlai  pun[n<  ^nt  in  Ibe  total 

inproHoa,  itntcoM  ofalnmcABn,  utdltectnccij  [eeliii);  ihiu  wt  u«  b«iac  iBtrodustd 

Idio  Ibe  ytr/  wcimy  lo  -hleb  ihe»rita  mo»eil." 
^■^C  JVhh.— "To  Mlu  All«G>uwto  Utiut  lh«cnilll  of  «>nln(aui  ib*  r»<  iol[«lion  of 

nenrnpant^aet  wMrh  L^  h«r«  p«u«ii*d  to  tha  t>u^'ic.  -  .  -  If h  induhir)^  it  in^jfllaiigahl*, 

And  bar  uaI:  lua  b*«>i  nikmBxl  oul  with  compkl^aBM,     Th*  ao^tm  w  full  of  ini«r«a<mf 

Ittnt :  ih*  IniraducilDD  It  tihauiiivi ;  wid  iba  oallKtion  al  Uluuntlani  (nhuKu  ilie 

VBluf  of  Ibe  ExKik." 
ffonW.— "Sii  WJUuiai  PcpTi'i con«9aDdai>c«  u ailiiunblSi" 

.    ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON,  AN  ELEGY; 

K     AND  OTHKR   POKMS,  MAINI.Y    PERSONAL.    By 
^^    RtcHAKt)  Lk  Galuikni.     Crown  8vo.     4.1.  bj.att. 

^^^Ptfu^  ClrnHwir,'-"  Few,  iDdaed,  eoiiH  be  mon  Al  ha  kini^  tbq  Jieb*  ^  ^^^  'Vir^l  of 
^^F^    WuK  *  itua  (be  £V«I  wlioac  furrhtiA/riWr'/df  U  H>  cla*«  aJuA  1i>  S(eveiutRl'i 
^^nWr. — "Th*  apinfiiK  ElfUT  on  R.  L.  Sttndton  iocludn  *om*  Modtr 
^^F     pu«c«,  uiij  hn  itiiouEDoal  iht  raoriu  of  itncviilT  >n<)  cltanMU." 

"rUDYARD  KIPLING  :  a  Criticism.     By  Richard 

Lk  Gallikkki:.  With  a  Bibliography  by  Johm  Lane,  Cruwn 
8vu.      p.  dd.  net. 

Ctt^fwii^M. — "'One  of  Ibe  i:I«Rr«t pi«e«* of  erhivrim  **  bjtT«  ootnt  BkCnaa  lijt  t\ant  iiin%." 

Jiv/t^«<*^'*ft  tbaibi  A  )ir*ii   i^iklichl  EnliMbfl  e^(ilU)  cJblLiltiea  a(  llEenEur«,  kfld  ajiAlna 

Ml.  Kifilmc  t  ro^ufl  vlth  diT  ililll  ol  a  enhiokiin  .  .  .  tbr  pcnldn  toil  ouliiknaint 

Diuitt  nr  Mr,  Kiijlint'i  conliiliidian  to  the  lilmiu*  af  hii  lina  ui  msnhalltd  by  bu 

Clitic Kilh  iguilc  uiitoainan  tUil." 

POEMS.     By  Edward  Cracroft  Lkfroy.     With  a 

Memoir  by  W.  A.  Gii-l,  and  a  Reprint  of  Mr.  J.  A.  Svmokm' 
Critical  Kiuy  on  "lichees  from  Theocrinu."  PhoioRraiurc 
Portrait.     Crown  tJvo.      Jr.  lUA. 

)<  Ttmti.~"  , . .  (ht  Icullnc  r«lBiw  «f  ih*  HnafU  an  lb*  wriiet'i  ioleriit  lymtstbr 
with  hdmuiUfa  io  *en«nhJBnilwilb  younit  lifeiDpuiicuW ;  biibuniuiUi  bi>  miuii;,  Aad, 
in  «  woid,  Uw  qoBlUy  wbitk  '  learn  ■  maloity  ■Bcki  upDii  (he  brain,  ■  uvour  on  tbc 
nuaialraluc'" 
thunw.— "Tin  Minott,  Vr  Mr-  W.  A.  Gill,  i«  ■  ijnipaihMc  il»Ich  of  in  uniiM  and 
lorabla  chanrlH  ;  and  iba  lu^tlcal  MimaiVi  by  J.  AddinuloD  Spaondi.  iiBchuiDmB)y> 
wrinen  and  lUiueMlK  ew*ir.~ 

COMPTON 


aad  lanchliis 


i6    MEMOIRS,  BIOGRAPHIES.  Etc. 


THE  TRUE  STORY  OF   MY  LIFE  :  an  Auto- 

biogniphy  by  Alice  M.  Diihl,  Novdiii,  Writ«t  and  Mtuicias. 
Demy  Svo.     lOf.  W.  dm, 

BOOKS   AND   PERSONALITIES:    Essays.     By 

H.  W.  Nevissok.     Crown  Sto,     $i.  net. 

AtiTr  ChrrKliIi. — "It  U  ■  rcnurkibts  thinH  imd  pnta&lT  sn^oc,  (W  •  vrircr  of  ladh 
ptnontlitv  u  ikr  ■uLhor  ur  '  &<t>eEn  lbs  Am'  ihould  not  obIt  '«*!•  tiM  M4hi  »*■ 
im  [U|*«,  hit  hDinac*  unit  compld*  lulricclwi  lo  itie  E«nitn  of  OM  afUr  MWM>  tf 
IhcM  iricn.      He  b  enlirely  frn  liuin  lui  ant  I'uniiiiuij  viniH  oT  vlrin^  ■bkfe  to 

iDpMiiully  u>  Ihe  nutlKir  olilclaed.*' 

OTIA:  Essays.    By  Armine  Thomas  Kent.    Crown 
8vo.     5j.  Dct. 

BOOKS  AND  PLAYS:   A  Volume  of  Essap  on 

Mcicdiih,  Borrow,  ibncn,  and  othen.  By  Allax  Moiaiioira. 
Crown  8to.      ;j,  net. 

LIBER    AMORIS ;    or,    The    New    Pvgmauok. 

By  WiLUAM  H«zuTT.  Edilcdj  with  jd  introduction,  by  RiouiD 
Ls  GiLLiENNi.  To  which  is  kidded  an  exact  tranncripc  of  tfae 
original  MS.,  Mrs.  HajrUtt'a  Diary  in  Scotland,  and  Letter*  DCftr 
before  published.  Poitrait  aRer  Uewici:,  ud  faciiinilc  Leiicn. 
400  copies  ody.     ;^\o.      y6^  pp.     Ituckruni.      1  ti.  net. 

TERRORS  OF  THE  LAW  :  being  the  Portnits 

of  Three  Lawyers — the  original  WeJr  of  HermtnoD,  "Bloody 
Jeffrey*,"  and  "  DIuidy  Advocate  Mackenzie."  By  FkAiK» 
Witt.    With  j  I'hoiogravurc  Tortraiu.    Fcap.  8to.    4/.  6rf.  net. 

Tin  Liirr^rf  U'm'.W.—"  Tht  book  Is  ■liDcxbcr  cnutulnlu:  li  b  briO,.  U'^.  —* 
■Asciiic  Mr,  Wail  hu  ilteiilv.  in  hit  iw*  nrlw  of  'n*  !.•*'<  L*Kb«  Maem,' 
*At&Mailud  hi*  pUoe  &i  ui  e^uyiit  in  l^kl  lore.  uiJ  th«  prvuat  b«ali  mU  i^  !■■■■  n 

HpUUlioB.  '* 

CHAMPIONS  OF  THE  FLEET.  Captains  and 
Mcn-of-War  in  the  DAy»  ihai  Hclpnl  lo  nuke  the  lL(ii|)irc.  By 
Edwakd  Fkasek.     With  16  Full-jugc  Illusuationa.     Crown  S*o. 

THE  LONDONS  OF  THE  BRITISH  FLEET  : 

The  iiiory  of  Sh'ipi  btMrirtg  the  nume  of  Old  Reoown  in  Nanl 
Annali.  By  Edwai.d  Fnaskh.  With  8  lUuMrattoM  tD  colours 
and  10  in  black  and  white.      Crown  Sro>.     6/. 

JOHN  LANE.  THE  BOD  LEV  HEAD.  VIGO  STKEET,  LONDON. 
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